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To  wbicb  it  prefixed 

THE    LIFE    OF    THE   yiUTHOR, 


Here  let  me  bend,  great  Dryden,  at  thy  fhrinc, 
Thou  deareft  name  to  all  the  tuneful  Nine. 
What  if  fome  dull  lines  in  cold  order  creep. 
And  with  his  theme  the  poet  feenis  to  fleep  ! 
6till,  when  his  fubjed  rifes  proud  to  view. 
With  equal  ftrcngth  the  poet  rifes  too  : 
With  ftrong  invention,  nobleft  vigour  fraught. 
Thought  ftill  fprings  up  and  rifes  out  of  thought  ; 
>3umbers  ennobling  numbers  in  their  courfe, 
In  varied  fweetnefs  flow,  in  varied  force. 
The  powers  of  genins,  and  of  judgment  join. 
And  the  whole  art  of  poetry  is  thine. 

Churchill's  apologt. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  DRY  DEN. 


John  Drvden,  "  the  great  High  Prieft  of  all  the  Nine,"  and  "  the  father  of  Englifli  criticifm," 
was  born  at  Aldwincle,  near  Oundle,  a  village  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  Exeter  in  Nor^ampton- 
fliire,  Aug.  6.  163 1.  He  was  fon  of  Eraftnus  Dryden,  Efq.  of  Tichmarfh,  North^mpton^hire,  the 
third  fon  of  Erafmus  Dryden,  Bart,  of  Canons-Afhby  in  that  county,  defcended  of  a  family  originally- 
fettled  in  Huntingdonfnire. 

He  is  reported  by  Derrick,  one  of  his  biographers,  to  have  inherited,  from  his  father,  an  eftate  of 
aoo  1.  per  annum,  and  to  have  been  bred  an  Anabaptift  ;  but  for  either  of  thefe  particulars  no  autho-^ 
rity  is  given. 

He  was  educated  at  Weftminfter  fchool,  as  a  King's  fcholar,  under  Dr.  Bulby,  where,  he  has  him- 
felf  told  us,  he  "  tranflated  the  'Third  Satire  of  Perfms,  for  a  Thurfday  night's  exercife,"  and  wrote 
•'  many  other  exercifes  of  this  nature  in  Englifh  verfe." 

In  ]  649,  the  year  before  he  left  fchool,  he  wrote  a  poem  On  the  Death  of  Lord  Hajlings,  which 
abounds  in  fuch  conceits,  as  the  example  of  Cowley  flillkept  in  reputation. 

In  i6jo,  he  was  eledled  to  one  of  the  Weftminfter  fcholarftiips  at  Cambridge,  and  went  off  to 
Trinity  College. 

The  fame  year,  he  wrote  a  copy  of  verfes  preBxed  to  the  "  Poems  of  John  Hoddefon,"  London, 
lamo.,  1650,  under  this  title,  °f.  Dryden,  of  Trinity  Collere,  to  his  Friend,  tie  Author,  upon  his  Divine 
Epigrams. 

In  1653,  ^^  took  his  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Arts.  On  the  death  of  Cromwell,  in  1658,  he  wrote 
Heroic  Stanzas  on  the  late  Lord  ProtiEior  i  which,  compared  with  the  verfes  of  Sprat  and  Waller  on 
the  fame  occdiion,  were  fufhcient  to  raife  great  expeifiations  of  the  rifing  poet. 

At  the  Rcftoration,  he  changed  his  opinion,  like  the  other  panegyrifls  of  Cromwell,  who  fhared 
with  him  the  reproach  of  inconftancy,  and  publilhed  Astrjea  Redux,  a  Poem  on  the  happy  reforation 
and  return  of  his  moflfacred  Majejly,  King  Charles  II.  1660,  A  remarkable  COUplet,  in  the  beginning 
•f  this  Poem,  cxpofed  him  to  the  ridicule  of  the  wits. 

An  hoTr'ldJiillne/s  firft  invades  the  ear. 
And  in  tlnit  flence  we  the  temped  fear. 

The  fame  year,  he  praifed  the  new  King,  in  A  Panegyri;  to  his  Majefiy  on  his  Coronation. 

In  1 66 1,  he  contributed  a  copy  of  Latin  verfes.  On  the  Death  of  Prince  Henry  and  Princefs  Mary,  In- 
ferted  in  the  "  Threni  Cantahrigienfes"  of  that  year  ;  and  another  on  the  Marriage  of  King  Charles  II. 
printed  in  the  "  Epithalamia  Cantabrigienjla  l66z." 

It  appears  from  his  Cgnature,  that,  in  I662,  he  had  obtained  a  fellowCiip ;  for  that  academical 
honour  does  not  attend  his  name  in  1661. 

If  thefe  poems  had  been  feen  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  before  the  publication  of  his  excellent  Life  of  Dry- 
den, that  judicious  biographer  would  certainly  have  made  fome  alteration  in  the  following  para- 
graph :  "  At  the  Univerfity,  he  does  not  appear  to  have  been  eager  oi poeiisal  diftin(5lion,  or  to  have 
lavilhed  his  early  ivit  either  on  fifSitious  fubjedls,  or  public  occafioas.  He  probably  confidered,  that 
he  who  purpofed  to  be  an  author  ought  firft  to  be  a  flndent.  He  obtained,  whatever  was  the  reafon, 
tw  felloivfbip  in  the  college.  Why  he  was  excluded  cannot  now  be  known,  and  it  is  vain  to  guefs : 
had  he  thought  himfelf  injured  he  knew  how  to  complain.  It  was  not  till  the  death  of  Cromwell, 
in  1658,  that  he  became  a  public  candidate  for  fame." 

In  166a,  he  addreffed  a  poem  to  the  Lord  Chancellor^  llyde,  prefnisd  «n  Neiu-Year  s-Day,  and  the 
fame  year  publillied  A  Satire  on  the  Dutch. 

It  may  be  confidered  as  a  proof  of  his  early  reputation  for  knowledge,  that  he  was  chofen  a  mem-  ! 
ber  of  the  Royal  Society  foon  after  the  formation  of  that  inftitution.     He  was  eledted  a  fellow  19th 
November,  \(ik%,  and  admitted  the  26th.    This  circumftance  is  wholly  unnoticed  by  his  biographers. 
Few  poets  have  folicited  an  introduiflion  into  that  learned  body  fince  Cowley,  Denham,  and  Dryden. 

In  i66j,  in  the  thirty-fccond  year  of  his  age,  he  commenced  a  writer  fur  the  ftage,  of  wh.ich  he 
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kept  poffeflion  for  man7  yean,  not  with  ut  the  competition  of  rivals,  who  foraetiniM  prctnilcd,  of 
the  cenfure  of  critics,  which  was  often  juft,  but  with  fuch  a  degree  of  repu'ation,  as  encouraged 
him  to  exercife  his  genius  in  compofing  eight-and-twenty  dramas. 

His  firft  piece  was  a  comedy,  called  The  IVild  Gallant,  which  met  with  fuch  indifferent  fuccefs, 
that,  had  not  neceflity  compelled  him  to  perfevere,  the  Englifh  ftage  had  perhaps  never  been  favoured 
with  fome  of  its  brightel>  ornaments.     This  play  was  revifed  and  printed  in  1669. 

In  1664,  he  produced  The  Rival  Ladies,  a  tragi-comedy,  in  dramatic  rhyme,  with  a  dedication  to 
the  Earl  of  Orrerv,  who  was  himlelf  a  wrirer  of  rhyming  tragedies. 

He  then  joined  with  Sir  Robert  Howard  in  the  Indian  f^een,  a  tragedy  in  rhymk  ;  but  the  parts 
which  he  wrote  are  not  diftinguiflied 

In  1667,  he  produced  TAf/wi/wn  £OT/fror,  a  tragedy  in  rhyme,  intended  for  a  fequel  to  Howard's 
Indian  ^een,  of  which  notice  was  given  to  the  audience  by  printed  bills,  diftributed  at  the  door,  an 
expedient  which  is  fuppofed  to  be  ridiculed  in  "  The  Rehearlal,"  where  Bayes  tels  how  many  reams 
he  has  printed,  to  inftil  into  the  audience  fome  conception  of  the  plot. 

To  this  play  is  prefixed  a  very  vehement  defence  of  dramatic  rhyme,  in  confutation  of  the  preface 
to  "  the  Duke  of  Letma,"  in  which  Sir  Robert  Howard  had  cenfured  h. 

The  fame  year,  he  publifbed  Annus  Mirabilis,  tht  Tear  of  Ifondcrs,  M,DC,LXVi.,  which  is  juftly 
clleemed  one  of  his  moft  elaborate  performances.  It  is  written  in  quatrains,  or  heroic  ilanzasof  four 
lincs,  a  meafure  which  he  borrowed  from  the  "  Gondibert"  of  Davenant,  and  which,  in  his  prefatory 
letter  to  Sir  Robert  Howard,  he  fays,  "  1  have  ever  judged  more  noble,  and  of  greater  dignity,  than 
any  other  verfe  in  ufe  amongft  us." 

He  was  now  fo  much  diftinguiflied,  that  on  the  death  of  Davenant  in  1668,  he  was  made  Poct- 
Laureat.  The  fame  year  he  publiftied  his  EJfay  on  Dramatic  Poetry,  an  elegant  and  inftru«Slive  dia- 
logue, In  which  the  principal  chara<5ler,  according  to  Prior,  is  meant  to  reprefent  the  Earl  of 
Dorfet.  In  1668,  he  produced  Secret  Lave,  or  the  MaiJtn-^een,  a  tragi-comedy,  ar»<  Sir  Martin 
Mar-all,  a  comedy,  which  was  at  firft  publiftied  without  his  name.  Langbaine  charges  it  like 
nioft  of  the  reft,  with  plagiarifni.  Dovvnes  fays,  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle  gave  this  play  to  Dryden, 
who  adapted  it  to  the  ftage,  and  it  is  entered  on  the  books  of  the  Stationers  Company,  as  the  pro- 
dudion  of  that  Nobleman. 

The  Tetnpeji,  an  alteration  of  Shakfpcart's  play,  made  by  Dryden  in  conjundion  with  Davenanf, 
was  exhibited  in  1670.  The  cffed  produced  by  two  fuch  powerful  minds,  was.  that  to  Shakfpcare's 
monftcr  Caliban,  is  added  a  fifter-monfter  Sycsrax;  and  a  woman  who  in  the  original-play  had  never 
fcen  a  man,  is  in  this  brought  acquainted  with  a  man  that  had  never  feen  a  woman.  The  new 
charaiSer!.  were  chiefly  the  invention  and  writing  of  Davenunt,  as  acknowledged  by  Dryden  in  his 
preface. 

In  i.()'il,  ^n  Evening^  Love,  or  the  Mod  AJlrologer,  a  comedy,  made  its  appearance,  with  a  pre- 
face and  dedication  to  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle.  The  preface  is  elaborately  written,  and  contains 
many  juft  remarks  on  the  fathers  of  the  Englifti  drama. 

In  1671,  he  produced  another  tragedy  in  rhyme,  called  Tyrrannie  Ltve,  or  the  Virgin  Martyr, 
which  has  many  piiflages  of  ftrcngth  and  tlrgatce,  and  many  of  empty  noifc  and  ridiculous  turbu- 
kncc.  The  rants  of  Matcimln  have  been  always  the  fport  of  criticifm,  and  were  at  length  the 
ihanie  of  the  writer. 

Tlie  fame  year  appeared  the  two  parn  of  the  Conjuef  of  Granada,  which  abound  in  dramatic 
wonders  and  poetical  beauties,  and  met  with  great  lucc.fs ;  but  they  arc  written  in  proft (Ted  de- 
fiance of  probability,  and  have  been  long  laid  afide. 

He  did  not  erj-iy  his  reputation,  however,  without  moleftation.  The  Conqurf  of  Grsnada  wi% 
cenfured  with  fome  fevcrity  by  M.i'tin  Clifford,  Efq  of  the  Charter-Hoiife  :  .ind  the  tw..  moft  di- 
ftinguiftied  wits  of  the  nobility,  Buckingham  and  Rochefter,  I'eclared  thcmft  Ives  his  cni  mics. 

Buckingham  charadlcrifed  him  in  167a,  by  the  name  ol  Bayes,  in  "  The  Rehearfal  "  a  farirical 
comedy,  which  he  is  faid  to  have  written  in  166  j,  with  the  afliftance  of  Butler,  Mirtin  Clifford,  Efq. 
and  Sprat,  then  his  chaplain. 

Dr.  Jihnfon  fays,  it  "  wa^  originally  intended  agamft  Davenant,  who  in  the  firft  draught  was 
thiKa.'jifcd  by  iht  name  of  Bilittt.    Davenant  had  been  a  foldicr  and  an  adventurer." 


THELIFEOFDRYDEN.  ir 

In  the  "  Key  to  the  Rehearfal,"  it  is  faid  Sir  Robert  Howard  was  charailerifcd  by  the  name  of 
Silhoa.  The  defign  was  probably  to  ridicule  the  reigning  poet,  whoever  he  might  be.  Rochefter, 
to  fupprefs  the  reputation  of  Dryden,  took  Settle  and  Crowne  fucceffively  into  his  protection,  and 
promoted  their  intereft  on  the  ftage  fo  effedlually,  as  to  make  him  think  his  fupremacy  of  reputation 
in  fome  danger. 

The  fuccefs  of"  The  Emprcfs  of  Morocco,"  a  tragedy  written  in  rhyme  by  Settle,  feems  to  have 
given  him  great  difturbance,  as  he  condefcended  to  write  an  intemperate  critique  on  the  play  and 
dedication,  expreffive  of  rage  and  terror,  indignation  and  jealoufy.  Settle  took  his  revenge  on  the 
appearance  of  the  Cmquefl  of  Granada.  His  anfwer  is  perhaps  equal  to  the  cenfure,  which  is  no 
high  commendation. 

His  Marriagi  a-la-Mode,  a  comedy,  was  exhibited,  according  to  Langbaine,  in  1673,  and  dedi- 
cated to  Rochefter,  whom  yet  tradition  always  reprefents  as  his  enemy,  and  who  is  mentioned  by 
him  with  fome  difrefpedl  in  the  preface  to  Juvenal. 

The  fame  year  he  produced  The  AJfignation,  cr  Lo-ve  In  a  Nunnery,  a  comedy,  which  was  driven  off  ] 
the  ftage  ;  and  Ambeyna,  a  tragedy,  intended  to  inflame  the  nation  againft  the  Dutch. 

The  next  year  he  publiflied  The  State  af  Innocence,  or  the  Fall  of  Man,  an  opera,  or  rather  a  tra- 
gedy in  heroic  rhyme,  founded  on  "  Paradife  Loft,"  which  has  undoubtedly  very  great  beauties; 
but  the  characters  are  fuch  as  cannot  decently  be  exhibited  on  the  ftage. 

In  1675,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  The  Mljlalen  Hitjband,  a  comedy,  founded  on  the  Mtnachmi  o£ 
Plautus,  of  which  he  only  wrote  one  fcene.    The  real  author  is  unknown. 

It  was  followed,  in  1676,  by  Aurengxebe,  a  tragedy,  written  in  rhyme,  which  has  the  appearance 
of  being  the  moft  elaborate  of  all  his  dramas.  By  writing  tragedies  in  rhyme  he  continued  to  im- 
prove his  didlion  and  his  numbers,  and  feems  to  have  fully  formed  his  verfification,  and  fettled  his 
fyftem  of  propriety  when  he  wrote  this  play. 

In  1678,  he  produced  All  for  Love,  tr  the  World  ivell  Lojf,  a  tragedy,  founded  ©n  Shakfpcare's 
"  Antony  and  Cleopatra,"  which  is  by  univerfal  confent  accounted  the  moft  perfetft  of  his  dramas. 
It  has  certainly  the  feweft  improprieties  of  ftyle  or  charafler,  and,  in  point  of  regularity  and  poetic 
harmony,  may  be  juftly  confidered  as  an  invincible  mafterpiece  of  the  power  of  Englifb  poetry. 
This,  he  tells  us,  "  is  the  only  play  which  he  wrote  for  himfelf ;"  the  reft  were  given  to  the  people. 

The  next  year  he  wrote,  in  conjunction  with  Lee,  Oedipus,  a  tragedy,  founded  on  the  tragedies  of 
Sophocles  ai>d  Seneca,  which  was  acfted  with  great  fuccefs,  and  acknowledged  by  Langbaine,  "  to 
be  one  of  the  beft  tragedies  extant."  The  firft  and  third  adts  were  written  by  Dryden,  who  planned 
the  fcenes ;  the  remainder  by  Lee. 

It  was  followed  the  fame  year  by  Trtllus  and  CreffiJa,  or  Truth  found  out  too  late,  a  tragedy  altered 
from  Shakfpeare,  "  to  which,"  fays  Langbaine, "  he  added  feveral  new  fcenes,  and  even  cultivated 
and  improved  what  he  borrowed  from  the  original.     The  laft   fcene  in   the  third  adl  is  a  m after-  \ 
piece."      It  is  introduced  by  a  "  Difcourfe  »n  the  grounds  of  Critkifm  hi  Tragedy. 

The  fame  year  came  out  An  EJfay  on  Satire,  faid  10  be  written  jointly  by  Dryden  and  the  Earl  of 
Mulgrave,  containing  fome  very  fevere  reflections  on  the  Duchefi  of  Portfmouth,  and  Rochefter, 
who  took  their  revenge,  by  bafely  hiring  three  ruffians  to  cudgel  Dryden  in  a  cofTiie-houfe.    This  in- 
cident is  mentioned  by  Mulgrave,  the  true  writer,  in  his  "   Art  of  Poetry." 
Though  prais'd  and  beaten  for  another's  rhymes. 
His  own  deferves  a'-  great  applaufe  fometimes. 

In  1680,  he  produced  a  comedy  called  Limberham,  or  the  Kind  Keeper,  which,  after  the  third  night, 
was  prohibited  as  too  indecent  for  the  ftage.  He  confeffes  that  its  indecency  was  obj'.fted  to  ;  but 
Langbaine,  who  feldom  favours  him,  reckons  it  his  beft  comedy,  and  imputes  its  expulfion  to  rc- 
fentment,  becaufe  it  "  fo  much  expofed  the  keeping  part  of  the  town." 

The  fame  year  came  out  a  "  Tranflatioi.  of  O^uid's  Epijlles  in  Englifti  verfe,"  by  feveral  hands,  two 
of  which,  together  with  the  preface,  were  by  Dryden.  The  Epiftle  of  Helen  to  Paris,  is  attributed 
to  him  and  Lord  Mulgrave. 

In  i68l,he  publiftied  his  Abfalom  and  Achitophel,  a  fevere  fatire  on  the  fadlion  of  the  Duke  of  Mon- 
mouth and  the  Earl  of  Shaftcfbury,  which  was  eagerly  received  and  univerfally  read  The  well 
known  characSler  of  Zimri  in  this  memorable  fatire,  is  fevere  enough  to  repay  all  the  ridicule  thrown 
on  him  by  Buckingham,  in  the  charatfter  of  Bayes  in  ''  The  Reheajrfal." 
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A  Seemd  Part  of  Ahfalom  and  Achitopbel  was  written  by  Tate .  at  the  requeft  and  under  the  dl- 
redion  of  Dry  den,  who  wrote  nearly  two  hundred  lines  of  it  himfelf,  beginning  with 
Next  thefe  a  troop  of  bufy  fpirits  prefs, 

And  ending  with 

To  talk  like  Doeg,  and  to  write  like  thee. 

The  fame  year  he  publifhed  his  Medul,  a  Satire  agahijl  Sedition,  which  is  a  fevere  inveiflive  againft 
Shaftefbury  and  the  Whig  party.  Settle,  his  old  antagonift,  wrote  an  anfwer  to  it,  intituled  the 
"  Medal  Reverfed,"  4to,  1681,  and  is  alfo  fuppofed  to  to  have  written  two  anfwers  for  his  Ab/ulom 
and  Achitophel,  the  one  intituled  "  Abfalom  Senior,"  the  other  "  Azariah  and  Hufliai,"  4C0,  1682. 
In  both  rencounters  Settle  had  fo  much  fuccefs,  that  he  left  the  palm  doubtful,  and  divided  the  fuf- 
frages  of  the  nation. 

In  1 68 1,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  his  Spanlfi  Friar,  or  the  Double  Difcovery,  written  againd  the 
Papifts,  and  eminent  for  the  happy  coincidence  and  coalition  of  the  two  plots,  and  for  the  real 
power  both  of  the  ferious  and  rifible  parts.  The  whole  drama  is  natural,  lively,  entertaining,  and 
highly  fmifhed,  both  with  refpeiSl  to  plot.  chara(51:er,  and  language. 

In  l68z  came  out  his  Religio  Laid,  which  borrows  its  title  from  the  Religio  Medici  of  Dr. 
Browne,  and  is  intended  as  a  defence  of  revealed  religion  againft  Dcifts,  Papifts,  &a. 

In  1683,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  The  Dule  of  Guife,  a  tragedy,  written  in  conjiin<5lion  with  Lee. 
The  firft  fceiie,  the  whole  fourth  aA,  and  the  fiift  half,  or  fomewhat  more,  of  the  fifth,  was  written 
by  Dryden.  It  was  profeffedly  written  for  the  party  of  the  Duke  of  York,  whofe  fucceflion  was 
then  oppofed. 

In  J  684,  he  publilhed  a  tranilaticn  of  Mulir.hourg  s  HIJiory  of  the  League,  with  a  large  introduc- 
tion and  dedication  to  the  King,  by  whofe  command  it  was  undertaken,  on  account  of  the  pa- 
rallel between  the  Leaguers  of  France,  and  the  Covenanters  of  England. 

On  the  death  of  Charles  II.,  in  the  beginning  of  the  year  following,  he  wrote  a  funeral  Pindaric 
Poem,  facred  to  his  memory,  intituled  Thremdia  Angu/ialis. 

Soon  after  the  acccffion  of  King  James,  when  the  profeflion  of  the  Romilh  religion  gave  the  only 
cilicacious  title  to  the  favours  of  the  Court,  he  declared  himfelf  a  convert  to  Popery,  and  was  ap- 
pointed Hiftoricgrapher. 

In  i(?85,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  AlLion  and  Albanitis,  an  opera,  written  like  the  Duke  of  Guif, 
againft  the  Wl.ig  Party.  Downes  fays,  that,  happening  to  be  firft  performed  the  very  day  on  which 
the  Duke  of  Alonmouth  landed  in  the  weft,  and  the  kingdom  in  a  great  conftetnation,  it  ran  but 

fix  nights. 

In  1686  he  wrote  A  Defence  of  the  Papers  ivritten  by  the  late  King,  and  found  in  bis  Strong-Fax,  in 
op;)ofition  to  Dr.  Stillinglleet's  "  Anfwer  to  fome  Papers  lately  {.irinted,"  &c.  Dr.  Stilliiigfleet 
puMifticd  "   A  Vindication,"  in  1687,  in  which  he  treats  Dryden  with  fome  feverity. 

Having  probably  felt  his  own  inferiority  in  theological  controverfy,  he  tried  to  reafon  in  verfe, 
and  piibliflied  his  celebrated  Poem,  intituled  the  Hind  and  Panther,  in  1687,  which  was  faccefsfullf 
ridiculed  in  the  "  City  Moufc  and  Countiy  Moufc,"  a  parody  written  by  Montague,  afterwards 
Earl  of  Halifax,  and  Priiir. 

■  In  1688,  he  publiflied  his  Britannia  Redlvi-va,  a  poem  on   the  birth  of  the   Prince,   filled  with 
prediaions  of  greatnefs  and  profperity,  which  were  not  verified. 

With  hopes  of  promoting  Popery,  he  was  employed  to  trauflate  «'  the  Life  of  St.  Francis  Xavier," 
and  was  f  .ppofcd  to  have  been  engaged  in  tranflating  "  Varillas's  Hiftory  of  Herefies;"  but  to  have 
dropped  the  defign. 

At  the  Rev  jlution,  having  dif<iualificd  himfelf  for  holding  any  place  under  the  Governrtient,  by 
turning  Papift,  he  was  difmiflld  from  the  office  of  Poct-Laureat,  which  he  enjoyed  with  fo  muck 
pride  and  praife  ;  and  which,  to  his  great  mortification,  was  conferred  on  Shadweli,  an  old  enemy, 
whofe  inauguration  he  celebrated  in  a  Poem  exquifitcly  futlricai,  called  Mae-Flednoe. 

It  is  related  by  Prior,  that  Lord  Dorfct,  when,  as  Chamberlain,  he  was  conftraiaed  to  remove 
him  from  his  tfli.c,  gave  liim  ficm  his  own  purfc  sn  allowar.c;  cqr?.!  to  the  falary, 
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Seing  no  longer  the  Court  Poet,  and  confidering  himfelf  as  difcountenanced  by  the  public,  he 
refumed,  for  fupport,  his  former  employment  of  writing  for  the  ftage,  and  produced  in  1690,  Don. 
SebaJIlan,  a  tragedy,  which  is  commonly  eftecmed  either  the  firft  or  the  fecond  of  his  dramatic  per- 
formances. 

The  next  year  he  brought  two  plays  on  the  ftage,  Amphytrior,,  a  comedy,  founded  on  Plautus  and 
Moliere,  which  fucceeded  on  its  firft  appearance,  and  was  revived  by  Dr.  Hawkefworth  in  1756; 
and  King  Arthur,  an  opera,  the  incidents  of  which  are  extravagant,  and  many  of  them  very  puerile. 
It  has  been  lately  revived,  with  alterations,  as  a  mufical  drama.  Dr.  Johnfon's  account  of  its  exhibi- 
tion contains  a  fmgular  inftance  of  inadvertence ;  befides  which  he  has  miftaken  what  befel  the 
AlBian  and  Albanius  as  happening  to  King  Arthur. 

In  1692,  he  produced  Cleomenes  a  tragedy,  which  was  ailed  with  applaufe,  and  occafioned  a  well- 
known  incident  related  in  the  "  Guardian,"  and  allufively  mentioned  by  Dryden  in  his  preface. 

In  1693,  appeared  a  new  verfion  of  Jwocnal  and  Perfius,  in  which  the  firft,  third,  fixth,  tenth,  and 
fixteenth  fatires  of  Juvenal,  and  Perfius  entire,  were  tranflated  by  Dryden,  who  prefixed  a  very 
ample  preface  in  the  form  of  a  dedication  to  Lord  Dcjrfet.  In  this  prefatory  difcourfe,  he  mentions 
the  defign  he  had  once  formed  to  write  an  Epic  Poem  on  the  acftions  either  of  Arthur,  or  the  Black 
Prince,  which  it  is  much  to  be  regretted,  was  not  executed  for  want  of  a  public  ftipend.  He  after- 
wards charged  Blackmore  with  borrowing  the  plan  of  his  "  Arthur"  from  this  preface;*  without 
"  acknowledging  his  benefa<5lor." 

His  laft  drama,  Love  Triumphant,  a  tragedy,  appeared  in  1694,  and  is  faid,  like  his  firft  dramatic 
efiay,  to  have  been  unfuccefsful. 

From  the  exhibition  of  fuch  a  number  of  theatrical  pieces,  it  does  not  appear  that  his  fortune  re- 
ceived a  proportionable  improvement.  He  frequently  complains  that  his  diligence  and  abilities 
were  infufficient  to  fatisfy  the  importunities  of  want,  and  to  fet  penury  at  defiance  ;  for  his  profits 
were  not  great,  as  a  play  feldom  produced  him  more  than  a  hundred  pounds,  by  the  accimiulated 
gain  of  the  third  night,  the  dedication,  and  the  coj)y. 

In  1695,  he  publifhed  a  profe  tranflation  of  Frtfnoys  Art  of  Painting,  with  a  preface,  exhibiting 
a  parallel  between  poetry  apd  painting,  which  he  boafts  to  have  written  in  twelve  mornings. 

In  1697,  he  publiflied  his  excellent  verfi(;n  of  The  Works  of  Virgil,  which  he  completed  in  three 
years;  "  the  wretched  remainder,"  he  fays,  in  his  dedication  to  Lord  ClifFfird,  "  of  a  fickly  age, 
worn  cut  with  ftudy,  and  opprefled  by  fortune,  without  other  fupport  than  the  conftancy  and 
patience  of  a  Chriftian."  It  wascenfured  by  Milbourne,  a  clergyman,  ftyled  by  Pope,  "  the  fairefl; 
of  critics,"  becaufe  he  exhibited  his  own  verfion  to  be  compared  with  that  which  he  condemned. 

His  occafional  poems  and  tranflations,  fuch  as  Prologues,  Epilogues,  Epifles,  F.pitaphs,  Elegies, 
Songs,  &c.  and  vcrfions  from  Greek  and  Latin  poets,^  publiflied  in  the  fix  volumes  of  Mlfcellanies, 
ty  Tonfon,  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified  here. 

Befides  his  contrQverfial  and  critical  writings  in  profe,  alrea<'y  enumerated,  he  wrote  the  Lives  of 
Tlutarch  and  Lucian,  prefixed  to  the  tranflations  of  thofe  authors  by  feveral  hands,  the  Life  of  Poly, 
hius,  before  the  tranflation  of  that  hiflorian  by  Sir  Henry  Sheers,  and  a  Preface  to  the  "  Dialogue 
Concerning  Women,"   by  Walfh. 

His  laft  work  was  his  Fables,  ancient  and  modern,  publiflied  In  1699,  together  with  fome 
original  pieces,  among  which  is  the  immortal  Odi  on  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  the  produiSlion,  according 
to  Dr.  Warton,  of  a  morning;  but,  which  Dr. 'Birch  fays,  he  fpent  a  fortnight  in  compofing  and 
correcfting.    Both  accounts  may  be  true,  but  the  firft  feems  the  moft  probable. 

The  end  of  all  the  fchemes  and  labours  of  this  great  poet  was  now  at  hand.  Having  been  for 
fome  time,  as  he  tells  us,  a  cripple  in  his  limbs,  he  died,  at  his  houfe  in  Gerard- Street,  of  a  mortifi- 
cation in  his  leg,  on  the  rft  of  May  1701,  in  the  70th  year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  in  Weft- 
minfter  Abbey. 

The  fplendor  of  his  funeral  was  equal  to  the  rcfpecSl:  paid  to  him  while  living.  In  a  fatirical 
poem,  intituled,  "  A  Defcription  of  Mr.  Dryden's  Funeral,"  1701,  the  writer  afferts  that  the  ex- 
pence  of  the  funeral  was  defrayed  by  Halifax ; 

He  the  great  Bard  at  his  oivn  charge  inters; 
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bat  makes  no  mention  of  the  regularity  of  the  proceflion  having  been  interrupted  by  the  out- 
rages of  Lord  Jtffiies  and  his  "  rakifh  companions;"  as  related  at  great  length  in  Wilfon's  "  Life 
of  Congrevc."     Had  fuch  a  circumftance  happened,  he  hardly  would  hare  omitted  it, 

In  the  Regifter  of  the  College  of  Phyficians,  is  the  following  entry  "  May  3.  17CI,  ComitiJs 
CciforiisOrdinarii*.  At  the  reqiieft  of  feveralperfons  of  quality,  that  Mr.  Dryden  might  be  carried 
from  the  College  of  Phyficians,  to  be  interred  at  Weftminftcr,  it  was  unanimoufly  granted  by  the 
Prcfident  ar.d  Cenfors."  This  entry  is  not  calculated  to  afford  any  credit  to  the  narrative  concern- 
ing Lord  Jeffries;  but  renders  it  probable  that  the  expence  of  the  funeral  was  defrayed  by  fub- 
fcription. 

Ward,  in  his  "  London  Spy,"  1 706,  relates,  that  on  the  occafion  there  was  a  performance  of 
folemn  mufic  at  the  College,  and  thar  at  the  proceflion,  which  he  himfelf  faw,  there  was  a  concert 
of  hautboys  and  trumj.'ets.  The  day  of  his  interment  he  fays  was  Monday  the  13th  of  May,  twelve 
days  after  his  deceale.  Wilfon  fays,  that  **  Garth  pronounced  a  fine  Latin  oration  at  the  College, 
over  the  corpfe,  which  was  attended  to  the  Abbey  by  a  numerous  train  of  coaches."  Oldys  raen-» 
tions  an  epitaph  on  Dryden  by  Garth,  which  was  in  his  poffefllon,  but  it  is  not  now  extant. 

He  was  buried  among  the  Poets  in  Weftminfter  Abbey,  where  he  lay  long  without  diftinflion, 

till  Sheffield  Duke  of  Buckinghamfhire   gave  him  a  tablet,  for  which  was  originally  intended 

this  epitaph  : 

This  Sheffield  rais'd. — The  facred  dufl  below 
Was  Diyden  once  ;   the  reft  who  does  not  know  ? 

Which  was  changed  into  the  plain  infcription  now  upon  it, 

J      DRYDEN, 

Natus  Aug  9   i63r, 
Mortuus  Mali  1701, 
'Johannes  Sheffield,  Dux  Buekinghamltn/is,  ptfuit. 

He  married  Lady  Elizabeth  Howard  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Berkfliire,  who  furvived  him  eight 
years.  By  her  he  had  three  fons,  Charles,  John,  and  Henry.  Charles  was  Uflier  of  the  Palace 
to  Pope  Clement  the  XI.  and  vifiting  England  in  1704,  was  drowned  in  an  attempt  to  fwim  acrofs 
the  Thames  at  Windfor.  He  tranflatcd  ibe  Seventh  Satire  ef  Juvenal.  John  was  author  of  a  co- 
medy, called  The  HuJhanJ  bis  oivn  Cuckold,  aded  in  l6y6,  and  tranflated  the  Fourteenth  oatire  of  Jw 
venal.     He  is  faid  to  have  died  at  Rome.      Henry  entered  into  fome  religious  order. 

A  coUedion  of  his  Original  Poemi  and  Tranjlations ,  was  printed  in  folio  1701,  by  the  elder  Tonfon, 
and  reprinted,  with  additions,  in  %  vol?  lamo,  1743,   by  J.  and  R.  Tonfon. 

A  complete  coUedti'  n  of  his  Poetical  Worts,  in  6  vols  8vo,  with  an  account  of  his  life  by  Mr. 
Derrick,  was  printed  in  1766.  The  fubfequent  editions  of  his  Plays,  Poems,  and  Tranflations,  re- 
quire no  particular  enumeration. 

Of  the  perfon,  private  life,  and  domeftic  manners  of  Dryden,  very  few  particulars  arc  known. 
His  pi6ture  by  Kneller  would  lead  us  to  fuppofe  that  he  was  graceful  in  his  perfon  ;  but  Kneller 
was  a  great  mender  of  nature.  From  the  •'  State  Poems,"  we  learn  that  he  was  a  (hort,  thick 
man.     The  nick-name  given  him  by  his  enemies  was  Poet  Squab. 

"  I  remember  plain  John  Dryden"  (fays,  a  writer  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  February 
IT45,  who  v.as  then  87  years  of  age),  "  before  he  paid  his  court  to  the  great,  in  one  uniform  cloth- 
ing of  Norwich  drugget.  1  have  eat  tarts  with  him  and  Madam  Reeve  [the  adlrefs]  at  the  Mul- 
berry Garden,  when  our  author  advanced  to  a  fword  :md  Chedreu^  wig,  [probably  the  wig  that 
Swift  has  ridiculed  in  "  the  Battle  of  the  Bo-k."].  Poflerity  is  abfolutely  miftakcn  as  to  that 
great  man.  Though  freed  to  be  a  fatirift,  he  was  the  mildeft  creature  breathing,  and  the  readied 
to  help  the  young  and  deferving  though  his  comedies  arc  horribly  full  of  double  entendre,  yet 
'twas  owing  to  a  falfc  compliance  for  a  diffoiuti-  age  ;  he  was  in  company  the  modefteit  man  that 
ever  convetfed" 

Of  his  {rivate  charadter,  he  himfelf  thus  fpeaks  in  a  letter  to  Dennis,  written  in  1694.  "  For 
my  principles  of  rtligi'  n,  I  will  no-  juftiiy  ti  .  m  to  you  ,  I  know  your's  are  far  different.  For  the 
fame  rcafon,  I  fliall  lay  nothing  of  my  principles  of  ftatc ;  I  believe  you  in  your's  follow  the  didates 
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•f  your  reafon,  as  T,  in  mine,  do  thofe  of  my  confcience  :  If  I  thought  myfelf  In  an  error  I  would 
retradl  it.  For  my  morals,  between  man  and  man,  I  am  not  to  be  my  own  judge.  I  appeal  to 
the  world  if  I  have  deceived  or  defrauded  any  man  ;  and  for  my  private  converfation,  they  who  fee 
mt  every  day,  can  be  the  beft  witnelTes,  whether  or  not  it  be  blamelefs  and  inoffenfive." 

Dr.  Johnfon  found  two  men  to  whom  Dryden  was  perfonally  known,  one  of  whom  faid,  that,  at 
the  houfe  vvhich  he  frequented,  called  Will's  Coffee- Houfe,  the  appeal  upon  any  literary  difpute 
v/as  made  to  him  ;  and  the,  other  related,  that  his  armed  chair,  which,  in  the  winter,  had  a  fettled 
and  prefcriptive  place  by  the  fire;  was  in  the  fummer  placed  in  the  balcony.  The  two  places  were 
called  by  him  his  winter  and  his  fummer  feat. 

One  of  his  opinions,  though  prevalent  in  his  time,  will  do  him  no  honour  in  the  prefent  age.  He 
put  great  confidence  in  the  prognoftications  of  judicial  aftrology.  In  the  preface  to  his  FMes,  he 
ha^  endeavoured  obliquely  to  juflify  his  fuperflition,  by  attributing  the  fame  to  fome  of  the  ancients. 
The  letter  to  his  fons  in  Italy,  preferved  inthe  Library  at  I>ambeth,  and  imparted  to  the  public  by 
Dr.  Johnfon,  leaves  no  doubt  of  his  notions  or  practice.  It  contains,  alfo,  an  indubitable  proof  of 
his  religious  fincerity. 

From  fome  parts  of  his  hiftory  he  appears  unfteady,  and  to  have  too  readily  temporifed  with  the 
feveral  revolutions  in  church  and  flate.  This,  however,  might  in  fome  meafure  have,  been  owing 
to  his  natural  timidity  and  diffidence.  Congreve,  whofe  authority  csnnot  be  queftioned,  has  given 
tis  fuch  an  account  of  him,  as  makes  him  appear  no  lefs  amiable  as  a  man,  than  he  was  ilhiftrious  as  a 
poet.  He  was  humane,  he  tells  us,  compafTionate,  forgiving,  fmcerely  friendly ;  ofextenfive  reading,  a 
tenacious  memory,  and  a  ready  communication  ;  gentle  in  the  correction  of  the  waitings  of  others, 
and  patient  under  the  reprehenfion  of  his  own  deficieneies ;  eaff  of  accefs  himfelf,  but  flow  and 
diffident  in  his  advances  to  others ;  and  of  all  men  the  mod  modeft  and  the  mofl  cafy  to  be  difcoun- 
tenanced  in  his  approaches  either  to  his  inferiors  or  his  equals. 

To  the  teflimony  of  Congreve,  who  knew  him  familiarly,  his  cenfurers  have  nothing  to  objeiS, 
but  that  his  modefly,  courtefy,  and  good-humour,  were  by  no  means  inconfiilent  with  a  high  opi- 
nion of  his  own  powers,  an  unneceffary  jealoufy  of  the  reputation  of  others,  and  a  querulous  oflen- 
tatioufnefs,  in  reminding  the  world  of  his  merits. 

From  thofe  notices  which  he  has  very  liberally  given  us  of  hirtifelf,  it  appears,  that  "  his  conver- 
fation was  flow  and  dull,  his  humour  faturnine  and  referved,  and  that  he  was  none  of  thofe  who 
endeavour  to  break  jefts  in  company,  and  make  repartees."  But  whatever  was  his  charadler  as  a. 
Companid?!,  it  appears,  that  he  lived  in  familiarity  with  the  highefc  perfons  of  his  time.  He  has 
been  reproached  with  boafling  of  his  familiarity  with  the  great,  but  he  has  never  been  accufed  of 
being  an  auxiliary  of  vice,  or  charged  with  any  ptrfonal  agency,  unworthy  of  a  good  chara(5ler. 
His  works,  indeed,  afford  too  many  examples  of  ciiffolute  licentionfncfs  and  abjeft  adulation.  Such- 
degradation  of  genius,  fuch  abufe  of  fuperlative  abilities,  cannot  be  contemplated  but  with  grief 
and  indignation. 


indignant  vieW, 


Yet  pity  Dryden — hark  !  whene'er  he  fings^ 
How  adulation  drops  her  courtly  dew 
On  titled  rhymers  and  inglorious  kings. 

MASON. 

Of  dramatic  immorality  he  did  not  want  examples  among  his  contemporaries;  but  in  tnemeacnefa 
and  fervility  of  hyperbolical  adulation,  he  poffeffed  an  unrivalled  fuperiority.  Of  this  kind  of 
meannefs  he  never  feems  to  decline  the  pradice  or  lament  the  ncceffity.  He  appears  to  have  beeii 
more  delighted  with  the  fertility  of  his  invention  than  mortified  by  the  proftitution  of  his  judg- 
ment, which  was  probably,  like  his  immorality  and  his  merriment,  artificial  and  conflrained,  the 
eflf^A  of  fludy  and  meditation,  and  his  trade  rather  than  his  pleafure.  It  is,  indeed,  not  certains 
that  his  judgment  much  rebelled  againft  his  intereft ;  but  it  is  certain  that  he  abetted  vice  and  va- 
nity only  with  his  pen,  of  which  he  lived  to  repent,  and  to  tefiify  his  repentance. 

Confidered  in  his  intelledual  and  literary  chatader,  Dryden  prefcnts  himfelf  to  as  as  a  dramatlffij 
a  critic,  a  fcholar,  a  writer  of  profe,  and  a  general  poet. 
Vol.  VI.  b 
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Kis  plays  have  perhaps  the  leaft  merit  of  all  his  writings.  He  has  himfelf  confeffed  his  unfitnefa 
for  the  writing  of  comedy.  "  I  want,"  fays  he,  "  that  gaiety  of  humour  that  is  required  in  it ;  fa 
that  thofe  who  decry  my  comedies,  do  me  no  injury  except  in  point  of  profit.  Reputation  in  thenx 
js  the  laft  thing  to  which  1  fliall  pretend."  But  even  in  this  branch  of  poetry  he  has  written  enough 
to  perpetuate  his  fame;  zshh  All  for  love,  Spanijb  Friar,  Don  Sebaftian,  and  Conqueji  of  Granada^ 
can  never  be  forgotten.  It  fhould  be  remembered  that  he  defcrves  a  much  feverer  cenfure  for  the 
immorality  of  his  plays,  than  for  any  defe(5ls  in  their  compofition. 

His  charadler  as  a  critic  and  a  poet,  has  been  illuftrated  by  writers  of  diflinguifhed  ability  4  but  it 
is  mofl  happily  illuftrated  by  the  clafllcal  pen  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  has  written  his  life  with  can- 
dor, analy/ed  his  charaiSler  with  much  ingenuity,  and  difmiffed  him  with  a  jufl  eulogium. 

Dryden  may  be  properly  confidered  as  the  father  of  Englilh  criticifm.  His  EJfay  on  Dramatic 
Poetry  was  the  firft  regular  and  valuable  treatife  on  the  Art  of  Writing.  It  will  not  be  eafy  to  find, 
in  all  the  opulence  of  our  language,  a  treatife  fo  artfully  variegated  with  fucceflive  reprefentations 
of  oppofite  probabilities,  fo  enlivened  with  imagery,  fo  brightened  with  illuftrations. 

His  fcholaftic  acquifitions,  though  great,  feem  not  proportionate  to  his  opportunities  and  abilities. 
He  could  not,  in  Dr.  Johnfon's  opinion,  like  Milton  or  Cowley,  have  made  his  name  illuftrious 
merely  by  his  learning.  Yet  it  cannot  be  faid  that  his  genius  is  ever  unprovided  of  matter,  or  that 
his  fancy  languilhes  in  penury  of  ideas.  His  works  abound  with  knowledge,  and  fparkle  with  il- 
luftrations. 

Criticifm  either  didadlic  or  defenfive,  occupies  almoft  all  his  profe,  except  thofe  pages  which  he 
has  devoted  to  his  patrons  ;  but  none  of  his  prefaces  were  ever  thought  tedious.  They  have  not, 
as  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  the  formality  of  a  fettled  flyle,  in  which  the  firft  half  of  the  fentence  be- 
trays the  other.  The  claufes  are  never  balanced,  nor  the  periods  modelled  :  every  word  feems  to 
drop  by  chance,  though  it  falls  into  its  proper  place.  Nothing  is  cold  or  languid  ;  the  whole  is  airy, 
animated,  and  vigorous :  what  is  little,  is  gay  ^  what  is  great,  is  fplendid.  He  may  be  thought  to 
mention  himfelf  too  frequently  ;  but  while  he  forces  himfelf  upon  our  eftecm,  we  cannot  refufe 
Lim  to  ftand  high  in  his  own.  Every  thing  is  executed  by  the  play  of  images,  and  the  fprightlinefs 
of  expreflion.  Though  all  is  eafy,  nothing  is  feeble  ;  though  all  feems  carelefs,  there  is  nothing 
harfti ;  and  though,  fince  his  earlier  works,  more  than  a  century  has  paffed,  they  have  nothing  yet 
lincouth  or  obfolete. 

From  his  profe,  however,  he  deferves  only  his  fecondary  praife;  the  veneration  with  which  his 
came  is  pronounced,  by  every  cultivator  of  Englifti  literature,  is  paid  to  him  as  he  refine^  the  lan- 
guage, improved  the  fentiments,  and  tuned  the  numbers  of  Englifti  poetry. 

Waller  was  fmooth,  but  Dryden  taught  to  join 
The  varying  verfe,  the  full  refounding  line. 

The  long  niajeilic  march,  and  energy  divine.  4 

POPE.  .<F' 

Dryden  is  the  moft  unlvetfal  of  all  peets.  This  unlverfality'has  been  objefled  to  him  as  a  fault» 
but  it  was  the  unhappy  effedl  of  penury  and  dependence.  His  feveral  produdions  were  fo  many 
fucceflive  expedients  for  his  fuppurt ;  his  plays  were  therefore  often  borrowed,  and  his  poems  were 
almoft  all  occafionai.  His  Heroii  Stanzas  on  the  death  of  Cromwell,  were  among  the  earlieft  of  his 
occafional  compofitions.  They  have  beauties  and  defeds ;  the  thoughts  are  vigorous,  and  though 
not  ^Iwfiys  proper,  fliew  a  mind  replete  with  ideas;  the  numbers  are  fmooth,  and  the  didion,  if 
not  altogether  corred,  is  elegant  and  eafy.  His  AJlraa  ftiows  that  he  had  not  yet  learned  to  rejed 
forced  conceits,  or  to  forbear  the  improper  ufe  of  mythology.  Into  his  Ferfes  to  the  Lord  Chancellor,  he 
feems  to  have  colleded  all  his  powers.  They  afford  his  firll  attempt  at  thofe  penetrating  remarks 
on  human  nature,  for  which  he  feems  to  have  been  peculiarly  formed.  The  Annus  Mirabilis  is  writ- 
ten with  great  diligence,  yet  does  not  fully  anfw^r  the  expedation  raifed  by  fuch  fuhjeds  and  fuch 
a  writer.  With  the  ftaiiza  of  Davenant,  he  has  fomctimes  his  vein  of  parentbefis  and  incidental 
♦lifquifiticn.  He  affords  more  i'cntimcnt  than  dtfcription,and  does  not  fo  much  imprcfs  femes  upon 
the  fancy,  as  deduce  confcqutnccs,  and  make  comparif  ns.  Hi«  Alfakm  ar.d  AMto^el  comprifes  alt 
thft  cxtcUenciQS  of  which  a  poem  political  an_4  controverfial  is  fuf^ptibl?  ;  acrimony  of  ccnf^^c,  ck- 
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gance  of  praife,  artful  delineation  of  charaders,  variety  and  vigour  of  fentiment,  happy  turns  of 
language,  and  pleafing  harmony  of  numbers,  and  all  thefc  raifed  to  fuch  a  height  as  fcarcely  can  be 
found  in  any  other  Englifti  compofition.  It  is  not,  however,  without  faults.  The  original  ftrufture 
cf  the  poem  is  defetflive  :  fomc  lines  are  inelegant  or  improper,  and  too  many  are  irreligloufly  li- 
centious. 

The  Medal,  written  upon  the  fame  principles,  but  upon  a  narrower  plan,  gives  lefs  pleafure  5 
though  it  abounds  with  touches  both  of  humourous  and  ferious  fatire.  The  Tbrentdia  is  obvioufly 
defective  in  the  irregularity  of  its  metre.  What  is  worfe,  it  has  neither  tendernefs  nor  dignity  ;  ic 
h  neither  magnificent  nor  pathetic.  His  elegiac  ode,  On  the  Death  of  Mrs.  KUligre-w,  is  among  the 
heft  in  our  language  ;  the  firft  part  flows  with  a  torrent  of  enthufiafm.  All  the  ftanzas  indeed  are 
Tsot  equal.  The  Religio  Laid  is  an  example  of  the  middle  kind  of  writing.  The  fubjedl  is  rather 
argumentative  than  poetical ;  it  is,  however,  a  compofition  of  great  excellence  in  its  kind.  The 
Hind  and  Panther,  the  largeft  of  all  his  original  poems,  exhibits  the  mod  corred  fpecimen  of  hij 
yerfification.  The  parallel,  however,  is  injudicious  and  incommodious.  But  when  this  conftitu- 
tional  abfurdity  is  forgiven,  the  poem  muft  be  confeffed  to  be  written  with  great  fmoothnefs  oJE 
iiietre,a  wide  extent  of  knowledge,  and  an  abundant  multiplicity  of  images;  the  controverfy  is  em- 
bcllifhed  with  pointed  fentences,  diverfified  by  illuftrations,  and  enlivened  by  fallies  of  inveAive.  la 
the  poem.  On  the  Birth  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  nothing  is  very  remarkable  but  the  exorbitant  adula- 
tion. His  Mac- Flecknoe  is  only  inferior  to  the  "  Dunciad,"  confeffedly  written  in  imitation  of  it, 
b^t  upon  a  more  extenfive  plan.  The  general  charafter  of  hi*  verfion  of  Juvenal,  will  be  given, 
when  it  is  faid  to  preferve  the  wit,  but  to  want  the  dignity  of  the  original.  The  tranflation  o£ 
Peifxus  is"  written'  in  an  uniforrrt  mediocrity,  without  any  eager  endeavour  after  excellence,  or  la- 
borious effefl  of  the  mind.  His  verfion  of  Virgil,  his  greateft.  and  moft  laborious  work,  is  pro-. 
nounced  by  Pope,  "  the  moft  noble  and  fpirited  tranflation  in  any  language."  The  general  opi- 
nion is  equally  favourable.  "  Thofe  who  excel  him,"  fays  Dr.  Felton,  "  where  they  obferve  he 
hath  failed,  will  fall  below  in  a  thoufand  inftances  where  he  hath  excelled."  His  Fables,  the  mofl: 
perfeft  of  his  works,  have  not  received,  from  Dr.  Johnfon,  the  commendation  they  deferve.  Dry- 
den  was  probably  partial  in  fetting  the  ftory  of  Palamen  and  Arcite  on  a  level  with  the  JEneid,  yet: 
it  merits  great  praife.  The  Flo'  .er  and  Leaf,  paffed  over  by  Dr,  Johnfon,  is  happily  modernifed  ; 
the  nineteen  firft  lines,  in  particular,  are  delightful,  and  contain  an  incomparable  fketch  of  the 
beauty  of  fpring.  "  It  is  to  his  Fables,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  though  written  in  his  old  age, 
that  Dryden  will  owe  his  immortality,  and  among  them  particularly  to  Palamon  and  Arcite,  Sigif. 
munda  and  Guifcardo,  and  Theodore  and  Honoria.  The  warmth  and  melody  of  thefe  pieces,  have 
never  been  excelled  in  our  language,  I  mean  in  rhyme."  His  Ode  on  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  perhaps  the 
laft  effort  of  his  poetry,  is  the  moft  unrivalled  of  his  compofitions ;  it  exhibits  the  higheft  flight  o£ 
fancy,  and  the  exafleft  nicety  of  art,  and  is  juftly  efteemed  one  of  the  moft  perfe<5t  in  any  language. 
•  The  character  of  his  Prologues,  Epilogues,  Songs,  and  fliorter  Poems,  may  be  comprifed  in  Con- 
greve's  remark,  that  "  each  of  them,  if  he  had  written  nothing  elfe,  would  have  entitled  him  to  the 
preference  and  diftihcSion  of  excelling  in  its  kind." 

Critics  have  often  ftated  a  comparifon  between  Dryden  and  Pope,  as  poets  of  the  fame  order. 
The  fubjedl  has  not  been  forgotten  by  Dr.  Johnfon  in  his  life  of  Pope.  A  long  controverfy  rela- 
tive to  the  comparative  merits  of  Dryden  and  Pope,  has  been  carried  on  between  Mifs  Seward  and 
Mr.  Wefton,  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  1789  and  1790.  Much  ingenuity  and  critical 
ikill  are  difplayed  on  both  fides.  Mifs  Seward  ftrenuoufly  maintains  the  pretenfions  of  Pope,  and 
Mr.  Wefton  fights  with  inextinguifhable  ardour  in  the  caufe  of  his  favourite,  Dryden. 

Dr.  Beattie's  comparifon  of  the  verfification  of  Dryden  and  Pope  merits  particular  attention. 

"  Dryden's  verfe,"  fays  that  amiable  and  elegant  writer,"  though  often  faulty,  has  a  grace  and 
a  fpirit  peculiar  to  itfelf.  That  of  Pope  is  more  corredl,  and  perhaps,  upon  the  whole,  more  har- 
monious, but  it  is  in  general  more  languid  and  lefs  diverfified.  Pope's  numbers  are  fweet,  but  ela- 
bdVate ;  and  our  fenfe  of  their  energy  is  in  fome  degree  iatsriupted  by  our  attention  to  t^c  arc 
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difplayed  in  their  contexture.  Dryden's  are  more  natural  and  free,  and  while  they  cottimunicstaf 
their  own  fprightly  motion  to  the  fpirits  of  the  reader,  hurry  him  along  with  a  gentle  and  pleafing 
Tiolence,  without  giving  him  time  either  to  animadvert  on  their  faults,  or  to  analyfe  their  beauties. 
Pope  excels  in  folemnity  of  found ;  Dryden  in  an  eafy  melody  and  boundlefs  variety  of  rhyme.  In 
this  laft  refpcift,  1  think  I  could  prove  that  he  is  fuperior  to  all  other  Englifh  poets,  Milton  himfelf 
not  excepted.  Till  Dryden  appeared,  none  of  our  writers  in  rhyme  of  the  laft  century  approached 
in  any  meafnre  to  the  harmony  of  Spenfcr  and  Fairfax.  Of  Waller,  it  can  only  be  faid,  that  he 
is  not  harfli.  Of  Denham  and  Cowley,  if  a  few  couplets  were  ftruck  out  of  iheir  works,  we  could 
jot  fay  fo  much.  But,  in  Dryden's  hands,  the  EngUfh  rhyming  couplet  affumed  a  new  form,  and 
fcems  hardly  to  be  fufceptible  of  any  farther  improvement." 

His  poetical  character  is  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,with  a'fagacity  of  difcrimination,  and  a  felicity  of 
expreflion,  which  far  tranfcend  all  praife. 

"  In  a  general  furvey  of  Dryden's  labours,"  fays  that  judicious  and  claffical  critic,  "  he  appear* 
to  have  a  mind  very  comprehenfive  by  nature,  and  much  enriched  with  acquired  knowledge.  His' 
Compofitions  are  the  effedts  of  a  vigoroHs  genius  operating  upon  large  materials. 

"  The  power  that  predominated  in  his  intelledlual  operations  was  rather  ftrong  reafon  than  quick 
fcnfibiUty.  Upon  all  occafions  that  were  prcfented,  he  ftudied  rather  than  felt,  find  produced  fenti- 
tnents  not  fuch  as  nature  enforces,  but  meditation  fupplies.  With  the  ample  and  elemental  paflions, 
as  they  fpring  and  operate  in  the  mind,  he  feems  not  much  acquainted,  and  feldom  defcribes  them 
but  as  they  are  complicated  by  the  various  relations  of  foclety,  and  confufcd  in  the  tumults  and 
agitations  of  life. 

"  He  is  therefore,  with  all  his  variety  of  excellence,  not  often  pathetic,  and  had  fo  little  fenfibility 
«f  the  power  of  efFufions  purely  natural,  that  he  did  not  eftccm  it  in  others.  Simplicity  gave  him  no 
pleafure,  and,  for  the  firlt  part  of  his  life,  he  looked  on  Otway  with  contempt;  though  at  laft, 
indeed  very  late,  he  confcfled  that  in  his  play  ibtre  ivas  Nature,  ivhich  is  the  chief  beauty. 

"  The  favourite  excrcife  of  his  mind  was  ratiocination.  Next  to  argument,  his  delight  was  in 
wild  and  daring  fallies  of  fentiment,  in  the  irregular  and  eccentric  violence  of  wit.  He  delighted 
to  tread  upon  the  brink  of  meaning,  where  light  and  darkncfs  begin  to  mingle,  to  approach  the  pre- 
cipice of  abfurdity,  and  hover  over  the  abyfs  of  unideal  vacancy.       ' 

"  He  was  no  lover  of  labour.  What  he  thought  fufEcient  he  did  not  flop  to  make  better,  and  al- 
lowed himfelf  to  leave  many  parts  unfiniflied,  in  confidence  that  the  good  lines  would  overbalance 
the  bad.  What  he  had  once  written,  he  Qifmifl"ed  from  his  thoughts,  and,  I  believe,  there  is  no  ex- 
ample to  be  found  of  any  corredion  or  improvement  made  by  him  after  publicatidh.  The  haftinefst 
ef  his  produflions  might  be  the  effeft  of  neceflity ;  but  his  fubfequent  negled  could  hardly  have  any 
ether  caufe  than  impatience  of  ftudy. 

"  Some  improvements  had  been  already  made  in  Englifli  numbers,  but  the  full  force  of  our  lan- 
guage was  not  yet  felt:  the  verfe  that  was  fmooth,  was  commonly  feeble.  If  Cowley  had  fome- 
limes  a  finilhed  line,  he  had  it  by  cliance.  Dryden  knew  hov/  to  choofe  the  flowing  and  the  fo- 
norous  words;  to  vary  the  paufes,  and  adjuft  the  accents;  to  diverfify  the  cadence, and  yet  prcfcrvc 
the  fmootlinefs  of  his  metre. 

«  Of  Dryden's  works  it  was  faid  by  Pope,  that  "  he  could  felefi:  from  them  better  fpecimens  of 
every  mode  of  poetry,  than  any  other  Englifli  writer  could  fupply."  Perhaps  no  nation  ever  pro- 
duced a  writer  that  enriched  his  language  with  fuch  variety  of  models.  To  him  wc  owe  the  xm- 
provcmcnt,  perhaps  the  completion  of  our  metre,  the  refinement  of  our  language,  and  much  of  the 
corrciftiiefs  of  our  fentiments.  By  him  we  were  taught  "  fapere  et  fari,"  to  tliink  naturally,  aqd 
cxprefs  forcibly.  Though  Davies  has  reafoncd  in  rhime  before  him,  it  may  be  perhaps  maintained 
that  be  was  the  firft  who  joined  argument  with  poetry.  He  ftiowed  us  the  true  bounds  of  a  tanf- 
lator's  liberty.  What  was  faid  of  Rome,  adorned  by  Auguftus,  may  be  applied  by  an  eafy  meta- 
phtr  to  Englirfi  poetry,  embclliihed  by  Dryden,  "  lateriti*m  invcnit,  marmoream  reli^uiu"  H« 
found  it  brick,  antl  he  left  it  marble," 
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UPON  THE  DEATH  OF  LORD  HASTINGS, 
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IVlusT  hoble  Haftings  imniaturely  die. 

The  honour  of  his  ancient  family, 

Beauty  and  learning  thus  together  meet, 

To  bring  a  winding  for  a  wedding  flieet  ? 

Muft  virtue  prove  death's  harbinger  ?  muft  (he, 

With  him  expiring,  feel  mortality  ? 

Is  death,  fin's  wages,  grace's  now  ?  fliall  art 

Make  Us  more  learned,  only  to  depart  ? 

If  merit  be  difeafe ;  if  virtue  death  ; 

To  be  good,  not  to  be  ;  who'd  then  bequeath 

Himfelf  to  difcipline  ?  who'd  not  efteem 

Labour  a  crime  ?  ftudy  felf-niurther  deem  ? 

Our  noble  youth  now  have  pretence  to  be 

Dunces  fecurely,  ignorant  healthfully. 

Rare  linguift,  tvhofe  worth  fpeaks  itfelf,  whofe 

praife. 
Though  not  his  own,  all  tongues  befides  do  raife : 
Than  whom  great  Alexander  may  feem  lefs ; 
Who  conquer'd  men,  but  not  their  languages. 
In  his  mouth  nations  fpake ;  his  tongue  might  be 
Interpreter  to  Greece,  i'rance,  Italy, 
His  native  foil  was  the  four  parts  o'  th*  earth ; 
All  Europe  was  too  narrow  for  his  birth. 
A  young  apoflle  ;  and  with  reverence  may 
I  fpeak  it,  infpir'd  with  gift  of  tongues,  a«  they. 
Nature  gave  him  a  child,  what  men  in  vain 
OTt  ilrive,  by  art  thouj^h  further'd,  to  obtain. 
His  bedy  was  an  orb,  his  fubliiiie  foul 
l")id  move  on  virtue's,  and  on  learning's  pole  : 
MHiofe  regular  motions  better  to  our  view. 
Than  Archimedes'  fphcte,  the  heavens  did  fhew. 
Vol.  VI. 


Graces  and  virtues,  languages  and  arts. 

Beauty  and  learning  fill'd  up  all  the  parts. 

Heaven's  gifts,  which  do  like  failing  ftars  appeaf 

Scatter'd  in  others;  all,  as  in  their  fphere. 

Were  fix'd,  conglobate  in  his  foul ;  and  thence 

Shone  through  his  body,  with  fvveet  influence. 

Letting  their  glories  fo  on  each  hmb  fall, 

The  whole  frame  render'd  was  celeflial. 

Come,  learned  Ptolemy,  and  trial  make-, 

If  thou  thfs  hero's  altitude  canft  take  : 

But  that  tranfcends  thy  (kill ;  thrice  happy  ail, 

Could  we  but  prove  thus  aftronomical. 

Liv'd  Tycho  now,  ftruck  with  this  ray  which  Ihone 

More  bright  i'  th'  morn',  than  others  beam  at  noon, 

He'd  take  his  aftrolabc,  and  feek  out  here 

What  new  ftar  'twas  did  gild  our  hemifphere. 

Replenilh'd  then  with  fuch  rare  gifts  as  thefe, 

where  was  roohi  left  for  fuch  a  foul  difeafe  ? 

The  nations  fin  haih  drawn  that  veil  which  fhronds 

Our  day-fpring  in  fo  fad  benighting  clouds, 

He'aven  would  no  longer  truft  its  pledge  ;  but  thus 

Recall'd  it ;  rapt  its  Ganymede  from  us. 

Was  there  no  milder  way  but  the  fmall-pos, 

The  very  fihhinefs  of  Pandora's  bos  ? 

So  many  fpots,  like  ns"ves  on  Venus'  foil, 

One  jew^cl  fet  off  with  fo  many  a  foil ; 

Blifters  with  pride  fwell'd,  which  through's  flsfii 

did  fprout 
Like  roi'e-buds,  ftuck  i'  th'  lily-fldn  about. 
Eacli  little  pimple  had  a  tear  in  it, 
To  wail  the  fault  its  rifing  did  commit  ?-  , 
A 
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Which,  rebel  like,  with  its  own  lard  at  ftrife, 

Thus  maiie  an  inl'urredlion  'gainft  his  life.  \ 

Or  were  thefe  gems  fent  to  adorn  his  (kin, 

The  cab'net  of  a  richer  foul  within  ? 

Ni>  comet  need  foretel  his  change  drew  on, 

Whofi;  corjs  might  feem  a  conftellation. 

O  !  had  he  dy'd  of  old,  how  great  a  ftrife      [life  ? 

Had  been,  who  fmrn  his  death  ftiould  draw  their 

Who  fliould,  by  one  rich  draught,  become  whate'er 

Seneca,  Cato,  Numa,  Csfar,  were  ? 

L,earn'd, virtuous, pious,  great;  and  have  by  this 

An  univerfal  metempfychofis. 

Muft  all  thefe  aged  fires  in  one  funeral 

Expire  ?  all  die  in  one  fo  young,  fo  fmall  ? 

who,  had  he  liv'd  his  life  out,  his  great  fame  | 

Had  fwol'ii  'hove  any  Greek  or  Roman  name,        j 

But  hafty  winter,  with  one  blafl,  hath  brought        \ 

The  hopes  of  autumn,  lummcr,  fpring,  to  nought^ 

Thus  fades  the  oak,  i'th' fpring,  i'th' blade  the  corn; 

Thus  without  young,  this  Phoenix  dies,  new-born. 

Muft  then  old  three-legg'd  grey-beards  with  their 

gout.  I 

Catarrhs,  rheums,  aches,  live  three  long  ages  out?   - 
Time's  olTals,  only  fit  for  th'  hofpital  1  i 

Or  to  hang  antiquaries  rooms  withal  1 


Muft  drunkard',  lechers,  fpent  with  finning,  lire 
With  fuch  helps  as  broths,  poffets,  phyfic  give  .' 
None  live,  but  fuch  as  ftiould  die,  ftiall  we  meet 
With  none  but  ghoftly  fathers  in  the  ftreet  ? 
Grief  makes  me  rail;  forrow  will  foice  its  way; 
And  ftiowers  of  tears  tempeftuous  fighs  beft  lay. 
The  tongue  may  fail ;  but  overflowing  eyes 
Will  weep  out  lafting  ftreams  of  elegies. 
But  thou,  O  virgin-widow,  left  alone, 
Now  thy  beloved,  hcaven-ravifti'd  fpoufe  is  gone, 
Whofe  fkilful  fire  in  viin  ftrove  to  apply 
Med'cines,  when  thy  balm  was  no  remedy, 
With  greater  than  Platcnic  love,  O  we  1 
His  foul,  though  not  his  body,  ro  thy  bed : 
Let  that  make  thee  a  mother  ;  bring  thou  forth 
Th'  ideas  of  his  virtue,  knowledge,  worth  ; 
Tranfcribe  th'  original  in  new  copies;  give 
Haftings  o'th'  better  part;  fo  Ihall  he  live 
In's  nobler  half;  and  the  great  grandfire  be 
Of  an  heroic  divine  progeny  : 
An  ifiue,  which  t'  eternity  ftiall  laft. 
Yet  but  th'  irradiations  which  he  caft.' 
Eredl  no  Maufoleumi  :  fi:r  his  beft 
Monument  is  his  Ipoufe's  marble  breaft. 
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WRirr^N  AFTER  HJS  DEATH. 


J\.iiii  now  'tis  time;  for  their  ofticious  haftc, 

Who  would  before  have  borne  him  to  the  flcy, 
I,ikc  taijer  Romans,  ere  all  rites  were  paft. 

Did  itt  too  foon  the  facrcd  eagle  fly. 
II. 
Though  our  beft  notes  are  treafon  to  his  fame, 

Join'd  with  the  loud  afiplaufe  of  public  voice  ; 
.Siiue  heaven,  what  pruife  we  offer  to  his  name, 

Hath  rciider'd  too  authentic  by  its  choice. 
III. 
Though  in  his  praife  no  mafi  can  liberal  be. 

Since  they,  whofe  Mufes  have  the  higheft  flown, 
Add  not  to  his  immortal  memory. 

But  do  an  a6t  of  fricndlhip  to  their  own  : 


Yet  'tis  our  duty,  and  our  intercft  too, 

I       Such  monuments  as  we  can  build  to  raife  ; 
Left  all  the  world  prevent  what  we  ftiould  d», 
[       And  claim  a  title  in  him  by  their  praifc. 
\  V. 

I  How  fliall  I  then  begin,  or  where  conclude, 
To  draw  a  fame  fo  truly  circular  ; 
I  For  in  a  round  what  order  can  be  fhew'd, 

i       Where  all  the  parts  fo  equal  perfed  aref 
VI. 
His  grandeur  he  dcriv'd  from  heaven  alone ; 
For  he  was  great  e'er  fortune  made  him  fo  : 
And  warn,  like  mifts  that  rife  againft  the  fun. 
Made  him  but  greater  feem,  nor  greater  grow*. 


No  borrow'd  bays  his  temples  did  adorn, 
But  to  our  crown  he  did  fiefh  jewels  bring; 

Nor  was  his  virtue  poifon'd  foon  as  boro. 
With  the  too  early  thoughts  of  being  king. 

VIII. 

Fortune,  that  eafy  miilrefs  to  the  young, 
But  to  her  ancient  fervants  coy  and  hurd. 

Him  at  that  age  her  favourites  rank'd  among. 
When  fhe  her  beft-lov'd  Pompey  did  diicard. 

IX. 

He  private  mark'd  the  faults  of  others'  fway. 
And  fet  as  fea-marks  fur  himfcif  to  ftiun  : 

Not  like  ralh  monatchs,  who  their  youth  betray 
By  ails  their  age  too  late  would  wiih  undone. 

X. 

And  yet  dominion  was  not  his  defign  ; 

We  owe  that  bleffing,  not  to  him,  but  heaven. 
Which  to  fair  adts  unfought  rewards  did  join  ; 

Rewards,  that  lefs  to  him  than  us  were  given, 

XI. 

Our  former  chiefs,  like  fticklers  of  the  war, 

Firft  fought  t'lnflame  the  parties,  then  to  poife  : 

The  quarrel  lov'd,  but  did  the  caufe  abhor ; 
And  did  not  ftrike  to  hurt,  but  make  a  noife. 

XII. 

War,  our  confumption,  was  their  gainful  trade  : 
We  inward  bled,  whilrt  they  prolong'd  our  pain; 

He  fout^ht  to  end  our  fighting,  and  effay'd 

To  {launch  the  blood  by  breathing  of  the  vein. 

XIII. 

Swift  and  refiftlcfs  through  the  land  he  pafl. 
Like  that  bold  Greek  who  did  the  Eaft  lubdue, 

And  made  to  battles  fuch  heroic  hade, 
As  if  on  wings  of  vi(ftory  he  flew 

XIV. 

He  foupht  fecure  of  fortune  as  of  fame  : 

Still  by  new  maps  the  ifland  might  be  (hewn. 

Of  conq..ell:s,   which    he   ftrew'd  where-e'er  he 
Thick  as  the  galaxy  with  ftars  is  fown.     [came 

XV. 

His  palms,  though  under  weights  they  did  not 
ftand, 

Still  thxiv'd  ;  no  winter  could  his  laurels  fade  : 
Heaven  in  his  portrait  fliew'd  a  workman's  hand, 

And  drew  it  perfedl,  yet  without  a  ibade. 

XVI. 

Peace  was  the  prize  of  all  his  toil  ana  t...  °, 

Which  war  had  baniih'd,  and  did  now  reftore  : 
Bologna's  walls  th-:s  mounted  in  the  air. 

To  feat  themfelves  more  furely  than  before, 
xvii. 
Her  fafety  refcu'd  Ireland  to  him  owes; 

And  treacherous  Scotlanrt  to  nc  intcrefl  true, 
Yet  bleft  that  fate  which  did  his  arms  difpofe 

Her  land  to  civilize,  as  to  fubdiie. 
xviii. 
Nor  was  he  like  thofe  ftars  which  only  fhine. 

When  to  pale  mariners  they  florms  portend  : 
He  had  his  calmer  influence,  and  his  mien 

Did  love  and  majefty  together  blend. 

XIX. 

'Tis  true,  his  count'nance  did  imprint  an  awe ; 
And  naturally  all  fouls  to  his  did,bo\v, 
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As  iwands  of  divination  downward  draw,     [groW" 
And  point  to  bods  where  fovsreign  gold  dotlv 


When  pafl;  all  offetings  to  Fcrctriaa  Jove, 

He   Mars  dcpoi'd,  and  arms  to  gowns  made 

Succcfsfiil  councils  did  hiiu  foon  approve     [yield  ; 
As  fit  for  cloie  intrigues,  as  open  field. 

XXI. 

To  fuppliant  Holland  he  vouchfaf'd  a  peace, 
Our  once  bnld  rival  of  the  Britilh  mam. 

Now  tamely  glad  her  unjufl;  claim  to  ceafe, 
And  buy  our  friendfliip  with  her  idol,  gain* 

XXII. 

Fame  of  th'  afierted  lea.  through  Europe  blown, 
Made  France  and  Spain  ambitious  of  his  love  ; 

Each  knew  that  fide  muft  conquer  he  would  own; 
And  for  him  fiercelv-,  as  fi.r  empire,  llrove. 

XXIII, 

No  fooner  wa.s  the  Frenchmm's  caufc  embrac'd, 
Than  the  light  Monfieur  the  grave  Don  out- 
weigh'd ; 

His  fortune  turn'd  the  fcale  where'er  'twas  cafl: } 
Though  Indian  niinss  were  iu  the  other  laid. 

XXIV. 

When  abfent,  yet  we  conquer'd  in  his  right  : 
For  though   fome   meaner   artill's   ikill   were 
fhovvn 

In  mingling  colours,  or  in  placing  light ; 
Yet  ftill  the  fair  defigimient  was  his  own. 

XX  Vi 

For  from  all  tempers  he  could  fervice  draw ; 

The  worth  of  each, with  its  alloy,  he  knew. 
And,  as  the  confidant  of  nature,  faw 

How  file  complexions  did  divide  a.^d  brew. 

XXVI. 

Or  he  their  fingle  virtues  did  furvey. 

By  intuition  in  his  own  large  breaft, 
Where  all  the  rich  ideas  of  them  lay. 

That  were  the  rule  and  meafure  to  the  refl. 
XXVI  I. 
When  fuch  heroic  virtue  heaven  fets  out, 

'J  he  flars,  like  conmiois,  fulknly  obey  ; 
Becaufe  it  drains  them  wiien  it  conies  about, 

And  therefore  is  a  tax  they  feldoni  pay. 

XXVIll. 

From  this  high  fpring  our  foreign  conquefts  flow, 
Wliich  yet  more  glorious  triumphs  do  portend  ; 

Since  their  commencement  to  his  arms  they  owe. 
If  fprings  as  high  as  fountains  may  afcend. 

XXIX. 

He  made  us  freemen  of  the  continent. 

Whom  nature  did  like  captives  treat  before; 

To  nobler  preys  the  Englifti  lion  fent. 

And  taught  him  firfl;  in  Belgian  walks  to  roar. 

XXX. 

The  old  unqueftion'd  pirate  of  the  land,      [heard  ; 

Proud  Rome  with   dread  the  fate  'f  Dunkirk 
And  trembling  wifh'd  behind  more  Alps  to  ftand, 

Although  an  Alexander  were  her  guard. 

XXXI. 

By  his  command  we  boldly  crofs'd  the  line. 
And  bravely  fought  where  fouthern  flars  arlfe ; 

We  trac'd  the  far-fctch'd  gold  unto  the  mine. 
And  that  which  brib'd  our  fathers  madeourprijs, 
A  ii 
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XXXII. 

Such  was  our  prince  ;  yet  own'd  a  foul  above 
The  higheft  ads  it  could  produce  to  <how  : 

Thus  poor  mechanic  arts  in  public  move, 
Whilft  the  deep  fe(!Vets  beyond  practice  go. 

XXXIII. 

Nor  dy'd  he  when  his  ebbing  fame  went  lefs, 
But  wlien  frefli  laurels  courted  him  to  live: 

He  feem'd  but  to  prevcn*  I'ome  new  fiiccel's, 
As  if  above  what  triumphs  earth  coaJd  give. 

XXXIV. 

His  lateft  vi(£tcrjes  ftill  thickefl:  Came, 

As,  near  the  centre,  motion  doth  increafe ; 

Till  he,  prefs'd  down  by  his  cwn  weighty  name, 
Did,  like  the  veflal,  under  fpoils  deceafe. 


xixv. 
But  firft  the  ocean  as  a  tribute  fent 

The  giant  prince  of  all  her  watery  herd  ; 
And  th'  ifle,  when  her  proteding  genius  wentj 

Upon  his  obfequies  load  fighs  conferr'd. 
xxxvi. 
No  civil  broils  have  fince  his  death  arofe, 

But  fa<5lion  now  by  habit  does  obey  ; 
And  wars  have  that  refpeift  for  his  repofe, 

As  winds  for  halcyons,  when  they  breed  at  fea. 
xxxvii. 
His  alhes  in  a  peaceful  urn  fliali  reft, 

His  name  a  great  example  ftands,  to  fhow 
How  ftratigely  high  endeavours  may  be  bleft. 

Where  piety  and  valour  jointly  go. 


ASTRiEA    REDUX. 

A  POEM  ON  THE  HAPPY  RESTORATION  AND  RETURN  OF  HIS  SACRED  MAJESTY 

CHARLES  II.  1660. 

« 

"  yam  red'it  et  virgo,  redeunt  SaNtrnia  regno."     ViRC. 


The  laft  great  age  foretold  by  facred  rhimes 
Renews  it's  finifli'd  courfe  :  Saturnian  times 
Roll  round  again. 


Now  with  a  general  peace  the  world  was  bicft, 

While  our's,  a  w-rld  divided  fr<im  tlic  rcil, 

A  drcailnil  qiiict  felt,  and  worftr  far 

Than  arms,  a  luUcn  interval  of  war  :  [fkies, 

Thuswhtn  black  clouils  drawdown  the  labouring 

Ere  yet  abroad  the  winged  thundcv  flies, 


An  horrid  flillnefs  firft  invades  the  ear, 
.\iid  in  that  filence  we  the  tempeft  fear. 
Th'  ambitious  Swede,  like  relHcf^  billows  tofl, 
On  this  hand  gaining  what  on  that  he  loft. 
Though  in  his  life  he  blood  and  ruin  breath'd. 
To  his  now  guiddefe  kingdom  peace  bequcath'd" 
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And  heaven,  tliat  feem'd  regardlefs  of  our  fate, 
For  France  and  Spain  did  miracles  create, 
Such  mortal  quarrels  to  compofe  in  peace 
As  xiature  bred,  and  intereft  did  increafe. 
We  figh'd  to  hear  the  fair  Iberian  bride 
Mufl  :grow  a  lily  to  the  lily's  Cde, 
While  our  crofs  ftars  decy'd  us  Charles's  bed, 
Whom  our  fir  ft  flames  and  virgin  love  did  wed. 
For  his  long  abfence  church  and  ftate  did  groan  ; 
Madnefs  t]>€  pulpit,  fadlion  feiz'd  the  throne  : 
Experienc'd  age  in  deep  del'pair  was  loft, 
To  fee  the  rebel  thrive,  the  loyal  croft  : 
Youth  that  with  joys  had  unacquainted  been, 
Envy'd  grey  hairs  that  once  good  days  had  fecn  : 
We  thought  our  fires,  not  with  their  own  content. 
Had  er€  we  came  tp  age  our  portion  fper.t. 
Nor  could  our  nobles  hope  their  bold  attempt 
Whi>  ruin'd  crowns  would  coronets  exempt ; 
For  when  by  their  defigning  leaders  taught 
To  flrike   at  power  which  for  themfelves  they 

fought, 
The  vulgar,  guU'd  into  rebellion,  arm'd  ; 
Their  biOod  to  adtion  by  the  prize  waswarm'd. 
The  facred  purple  then  and  fcarlct  gown. 
Like  fanguine  dye,  to  elephants  was  fhewn. 
Thus  when  the  bold  Typhosus  fcal'd  the  fky. 
And  forc'd  great  Jove  froni  his  own  heaven  to  fly, 
(What  king,  what  crown,  from  treafon's  reach  is 
If  Jove  and  heaven  can  violated  be  ?)  [free, 

The  leffer  gods  thar  (har'd  his  profperous  ftate, 
All  fuff"er'd  in  the  exil'd  Thunderer's  fate. 
The  rabble  now  fuch  freedom  did  enjoy, 
As  winds  at  fea,  that  ul'e  it  to  deftroy  ; 
Blind  as  the  Cyclop,  and  as  wild  as  he. 
They  own'd  a  lawlefs  favaj^e  liberty, 
Ijike  that  our  painted  anceilors  fo  priz'd. 
Ere  empire's  arts  their  brealls  had  civiliz'd. 
How  great  were  then  our  Charles's  woes,  who  thus 
Was  forc'd  to  f-jlfer  for  himfelf  and  us  ! 
He,  tofs'd  by  fate,  and  hurry'd  up  and  down. 
Heir  to  his  father's  forrows,  with  his  crown, 
Could  tafte  no  fweets  of  youth's  defired  age  ; 
But  found  his  life  too  true  a  pilgrimage. 
Unconquer'd  yet  in  that  forlorn  eftate. 
His  manly  courage  overcaaie  his  fate. 
His  wounds  he  took,  like  i^omans,  on  his  breaft. 
Which  by  his'virtue  were  with  laurels  dreft. 
As  fouls  reach  heaven  while  yet  in  bodies  pent. 
So  did  he  live  above  his  banilhment. 
Thatlun,  which  we  beheld  with  cozen'd  eyes 
Within  the  water,  mov'd  along  the  fkies. 
How  eafy  'tis,  when  dclliny  proves  kind, 
Witli  fidl-fpread  fails  to  run  before  the  wind  ! 
Bit  thofe  that  'gainft  ilifi' gales  lavecring  go, 
Mufl  be  at  once  refolv'J  and  ficilful  too. 
He  would  not,  like  f.ift  Othn,  hope  prevent. 
But  ftay'd  and  fiiffer'd  fortune  to  reptjit. 
Thefe  virtues  Galba  in  a  ftranger  ioughr. 
And  Pifo  to  adopted  empire  bi ought. 
How  fiiall  1  then  my  doubtful  thoughts  expref';, 
'j'h.^t  mull  his  fufTerings  bo*h  regret  and  bids  ? 
For  when  his  early  valotir  Heaven  had  croic ; 
And  all  at  Worc'iler  but  the  honour  loft ; 
Foic'd  into  exile  from  his  rightful  throne, 
3  Ic  m-J.c:  .ill  countiics  where  he  cAaic  his  own  ; 


And,  viewing  monarchs'  ferret  irts  of  fway, 

A  royal  faAor  for  his  kingdoms  lay. 

Thus  banifh'd  David  fpect  abroad  his  time. 

When  to  bejfiod's  anointed  was  his  crime  ; 

And  when  reftor'd,  made  his  proud  neighbours  rue 

Thofe  choice  remarks  he  from  his  travels  drew. 

Hor  is  he  only  by  affliiSlions  ftiown 

To  conquer  other  realms,  but  tule  his  ovirn  : 

Recovering  hardly  what  ht  loft  before. 

His  right  endears  it  much ;  his  purchafe  more. 

Inur'd  to  fuffer  ere  he  came  to  reign, 

No  ralb  procedure  will  his  adlions  ftain : 

To  bufinefs  ripen'd  by  digeftive  thought, 

His  future  rule  is  into  method  brought : 

As  they,  who  firft  proportion  underftand. 

With  eafy  praitice  re^ch  a  maftcr's  hand. 

Well  might  the  ancient  poets  fhen  confer 

On  night  the  honour'd  name  of  Counfeller, 

Since,  ftruck  with  rays  of  profperous  fortune  blind. 

We  light  alone  in  dark  affiidlions  fit  d. 

I  In  fuch  adverfities  to  fcepterstrain'd, 

I  The  name  of  Great  his  farnour,  grandfire  gain'd  : 

'  Who  yet  a  king  alope  in  name  and  righ  t. 
With  hunger,  cold,  and  ang'-y  Jove  did  fight  ; 

'  Shock'd  by  a  covenanting  league's  vaft  powers, 

I  As  holy  and  as  ca'holic  as  cur's : 
Till  fortune's  fruitlefs  fpitc  had  made  it  known, 

;  Her  blows  not  fhook  but  riveted  his  throne. 

I       Some  lazy  ages,  loft  in  fleep  a,nd  eafe, 
JIo  acftion  leave  to  bufy  chronicles  : 
Such,  wh"fe  lupine  felicity  but  makes 
In  ftoiy  chafms,  in  epochu  miilakes; 
O'er  whom  time  gentlv  fliakijs  his  wings  of  do^vn, 
'Till  with  his  filent  fickle  tliey  are  mown. 
Such  is  not  Charles's  ton  too  aClive  ?.ge, 
Which,  govern'd  by  the  wild  diftemrer'd  rage 
Of  fome  black  ftar  infeifting  all  the  Ikie=, 
Made  him  a:  his  own  coft  like  Adam  wife. 
Tremble  ye  nations,  which  fecure  before, 
Laugh'd  at  thofe  arms  that  'gainft  ourfelves  wc 

bore 
Rouz'd  by  the  lafli  of  his  w^vn  ftubborn  tail, 
Oiir  lion  now  will  foreign  foes  affail. 
With  alga  who  the  facted  altar  ftrews  ? 
To  all  the  fea  gods  Charles  an  offering  owes : 
A  bull  to  thee,  Portunus,  fhall  lie  flain, 
A  lamb  to  you,  ye  tempcfts  of  the  miin  ; 
For  thofe  loud  ftorms  that  did  againil  him  roar, 
Have  caft  his  fhipwreck' J  veffel  on  the  fliore. 
Yet  as  wile  an  ills  mix  their  colours  fo. 
That  by  degrees  they  from  each  other  go  ; 
Black  Heals  unheeded  froni  the  neighbouring  white, 
Without  olfenJing  the  well-cozen'd  fijrht  : 
Si)  on  us  ftole  our  bleffcd  change  ;  while  we 
Th'  tfTcifl  did  feel,  but  fcarce  the  manner  iee. 
Frofts  that  conllrain  the  ground,  and  birth  deny 
To  flowers  that  in  its  womb  expedling  lie, 
Do  feldum  tlieir  ufuipiiig  power  withdraw. 
But  raging  floods  puijue  their  hafly  thaw. 
Our  thaw  was  mild,  the  cold  not  chas'd  away. 
But  left  in  kindly  heat  of  lengthen'd  day. 
Heaven  would  no  bargain  for  its  blellings  drive. 
Bur  what  we  could  not  pay  fur,  freely  give. 
Ihe  Prince  of  peace  would  like  himlclf  confer 
A  gift  unhyop'd,  vs'itliout  the  price  of  war  : 

A  iij 
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Ytit,  as  he  knew  his  bleffing's  worth,  took  cure, 
That  we  (h'uld  know  it  by  repeated  prayer; 
Which  ftnrm'd  the  Ikies,  and  ravifh'd  Charle-  from 
As  heaven  itfelf  is  took  by  violence.  [thence. 

Booth's  forward  valour  only  ferv'd  to  fhovv, 
He  durft  that  duty  pay  we  all  di;l  owe  : 
Th' attempt  was  fair;  but  heaven's  prefixed  hour 
Not  come  :  fo,  like  the  watchful  traveller 
That  by  the  moon's  miftaken  light  did  rife, 
L.ay  down  again,  and  clcs'd  his  weary  eyes. 
'Twas  Mo;ik,  whom  Providence  defigii'd  to  loofe 
Thofe  real  bonds  falfe  f'eedom  dirl  ininofe. 
The  bleffed  faints,  that  watch'd  this  turning  fcene, 
Did  from  their  ftars  with  joyfi.l  worder  lean, 
To  fee  fmall  clues  draw  vaftefl  weights  along, 
Not  in  their  bulk  but  in  their  order  llrong. 
Thus  pencils  can  by  one  flight  touch  rcllore 
Smiles  to  tha^  changed  face  that  v.-tpt  before. 
With  each  fuch  fond  chimerns  we  purfue, 
As  fancy  frames  for  fancy  to  fubdiic  : 
But  when  ourfelves  to  a<Si:ion  we  beiake. 
It  (buns  the  mint  like  gold  that  eltmifts  make. 
How  hard  was  then  his  talk  !  at  once  to  be 
Wl.at  in  the  body  naturally  we  fee  ? 
Man's  architect  diftinJlly  did  ordain 
The  charge  of  mufcles,  nerves,  and  of  the  brain, 
Through  viewltfs  conduits  fpirits  to  difpeufe  ; 
The  Springs  of  mrtion  Oom  the  feat  uf  I'enfc. 
'Twss  not  the  hally  piodudl  of  a  day. 
Bur  the  well-ripen'd  fruit  of  vi-ife  delay. 
He,  like  a  patient  angler,  cte  he  ftrook. 
Would  kt  him  play  a  Avhile  upon  the  hook. 
Oiir  healthful  food  the  ftomach  latKnirs  thus, 
At  iirft  embracing  what  it  ftraight  d'  th  crufli. 
Wife  leaches  will  not  vain  receipts  obtrude. 
While  growing  pains  pronounce  the  humourscrude: 
Deaf  to  complaints  they  wait  upon  the  ill. 
Till  fomc  fafe  crifis  aut)iorize  their  {kill 
Nor  could  his  a6ls  too  cLife  a  vizard  wear. 
To  'i'capc  their  eyes  whom  <;ui.t  had  taught  to  fear, 
And  guard  v.ith  caution  that  polltitid  nefl. 
Whence  Legii  n  twice  befoie  was  difpoiTeft  : 
Once  facied  houfe  ;  which  when  they  eiiter'd  in. 
They  thought  the  place  could  fantlify  a  fin  ; 
Like  thofe  that  vainly  hop'd  kind  heaven  would 

wink. 
While  to  exccfs  on  mar'yrs'  tombs  they  drink. 
And  as  devoutcr  Turk?  Hrfl  warn  their  fouls 
To  part,  hef(  re  they  taile  rorbidden  bowls  : 
So  thtfe,  when  their  black  crimes  they  went  about, 
Firft  timely  charni'd  their  iifelefs  coi'fciencc  out. 
Religion's  name  againft  itfelf  wa>!  made  ; 
The  fliadcw  fcrv'd  the  f:ihftance  to  invade  ; 
Like  zealous  millions,  thty  did  care  prt'tend 
f)f  fouls  in  fhew,  btit  made  the  liolj  their  end. 
'I'h'  iiiccnfcd  poweis  beh'  Id  with  fcorii  from  high 
And  heaven  fo  far  dillant  fiom  the  fky,    [ground, 
Wliich    durfl,    with   horfes   ho<ifs   that    beat  the 
And  maitial  braJ',  bely  tic  thunder's  found. 
'  fwas  hence  at  length  jufi  vtnQcance  thought  jt  fit' 
'J'ft  fpt-td  their  ruin  by  tht  ir  impious  wit. 
Thu-  bf^rza,  cursM  with  a  too  li.itile  brain, 
*J.'  fl  hy  his  wiles  the  power  his  wit  did  irain. 
Henceforth  their /If.^w^- mi  il  fpind  a;  lifTer  rate, 
T])an  in  its  flamts  to  wrap  a  nation's  fa^c. 
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Suffer'd  to  live,  they  are  like  Helots  fet, 

A  virtuous  ihanie  within  us  to  beget. 

For  by  example  m.ofl  we  finn'd  before, 

And  glafs-like  clearnefs  mix'd  with  frailty  bore. 

But  fmce  reform'd  by  what  we  did  amifs. 

We  by  our  fufferings  learn  to  prize  our  blifs  : 

Like  early  lovers,  whofe  unpraiflis'd  hearts 

Were  long  the  may-game  of  malicious  artF, 

When  once  they  find  their  jeah  ufies  were  vain, 

V\'ith  double  hear  renew  their  fires  again. 

' Twas  this  produc'd  the  joy  that  hurry'd  o'er 

Such  fwarms  of  Englilh  to  the  neighbouring  fhore, 

To  fetch  that  prize,  by  which  Batavia  made 

So  rich  amends  for  our  impnverifh'd  trade. 

Oh  had  you  feen  from  Schevelin's  barren  fliore, 

(Crowded  with  troops,  and  barren  now  no  more,) 

Affliifted  Holland  to  his  farewell  bring 

True,  forrow,  Holland  to  regret  a  king  ! 

While  waiting  him  his  royal  fleet  did  ride. 

And  willing  winds  to  their  lowcr'd  fails  deny'd. 

The  wavering  ftreamers,  flags,  and  flandards  out. 

The  merry  feamen's  rude  but  chcarful  fhout ; 

And  lall  the  cannons  voice  that  fhouk  the  flcies,'^ 

And,  as  it  fate?  in  fudden  ecftafies,  C 

At  once  bereft  us  both  of  ears  and  ej'es.  j 

The  Nafeby.  now  no  longer  England's  fliame. 

But  better  to  be  loft  in  Charles's  name, 

(Like  fome  unequal  bride  in  nobler  fheets) 

ReceivL's  her  lord  :  the  joyful  London  meets 

The  princely  York,  hinifslf  alone  a  freight  ; 

The    Swift-fure   groans   beneath   great   Glofter't 

weight ; 
Secure  as  when  the  halcyon  breeds,  with  thefe. 
He  that  was  born  to  drown  might  crofs  the  feas. 
Heaven  could  not  own  a  Provide- nee,  and  take 
The  wealth  three  natioris  veiitur'd  at  a  flake. 
The  fame  indulgence  Charles's  voyage  bltfs'd, 
Which  in  his  right  had  miiacles  confefs'd. 
The  winds  that  never  nioderation  knew, 
Afraid  to  blow  too  much,  too  f:^intly  blew  ; 
Or,  out  of  breath  with  joy,  coukl  not  enlarge 
Their  ftralghten'd    hing',    or    confcious   of   their 
The  Britifli  Aniphytrite,  fmooth  ai:d  clear,  [charge. 
In  richer  azure  never  did  appear; 
Prot:d  her  returning  prince  to  entertain 
With  the  fubinitted  fifces  of  the  main. 

Axn  welcome  now,great  monarch,  to  your  own; 
Behold  th' approaching  clifts  of  Albion  : 
It  is  no  longer  motion  cheats  your  view. 
As  you  meet  it,  the  land  approacheth  you. 
The  land  returns,  and,  in  the  white  it  wears, 
The  marks  of  penitence  and  forrow  bear.<. 
But  you,  whofe  goodnefs  your  defcent  doth  fhew, 
Your  lieavtiily  parentage  and  earthly  too  ; 
By  tliat  fame  r.ildnefs,  which  your  father's  crown 
Before  did  ravifh,  fhall  Acure  your  own. 
Not  tied  to  rules  of  policy,  you  find 
Uevenge  IcG  fwcet  than  a  forgiving  mind. 
I  hus,  whet\  th'  Almighty  woidd  to  Mofts  give 
A  fight  of  all  he  could  behold  and  live  ; 
A  voice  before  his  entty  did  pnclaim 
Loi.g-fufftring,  goodntls,  mercy,  in  his  name. 
Y'lur  power  to  jidUcc  doth  luhmit  your  caufe, 
Your  goodnefs  only  i$  above  the  laws; 


ORIGINAL    POEMS. 


Whofe  rigid  letter,  while  pronounc'd  by  you, 
Is  fofter  made.     So  wind*  that  tempefts  brew, 
When  through  Arabian  groves  they  take   their 

flight. 
Made  wanton  with  rich  odours,  lofe  their  fpite. 
And  as  thofe  lees,  that  troubled  it,  refine 
The  agitated  foul  of  generous  wine  : 
So  tears  of  joy,  for  y.<ur  returning,  fpilt ; 
Work  out,  and  expiate  our  former  guilt. 
Methinks  I  fee  thofe  crouds  on  Dover's  ftrand, 
Who,  in  their  bafte  to  wel#ome  you  to  land, 
Chok'd  up  the  beach  with  their  ftill-growing  {lore, 
And  made  a  wilder  torrent  on  the  fliore  • 
While,  fpurr'd  with  eager  thoughts  of  paft  delight, 
Thofe,  who  had  feen  you,  court  a  fecond  fight ; 
Preventing  ftill  your  fteps,  and  making  hafte 
To  meet  you  often  wherefoe'er  you  paft. 
How  fhall  1  fpeak  of  that  triumphant  day, 
When  you  renew'd  th'  expiring  pomp  of  May  ! 
(A  month  that  owns  an  intereft  in  your  name  : 
You  and  the  flowers  are  its  peculiar  claim.) 
That  ftar,  that  at  your  birth  (hone  out  fo  bright, 
It  ftain'd  the  duller  fun's  meridian  light. 
Did  once  again  its  potent  fires  renew. 
Guiding  our  eyes  to  find  and  worfliip  you. 
And  now  Time's  whiter  feries  is  begun, 
Which  in  foft  centuries  fhall  fmoothly  run  : 
Thofe  clouds,  that  overcaft  your  morn,  fhall  fly, 
Pifpcll'd  to  fartheft  corners  of  the  fky. 


Our  nation  with  united  interefl  blefl, 

Not  now  content  to  poize,  fnall  fway  the  refl. 

Abroad  your  empire  fhall  no  limits  know. 

But,  like  the  fea,  in  boundlefs  circles  flow. 

Your  much-lov'd  fleet  fhall,  with  a  wide  command, 

Befiege  the  petty  monarch*  of  the  land  : 

And  as  old  Time  his  offspring  fwallow'd  down. 

Our  ocean  in  its  depths  all  feas  fhall  drown. 

Their  wealthy  trade  from  pirates'  rapine  free. 

Our  merchants  fhall  no  more  adventurers  be  : 

Ni.T  in  the  farthefl  Eaft  thofe  dangers  tear, 

Which  humble  Holland  muft  diffemble  here. 

Spain  to  your  gift  alone  her  Indies  owes; 

For  what  the  powerful  takes  not  he  beflows ; 

And  France,  that  did  an  exile's  prefence  fear, 

May  juftly  apprehend  you  ftill  too  near. 

At  home  the  hateful  names  of  parties  ceafe, 

Acd  facSious  fouls  are  wearied  into  peace. 

The  difcontented  now  are  only  they, 

Whofe  crimes  before  did  your  juft  taufe  betray  : 

Of  thofe  your  edi(5ls  fome  reclaim  from  fin. 

But  moft  your  life  and  bleft  example  win.      [way 

Oh  happy  prince,  whom  heaven  hath  taught  the. 

By  paying  vows  to  have  more  vows  to  pay! 

Oh  happy  age  !  Oh  times  like  thofe  alone. 

By  fate  referv'd  for  great  Auguftus'  throne  ! 

When  the  joint  growth  of  arms  and  arts  forefhevv 

The  world  a  monarch,  and  that  monarch  you. 


TO  HIS  SACRED  MAJESTY. 


A  PANEGYRIC  ON  HIS  CORONATION. 


In  thattwld  deluge  where  the  world  was  drown'd> 
When  life  and  fin  one  common  tomb  had  found, 
The  firft  fmall  profpeA  of  a  rifing  hill 
With  various  notes  of  joy  the  ark  did  fill : 
Yet   when   that   flood   in   its    own    depths   was 

drown'd. 
It  left  behind  it  falfe  and  flippery  ground  ; 
And  the  more  folemn  pomp  was  ftill  deferr'd. 
Till  new-born  nature  in  frefh  looks  appear'd. 
Thus,  royal  fir,  to  fee  you  landed  here, 
Was  caufe  enough  of  triumph  for  a  year  : 
Nor  would  your  care  thofe  glorious  joys  repeat, 
Till  they  st  onc«  might  be  Iccure  and  great : 


Till  your  kind  beams,  by  their  continued  flay. 
Had   warm'd  the  ground,  and  call'd  the  damps 

away. 
Such  vapours,  while  your  powerful  influence  dries. 
Then  fooneft  vanifh  when  they  higheft  rife. 
Had  greater  hafte  thefe  facred  rites  prepar'd. 
Some  guilty  months  had  in  your  triumphs  fhar'd : 
But  this  untainted  year  is  all  your  own  ; 
Your  glories  may  without  our  crimes  be  fhown. 
We  had  not  yet  exhaufted  all  our  ftore, 
When  you  refrefli'd  our  joys  by  adding  more: 
As  heaven,  of  old,  difpens'd  celeftial  dew, 
[  You  gave  u^.manna,  and  ftill  give  us  new. 
A  iiij 
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Now  our  fad  ruins  are  rcmov'd  from  fight, 
The  feafon  too  comes  fraught  with  new  delight  : 
Time  feems  not  now  beneath  his  years  to  ftoop, 
Nor  do  his  wings  with  fickly  feathers  droop  : 
Soft  weftern  winds  waft  o'er  the  gaudy  fprino^, 
And  open'd  fcenes  of  flowers  and  bloflbms  bring, 
To  grace  this  happy  day,  while  you  appear, 
Not  king  of  us  alone,  but  of  the  year. 
All  eyes  you  draw,  and  with  the  eyes  the  heart  : 
Of  your  own  pomp  yourfelf  the  greatcft  part  : 
JLoud  (houts  the  nation's  happinei's  proclaim. 
And  heaven  this  day  is  feafted  with  your  name. 
Your  cavalcade  the  fair  fpecftators  view. 
From  their  high  Oandings,  yet  look  up  to  you. 
From  your  brave  train  each  Angles  out  a  prey. 
And  longs  ro  date  a  conqueft  from  your  day. 
Now  charg'd  with  blefTings  while  you  feek  repolb, 
Officious  flumbers  hade  your  eyes  to  clofe ; 
And  glorious  dreapis  ftand  ready  to  reftorp 
The  pleafing  fliapes  of  all  you  faw  before. 
Next  to  the  facred  temple  you  are  led, 
"Where    waits   a   crown    for    your    mofe   facred 

head  : 
How  juftly  from  the  church  that  crown  is  due, 
Preferv'd  from  ruin,  and  reftor'd  by  you  ! 
The  grateful  choir  their  harmony  employ. 
Not  to  make  greater,  but  more  folemn  joy. 
Wrapt  foft  and  warm  your  name  is  fent  on  hjgh, 
As  flames  do  on  the  wings  of  incenfe  fly  : 
Mufic  herfclf  is  loft,  in  vain  flie  brin;!;s 
Her  choiceft  notes  to  praife  the  beft  of  kitigs  : 
Her  melting  ftrains  in  you  a  tomb  have  fc.uiid. 
And  lie  like  bees  in  their  own  fweetncis  drown'd. 
He  that  brought  peace,  all  difcord  could  atone, 
His  name  is  mufic  of  itfelf  alone. 
Nowr  while  the  facred  oil  anoints  your  head, 
And  fragrant  fcents,  begun  from  you,  arc  fpread 
*'l'hrough    the   large    dome ;    the   people's  joyful 

found, 
Sent  back,  is  fllll  preferv'd  in  hallow'd  ground  ; 
"Which  in  one  hlefiing  mix'd  defccnds  on  you  ; 
As  heighten'd  ipirits  fail  in  richer  dew. 
Not  that  our  wiftics  do  inereafe  your  ilore, 
Full  of  yourfelf  you  can  admit  no  more  ; 
"We  add  not  to  your  glory,  but  employ 
Our  time,  like  angels,  in  cxpreffing  joy. 
Nor  is  it  duty,  or  our  hopes  alone, 
Create  that  joy,  but  full  fruition  : 
We  know  thofe  bleffings  which  wc  muft  pofl'cf.-, 
Aild  judge  of  future  bypaft  happinefs. 
N"  promifc  can  oblige  a  prince  fo  much 
Slill  til  be  good,  as  long  to  have  been  fuch. 
A  noble  emulation  heats  your  brcaft, 
Atid  your  own  fame  now  robs  yoii  of  your  reft. 
Good  adiions  ftill  muft  be  muintaiu'd  with  good, 
Aft  bodies  nourifh'd  with  refcmbliiig  food. 
You  have  already  quench'd  /edition's  brand  ; 
And  zea!,  which  burnt  it,  only  warms  the  l.uid. 


The  jealous  fefts,  that  dare  not  trnft;  their  caufe 
So  far  from  their  own  will  as  to  the  laws. 
You  for  their  umpire  and  their  fynod  take. 
And  their  appeal  alone  to  Czfar  make. 
Kind  heaven  fo  rare  a  temper  did  provide, 
That  guilt  repenting  might  in  it  confide. 
Among  our  crinies  oblivion  may  be  fet  : 
But  'tis  our  king's  perfecftion  to  forget. 
Virtues  unknown  to  thefe  rough  northern  climes 
From   milder   heavens  you   bring  without  their 

crimes. 
Your  calmnef-i  does  no  after-ftorms  provide, 
Nor  feeming  patience  mortal  anger  hide. 
When  empire  firft  from  families  did  fpring, 
Then  every  father  govern'd  as  a  king  : 
But  you,  that  are  a  fovereign  prince,  allay 
Imperial  power  with  your  paternal  fway.    [bends. 
From  thofe  great  cares   when  eafe  your  foul  un- 
Your  pleafurcs  are  defign'd  to  noble  ends? 
Born  to  command  the  miftrefs  of  the  feas,  [pleafe. 
Your   thoughts   themfelvcs   in    that   blue  empire 
Hither  in  fummer  evenings  you  repair 
To  taftc  the.  fraicbaur  of  the  purer  air  : 
Undaunted  here  you  ride,  when  winter  raves, 
With  Ca;far's  heart  that  rofe  above  the  waves. 
More  I  could  fing,  but  fear  my  numbers  ftays; 
No  loya]  fubje<5i:  dares  that  courage  praife. 
In  ftately  frigates  moft  delight  you  find, 
Where  well-drawn  battles  fire  your  martial  mind. 
What  to  your  cares  we  owe,  is  learnt  from  hence, 
When  ev'n  your  pleafures  ferve  for  our  defence. 
Beyond  your  court  flows  in  ch'  admitted  tide. 
Where  in  new  depths  the  wondering  fifhes  glide  : 
Here  in  a  royal  bsd  the  waters  fleep ; 
When,  tir'd  at  fea,  within  this  bay  they  creep. 
Here  the  miftruftful  fowl  no  harm  fufpedls. 
So  fafe  are  all  things  which  our  king  protedls. 
From  your  lov'd  Thames  a  blcfling  yet  is  due. 
Second  alone  to  that  it  brought  in  you  ;  [fate, 

A  queen,   near  whofe  chafte  womb,  ordain'd  by 
The  fouls  of  kings  unborn  for  bodies  wait. 
It  was  your  love  before  niiide  difcord  ceafe  : 
Your  love  is  deftin'd  to  your  country's  peace. 
Both  Indies,  rivals  in  your  bed,  provide 
With  go!d  or  jewels  to  adorn  your  bride. 
This  to  a  mighty  king  prefents  rich  ore. 
While  that  with  incenfe  does  a  god  implore. 
Two    kingdoms   wait  your    doom,  and,  as  yea 

choole. 
This  muft  receive  a  crown,  or  that  miift  lofc. 
Thus  from  your  royal  oak,  like  Jove's  of  uld, 
Are  anfwers  fought,  and  deftinies  foretold  : 
Prupitious  oracles  are  bcgg'd  with  vows. 
And  crowns  that  grow  upon  the  facred  boughs. 
Your  i'lihjeiSs,  while  you  weigh  the  nation's  fate, 
Sul'pend  to  both  their  doubtful  love  or  hate  : 
Choole  only,  fir,  that  fo  they  may  poffcfs 
With  tiieir  own  peace  their  thildreu's  happinefs.  • 
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TO  THE  LORD  CHANCELLOR  HYDE, 


PRESENTED  ON  NEW-YEAR's  DAY,  i66a. 


My  Lord, 

"^^HiLE  flattering  crouds  ofFicioufly  appear 
To  give  themfelve?,  not  you,  an  happy  year ; 
And  by  the  greatnefs  of  their  prelents  prove 
How  much  they  hope,  but  not  how  well  they  love  ; 
The  Mufes,  who  your  early  courtfliip  boaft, 
Though  now  your  flames  are  with  their  beauty  loft, 
Yet  watch  their  time,  that,  if  you  have  forgut 
They  were  your  miftrefl'es,  the  world  may  not : 
Decay'd  by  time  and  wars,  they  only  prove 
Iheir  former  beauty  by  your  former  love ; 
And  now  prcfent,  as  ancient  ladies  do. 
That  courted  long,  at  length  are  forc'd  to  woo. 
For  flill  they  look  on  you  with  fuch  kind  eyes. 
As  thofe  that  fee  the  church's  fovereign  rife ; 
From  their  own  order  chofe,  in  whofe  high  fcate. 
They  think  themfelves  the  fecond  choice  of  fate. 
When  our  great  monarch  into  exile  went. 
Wit  and  religion  fulfer'd  baniflimeiit. 
Thus  once,  when  Troy  was  wrip'd  in   fire  and 

fmoke, 
The  helplefs  gods  their  burning  flirines  forfook  ; 
They  with  the  vanquifh'd  prince  and  party  go. 
And  leave  their  temples  empty  to  the  foe. 
At  length  the  Mufes  Hand,  reftor'd  again 
To  that  great  charge  which  nature  did  ordain  ; 
And  their  lov'd  Druids  feem  reviv'd  by  fate, 
While  you  difpenfe  the  laws,  and  guide  the  ftate. 
The  nation's  foul,  our  monarch,  does  difpenfe. 
Through  you,  to  us,  his  vital  influence  ; 
You  are  the  channel,  where  thofe  fpirits  flow, 
And  work  them  higher,  as  to  us  they  go. 

In  open  profpecft  nothing  bounds  our  eye. 
Until  the  earth  feems  join'd  unto  the  flcy  : 
So  in  this  herrifphere  our  utmofl:  view 
Is  only  bounded  by  our  king  and  you ; 
Our  fight  is  limited  where  you  are  join'd. 
And  beyond  that  no  farther  heaven  can  find. 
So  well  your  virtues  do  with  his  agree. 
That,  though  your  orbs  of  different  greatnefs  be. 
Yet  both  are  for  each  othei's  ufe  difpos'd, 
His  to  inclofe,  and  yowrs  to  be  indos'd. 


Nor  could  another  in  your  room  have  been, 
Except  an  emptinefs  had  come  between. 
Well  may  he  then  to  you  his  cares  impart. 
And  fliare  his  burden  where  he  ftiares  his  hearts 
In  you  his  fleep  flill  wakes  ;  his  pleafures  find 
Their  fliare  of  bufinefs  in  your  labouring  mind. 
So  when  the  weary  fun  his  place  refigns. 
He  leaves  his  light,  and  by  refledlion  fliines. 

Juftice,  that  fits  and  frowns  where  public  laws 
Exclude  foft  mercy  from  a  private  caufe. 
In  your  tribunal  moft  herfelf  does  pleafe  ; 
There  only  fmiles  bccaufe  (he  lives  at  eafe; 
And,  like  young  David,  finds  her  ftrength  the 

more, 
When  difincumber'd  from  thefe  arms  fhe  wore. 
Heaven  would  our  royal  maftcr  fliould  exceed 
Moft  in  that  virtue,  which  we  moft  did  need  ; 
And  his  mild  father  (who  too  late  did  find 
All  mercy  vain  but  what  with  pwer  was  join'd) 
His  fatal  goodnefs  left  to  fitter  times. 
Not  to  increafe,  but  to  abfolve  our  crimes  : 
But  when  the  heir  of  thisvaft  trcafure  knew 
How  large  a  legacy  was  left  to  you 
(Too  great  for  any  objeCl:  to  retain). 
He  wifely   ty'd  it  to  the  crown  again  ; 
Yet,  pafling  through  your  hands,  it  gathers  more. 
As  ftrcams,  through  mines,  bear  tind:ure  of  their 
While  empiric  politicians  ufe  deceit,  [ore. 

Hide  what  they  give,  and  cure  but  by  a  cheat; 
You  boldly  fliew  that  flcill  which  they  pretend, 
And  work  by  means  as  noble  as  your  end  : 
Which  fliould  you  veil,  we  might  unwind  the  clue, 
As  men  do  nature,  till  we  came  to  you. 
And  as  the  Indies  were  not  found,  before 
Thofe  rich  perfumes, which,  from  the  happy  fliore, 
The  winds  upon  their  balmy  wings  convey 'd, 
Whofe  guilty  fweetnefs  firft  their  world  betray'd ; 
So  by  your  counfels  we  arc  brought  to  view 
A  rich  and  undifcover'd  world  in  you. 
By  you  our  monarch  does  that  fame  aflure. 
Which  kings  muft  have,  or  cannot  live  fecu.rc 
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For  profperous  princes  gain  their  fubjecfts  heart, 
■Who  love  that  praife  in  which  ihemfelves  have 
By  you  he  fits  thofe  fubjedis  to  obey  [part. 

As  heaven's  eternal  monarch  does  convey 
His  power  unfcen,  and  man  to  his  defigns, 
By  hi«  bright  minifters  the  ftars,  inclines. 

Our  fetting  fun,  from  his  declining  feat. 
Shot  beams  of  kindnefs  on  you,  not  of  heat : 
And,  when  his  love  was  bounded  in  a  few. 
That  were  unhappy  that  they  might  be  true, 
Made  you  the  favourite  of  his  laft  fad  times. 
That  is  a  fufferer  in  his  fubjedls  crimes  : 
Thus  thofe  firft  favours  you  receiv'd,  were  fcnt, 
Like  heaven's  rewards  in  earthly  puniftment. 
Yet  fortune,  confcious  of  your  dcftiny, 
Ev'n  then  took  care  to  lay  you  foftly  by  ; 
And  wrap'd  your  fate  among  her  precious  things, 
Kept  frefh  to  be  unfolded  with  your  king's. 
Shewn  all  at  once  you  dazzled  fo  our  eyes, 
As  new-born  Pallas  did  the  gods  furprize  : 
When,  fpringing  forth  from  Jove's  new-doCng 

wound. 
She  flruck  the  warlike  fpcar  into  the  ground  : 
Which  fprouting  leaves  did  fuddenly  indofe, 
And  peaceful  olives  fhaded  as  they  rofe. 

How  ftrangely  a61ive  are  the  arts  of  peace, 
Whofe  reftlefs  motions  lefs  than  wars  do  ceafe  ! 
Peace  is  not  freed  from  labour  but  from  noife ; 
And  war  more  force,  but  not  more  pains  em- 
ploys : 
Such  is  the  mighty  fwiftnefs  of  your  mind, 
That,  like  the  earth,  it  leaves  our  fenfe  behind. 
While  you  fo  fmoothly  tarn  and  rowl  our  fphere. 
That  rapid  mo^n  does  but  reit  appear. 
For,  as  in  nature's  fwiftnefs,  with  the  throng 
Of  flying  orbs  while  ours  is  borne  along, 
All  feemsat  reft  to  the  deluded  eye, 
Mov'd  by  the  foul  of  the  fame  harmony. 
So,  carried  om  by  your  unwearied  care. 
We  reft  in  peace,  and  yet  in  motion  ftiare. 


Let  envy  then  thofe  crimes  within  you  fee, 

From  which  the  happy  never  muft  be  free  ; 

Envy,  that  does  with  mifery  rcfide. 

The  joy  and  the  revenge  of  ruin'd  pride. 

Think  it  not  hard,  if  at  fo  cheap  a  rate 

You  can  fecure  the  conftancy  of  fate, 

Whofe  kindnefs  fent  what  does  their  malice  feem, 

By  leffer  ills  the  greater  to  redeem. 

Nor  can  we  this  weak  fliower  a  tempeft  call. 

But  drops  of  heat,  that  in  the  fun-fhine  fall. 

You  have  already  wearied  fortune  fo. 

She  cannot  farther  be  your  friend  or  foe; 

But  fits  all  breathlefs,  and  admires  to  feel 

A  fate  fo  weighty,  that  it  ftops  her  wheel. 

In  all  things  elfe  above  our  humble  fate. 

Your  equal  mind  yet  fwells  not  into  ftate, 

But,  like  fome  mountain  in  thofe  happy  ifles. 

Where  in  perpetual  fpring  young  nature  fmiles. 

Your  greatnefs  ftiews  :  no  horror  to  affright. 

But  trees  for  fhade,  and  flowers  to  court  the  fight : 

Sometimes  the  hill  fubmits  itfelf  a  while 

In  fmall  defcents,  which  do  its  height  beguile  ; 

And  fometvmes  mounts,  but  fo  as  billows  play, 

Whofe   rife    not  hinders,   but  makes  fhort   our 

way. 
Your  brow,  which  does  no  fear  of  thunder  knonr, 
Sees  rowling  tempefts  vainly  beat  below  ; 
And,  like  Olympus'  top,  th'  impreffion  wears 
Of  love  and  friendftiip  writ  in  former  years. 
Yet,  unimpair'd  with  labours,  or  with  time, 
Your  age  but  feems  to  a  new  youth  to  climb. 
Thus  heavenly  bodies  do  our  time  beget. 
And  meafure  change,  but  fhare  no  part  of  it. 
And  ftill  it  fhall  without  a  weight  increafc. 
Like  this  new  year,  whofe  motions  never  ceaf^ 
For  fince  the  glorious  courfe  you  have  begun 
Is  led  by  Charles,  as  that  is  by  the  fun. 
It  muft  both  weightlefs  and  immortal  prove, 
Bccaufe  the  centre  of  it  is  above. 
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SATIRE   ON   THE   DUTCH. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  i66i. 


A  3  needy  gallants,  in  the  fctivener's  hands, 
Court  the  rich  knaves  that  gripe  their   mortgag'd 
The  firft  fat  buck  of  all  the  feafon's  fent,    [lands ; 
And  keeper  takes  no  fee  in  complimenc ; 
The  dotage  of  fome  Engliflinnen  is  fuch, 
To  fawn  on  thofe  who  ruin  thtm,  the  Dutch. 
They  fhall  have  all,  rather  than  make  a  war 
With  thofe  who  of  the  fame  religion  are. 
The  Straits,  the  Guinea-trade,  the  herrings  too  ; 
Nay,  to  keep  friendfhip,  they  Ihall  pickle  you. 
Some  are  refolv'd  not  to  find  cut  the  cheat, 
But,  cuckold-like,  love  them  that  do  the  feat. 
What  injuries  foe'er  upon  us  fall. 
Yet  ftill  ihe  fame  religion  anfwers  all. 
Religion  wheedled  us  to  civil  war. 
Drew  Engliih  blood,  and  Dutchman's  now  would 
Be  guU'd  no  longer  for  you'll  find  it  true     [fpare. 
They  have  no  more  religion,  faith  !  than  you. 
Intereft's  the  god  they  worihip  in  their  ftate, 
And  we,  I  take  it,  have  not  much  of  that. 
Well  monarchies  may  own  religion's  name. 
But  ilates  are  aihicfts  in  their  very  frame. 


They  Ihare  a  fin;  and  fuch  proportions  fall. 
That,  like  a  ftink,  'tis  nothing  to  them  all. 
Think  on  their  rapine,  falfehood,  cruelty,         [be. 
And  that  what  once  they  were,  they  ftill  would 
To  one  well-born  the  aflfront  in  worfe  and  more. 
When  he's  abus'd  and  baffled  by  a  boor. 
With  an  ill  grace  the  Dutch  their  mifchiefs  do. 
They've  both  ill  nature  and  ill  manners  too. 
Well  may  theyboafl  themfelvesan  aucient  nation; 
For  they  were  bred  e'er  manners  were  in  fafliion  : 
And  their  new  commonwealth  has  fet  them  free 
Only  from  honour  and  civility. 
Venetians  do  not  more  uncouthly  ride, 
Than  did  their  lubber  ftate  mankind  beftridd. 
Their  fway  became  them  with  as  ill  a  mien, 
As  their  own  paunches  fwell  above  their  chin. 
Yet  is  their  empire  no  true  growth  but  humour. 

And  only  two  kings'  touch  can  cure  the  tumour. 

As  Cato  fruits  of  Afric  difplay  ; 

Let  us  before  our  eyes  their  Indies  lay  : 

All  loyal  Englilh  will  like  him  conclude  ; 

Let  Cjefar  lite,  and  Carthage  be  fubdcw'd, 


tz- 
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To  her  Royal  Highncfs 

THE  DUCHESS  OF  YORK, 


JWEMORABLE  VICTORY  GATNED  BY  THE  DUKE  OVER  THE  HOLLANDERS, 
!  JUNE  3.  1665, 

AND  ON  HER  JOURNEY  AFTERWARDS  INTO  THE  NORTH. 


=r  1 


Madam, 
When,  for  our  fakes,  your  hero  you  refign'd, 
To  fwelling  feas,  and  every  faithlefs  wind  ; 
When  you  releas'd  his  courage,  and  fet  free 
A  valour  fatal  to  the  enemy ; 
You  lodg'd  your  country's  cares  within  your  hreaft 
(The  manfion  where  foft  love  Ihould  only  reft)  : 
And,  e'er  our  foes  abroad  were  overcome. 
The  nobleft  conqueft  you  had  g^ain'd  at  home. 
Ah,  what  concerns  did  both  yo\ir  fouls  divide  I 
Your  honour  gave  us  what  your  love  denied  : 
And  'twas  for  him  much  eafier  to  fubdue 
Thofe  foes  he  fought  with,  then  to  part  from  you. 
That  glorious  day,  which  two  fuch  navies  faw. 
As  each  unmatch'd  might  to  the  world  give  law. 
Neptune,  yet  doubtful  whom  he  fhauld  obey. 
Held  to  them  both  the  trident  of  the  fea  : 
The  winds  were  hufh'd,  the  waves  in  ranks  were 
As  awfully  as  when  God's  people  pafl  :  [caft, 

Thofe,  yet  uncertain  on  whofc  fails  to  blow, 
Thefc,  where  the  wealth  of  nations  ought  to  flow, 
Then  with  the  Duke  your  Highnefs  rul'd  the 

day  : 
While  all  the  brave  did  his  command  obey 
The  fair  and  pious  under  you  did  pray 
How  powerful  are  chaftc  vows  '.  the  wind  and  tide 
You  brib'd  to  combat  on  the  Englifh  fide. 
Thus  to  your  much  lov'd  lord  you  did  convey 
An  unknown  fuccour,  fent  the  ncarcft  way. 
New  vigour  to  his  wearied  arms  you  brought, 
(So  Mol'ci  wft  upheld  while  Uracl  I'ouglit) 


to  now, 
i  thcT 

'■    i 


While,  from  afar,  we  heard  the  cannon  play. 

Like  diftant  thunder  on  a  fhiny  day. 

For  abfent  friends  we  are  afham'd  to  fear. 

When  we  confider  what  you  ventur'd  there. 

Ships,  men,  and  arms,  our  country  might  reftore; 

But  luch  a  leader  could  fupply  no  more. 

With  generous  thoughts  of  conqueft  he  did  burn. 

Yet  fought  not  more  to  vanquifli  than  return. 

Fortune  and  victory  he  did  purfue. 

To  bring  them  as  the  ilaves  to  wait  on  you. 

Thus  beauty  ravifli'd  the  rewards  of  fame. 

And  the  fair  triumph'd  when  the  brave  o'ercamc, 

Then,  as  you  meant  to  fpread  another  way 

By  land  your  conqviefts,  far  as  his  by  fca, 

l^eaving  our  foutliern  clime,  you  march'd  along 

The  ftubborn  North,  ten  thouiand  Cupids  ftrong. 

Like  commons  the  nobility  to  refort. 

In  crowding  heaps,  to  fill  your  moving  court : 

To  welcome  your  approach  the  vulgar  run. 

Like  fume  new  envoy  from  the  dillant  fun, 

And  country  beauties  by  their  lovers  go. 

BlefTiiig  themlelves,  and  woiulcring  at  the  fhow. 

So  when  the  new-born  Pha-nix  firft  is  feen, 

Her  feather'd  fubjcds  all  adorn  their  queen. 

And  while  flie  makes  her  progrcfs  through  the 

Eafi, 
From  every  grove  her  numerous  tiain  's  incrcas'd : 
Each  poet  of  the  air  her  glory  fiiig«, 
An;l  louod  him  the  pleas'd  audience  clap  their 
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YEAR   OF    WONDERS, 

M.DC.LXyi. 

AN    HISTORICAL    POEM. 


TO   THE 

METROPOLIS   OF   GREAT   BRITAIN, 

The  moft  renowned  and  late  flourilhing 

C  ir  r    OF    LONDON, 


RMPRMSENTAriVES,  THE  LORD  MAYOR  AND  COURT  OP  ALI>ERMEN, 
THE  SHERJEES,  AND  COMMON  COUNCIL  OF  IT. 


As  perhaps  1  am  the  firft  whoever  prefented  a  work  of  this  nature  to  the  metropolis  of  any  nation; 
fo  it  is  likewife  confonant  to  juftice,  that  he  who  was  to  give  the  firft  example  of  fuch  a  dedication, 
fliould  begin  it  with  that  city,  which  has  fet  a  pattern  to  all  others  of  true  loyalty,  invincible  cou- 
rage, and  unfliaken  conftancy.  Other  cities  have  been  praifed  for  the  fame  virtues,  but  I  am  much 
deceived  if  any  have  fo  dearly  purchafed  their  reputation;  their  fame  has  been  won  them  by 
cheaper  trials  than  an  expenfive,  though  neceflary  war,  a  confuming  peftilence,  and  a  more  con- 
fuming  fire.  To  fubmit  yourfelves  with  that  humility  to  the  judgments  of  heaven,  and  at  the 
fame  time  to  raife  yourfelves  with  that  vigour  above  all  human  enemies;  to  be  combated  at  once 
from  above  and  from  below,  to  be  ftrudl  down  and  to  triumph  I  know  not  whether  fuch  triab 
have  been  ever  paralleled  in  any  nation  :  the  refolution  and  fuccefies  of  them  never  can  be.  Never 
had  prince  or  people  more  mutual  rcafon  to  love  each  other,  if  fuffcring  for  each  other  can  endear 
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afFedllon.  You  have  come  together  a  pair  of  matchlefs  lovers,  through  many  difficulties ;  he, 
through  a  long  exile,  various  traverfes  of  fortune,  and  the  interpofition  of  many  rivals,  who  vio- 
lently raviflied  and  with-held  you  from  him  :  and  certainly  you  have  had  your  fhare  in  fufferings. 
But  Providence  has  caft  upon  you  want  of  trade,  that  you  might  appear  bountiful  to  your  country's 
neceflities ;  and  the  reft  of  your  affli<5l;ions  are  not  more  the  efFedls  of  God's  difjileafure  (frequent 
examples  of  them  having  been  in  the  reign  of  the  moft  excellent  princes)  than  occaGons  for  the  ma- 
nifefting  of  your  Chriftian  and  civil  virtues.  To  you  therefore  this  year  of  wonders  is  juftly  dedicated, 
becaufe  you  have  made  it  fo.  You,  who  are  to  ftand  a  wonder  to  all  years  and  ages,  and  who  have 
built  yourfelves  an  immortal  monument  on  your  own  ruins.  You  are  now  a  Phoenix  in  her  aflies; 
and,  as  far  as  humanity  can  approach,  a  great  emblem  of  the  fuffering  Deity:  but  Heaven  never  made 
fo  much  piety  and  virtue  to  leave  it  miferable.  I  have  heard,  indeed,  of  fome  virtuous  perfons  who 
have  ended  unfortunately,  but  never  of  any  virtuous  nation :  Providence  is  engaged  too  deeply 
when  the  caufe  becomes  fo  general ;  and  I  cannot  imagine  it  has  refolved  the  rufn  of  that  people  at 
home  which  it  has  bleffed  abroad  with  fuch  fucceffes.  I  am  therefore  to  conclude,  that  your  fuf- 
ferings  are  at  an  end ;  and  that  one  part  of  my  poem  has  not  been  more  an  hiftory  of  your  deftruc- 
tion  than  the  other  a  prophecy  of  your  reftoration.  The  accomplilhment  of  which  happinefs,  as 
it  is  the  W'ifli  of  every  true  Englilhmen,  fo  it  is  by  none  more  paffionately  defircd,  than  by, 

The  greateft  of  your  admirers, 

And  moft  humble  of  your  fervants, 

JOHN   DRYDEN. 


ANNUS     MIRABILIS. 
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AN  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  ENSUING  POEM, 


IN    A    LETTER    TO    THE 


HON.    SIR    ROBERT   HOWARD. 


3  I   R, 

I  AM  fo  many  ways  obliged  to  you,  and  fo  little 
able  to  return  your  favours,  that,  like  thofe  who 
owe  too  much,l  can  only  livebygettingfartherinto 
your  debt.  You  have  not  only  been  careful  of  my 
fortune,  which  was  the  effedh  of  your  noblenefs, 
but  you  have  been  folicitous  of  my  reputation, 
■which  is  that  of  your  kindnefs.  It  is  not  long 
fince  I  gave  you  the  trouble  of  perufing  a  play  for 
me,  and  now,  inflead  of  an  acknowledgment,  I 
have  given  you  a  greater,  in  the  corre<ftion  of  a 
uoem.  But  fince  you  are  to  bear  thisperfecution, 
I  will  at  leaft  give  you  the  encouragement  of  a 
martyr ;  you  could  never  fuffer  in  a  nobler  caufe. 
For  I  have  chofen  the  moft  heroic  fubjeift,  which 
any  poet  could  defire :  i  have  taken  upon  me  to 
defcribe  the  motives,  the  beginning,  progrefs,  and 
fucceffts,  of  a  moft  juft  and  neccffary  war ;  in  it, 
the  care,  management,  and  prudence  of  our  king ; 
the  conduit  and  valour  of  a  royal  admiral,  and  of 
two  incomparable  generals;  the  invincible  courage 
of  our  captains  and  feamen ;  and  three  glorious, 
vidlories,  the  refult  of  all.  After  this,  I  have,  in 
the  fire,  the  moft  deplorable,  but  withal  the  greatcft, 
argument  that  can  be  imagined  :  the  dcftrudiion 
being  fo  fwift,  fo  fudden,  fo  vaft  and  miferable,  as  , 
nothing  can  parallel  in  flory.  The  former  part  of 
this  poem,  reLcing  to  the  war,  is  but  a  due  expij- ) 
ation  for  my  not  having  fcrved  my  king  and  i 
country  in  it.    All  genticfuen  are  altnoft  obliged  | 


to  it :  and  I  know  no  reafon  vre  fiiould  give  thae 
advantage  to  the  commonality  of  England,  to  be 
foremoft  in  brave  adlions,  which  the  nobles  of 
France  would  never  fuffer  ia  their  peafants.  I 
fhould  not  have  written  this  but  to  a  peifnn  who 
has  been  ever  forward  to  appear  in  all  employ- 
ments whither  his  honour  aud  generofity  have 
called  him.  The  latter  part  of  my  poem,  which 
defcribcs  the  Fire,  I  owe,  firft  to  the  piety  and  fa- 
therly affe«51ion  of  our  monarch  to  his  fuffering 
fubjed;s;  and,  in  the  fecond  place,  to  the  courage, 
loyalty,  and  magnanimity  of  the  city  ;  both  which 
were  fo  confpicuous,  that  I  wanted  words  to  cele- 
brate them  as  they  deferve.  I  have  called  my 
poem  Hiflorical,  not  Epic,  though  both  the  adiions 
and  adlors  are  as  much  heroic  as  any  poem  can 
contain.  But  fince  the  adlion  is  not  properly  one, 
nor  that  accompliftied  in  the  laft  fucceffes,  I  have 
judged  it  too  bold  a  title  for  a  few  ftanzas,  which 
are  little  more  in  number  than  a  fingle  Iliad,  or 
the  longeft  of  the  .ffiueids.  For  this  reafon  (I 
mean  not  of  length,  but  broken  a(Slioa,  tied  too 
feverely  to  the  lavs  of  hiftory)  I  am  apt  to  agree 
with  thofe,  who  rar.k  .1  ucan,  rather  among  hifto- 
rians  in  verfe,  than  Epic  poets :  in  whofe  room, 
if  I  am  not  deceived,  Pilius  Italicus,  though  aworfc 
writer,  may  more  juflly  be  admitted  I  have 
chofen  to  Wiite  my  poem  in  quatrians,  or  flanzas 
of  four  ia  alternate  iliyme,  becaufe  I  have  ever 
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judged  them  more  nobJe,  and  of  greater  dignity, 
both  for  the  found  and  number,  than  any  other 
■verfe  in  ufe  amongft  us ;  in  which  I  am  fure  I 
iiave  your  approbation.  The  learned  languages 
have  certainly  a  great  advantage  of  u? ,  in  not  be- 
ing tied  to  the  flavery  of  any  rhyme;  and  were 
lefs  conftraihed  in  the  Quantity  of  every  fyllable, 
■which  they  might  vary  with  fpondees  or  daiftyls, 
hefides  fo  many  other  helps  of  grammatical  fi- 
gures, for  the  lengthening  or  abreviation  of  them, 
than  the  modern  are  in  the  clofe  of  that  one  fylla- 
ble, which  often  confines,  and  more  often  cor- 
rupts, the  fenfe  of  all  the  rfifl.  Brt  in  this  neceffity 
of  our  rhymes,  1  have  always  found  the  couplet 
verfe  moft  eafy,  though  not  fo  proper  for  this  oc- 
cafion  :  for  there  the  work  is  fooner  at  an  end, 
every  two  lines  concluding  the  labour  of  the  poet; 
but  in  quatrains  he  is  to  carry  it  farther  on,  and 
not  only  fo,  but  to  bear  along  in  his  head  the 
troublefome  ftnfe  of  four  lines  together.  For 
thofe,  who  write  corredlly  in  this  hind,  mufl 
needs  acknowledge,  that  the  lad  line  of  the  flanza 
is  to  be  confidered  in  the  compofition  of  the  firft. 
Neither  can  we  give  ourfclves  the  liberty  of  mak- 
ing  any  part  of  a  verfe  for  the  fake  of  rhyme,  or 
concluding  with  a  word  which  is  not  current 
Englilh,  or  ufing  the  variety  of  female  rhymes; 
all  which  our  fathers  pradifed  :  and  for  the  fe- 
male rhymes,  they  are  flill  in  ufe  amongft  other 
nations;  with  the  Italian  in  every  line,  with  the 
Spaniard  promifcuoufly,  with  the  French  alter- 
rately ;  as  thofe  who  have  read  the  Alarique,  the 
I'ucelli,  or  any  of  their  later  poems,  will  agree 
■with  me.  And  befides  this,  they  write  in  Alex- 
andrins,  or  verfes  of  fix  feet ;  fuch  as  amongft  us 
is  the  old  tranflation  of  Homer  by  Chapman  :  all 
which,  by  lengthning  of  their  chain,  makes  the 
fpherc  of  their  adlivity  the  larger.  I  have  dwelt 
too  long  upon  the  choice  of  my  ftanza,  which  you 
may  remember  is  much  better  defended  in  the 
preface  to  Gondibert ;  and  therefore  I  will  haftcn 
to  acquaint  you  with  my  endeavours  in  the  writ- 
ing. In  general  I  will  only  fay,  I  have  never  yet 
feen  the  defcription  of  any  naval  fight  in  the  pro- 
per terms  which  are  ufcd  at  fea  :  and  if  there  be 
any  fuch  in  another  language,  as  that  of  Lucan  in 
the  ■  third  of  his  Pharfalia,  yet  I  could  not  avail 
niyfclf  of  it  in  the  Englifti ;  the  terms  of  art  in 
every  tongue  bearing  m'.re  of  the  idiom  of  it  than 
any  other  words.  We  hear  indeed  among  our 
jM.cts,  of  the  thundering  of  guns,  the  fmoke,  the 
^iforder,  and  the  flaughter ;  but  all  thefe  are 
common  notions.  And  certainly,  as  thofe  who  in 
a  logical  difpute  keep  in  general  terms,  would  hide 
a  fallacy  ;  fo  thofe  who  do  it  in  any  poetical  de- 
Kriptiuii,  would  veil  their  ignorance. 

"  Defcriptas  fervare  vices  opcrumque  colores, 
"  Cur  ego,  fi  nequeo  ignoroque,  Poetafalutor?" 

For  niy  own  part,  if  I  had  little  knowledge  of  the 
lea,  yet  I  have  thought  it  no  fliamc  to  learn  :  and 
»f  I  have  made  foine  few  miftakes,  it  is  only,  as 
you  can  btar  mc  witiDefs,  bec»ufc  I  have  wanted 
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opportunity  to  correft  them ;  the  whole  poeni 
being  firft  wiitten,  and  now  fent  you  from  a 
place  where  1  have  not  fo  much  as  the  converfe  of 
any  feanian.  Yet  though  the  trouble  I  had  in 
writing  it  was  great,  it  was  no  more  than  recom- 
penfed  by  the  plcafure,  I  found  myfelf  fo  warm 
in  celebrating  the  praifes  of  military  menj  two 
fuch  efpecially  as  the  prince  and  general,  that  it  is 
no  wonder  if  they  infpired  me  "with  thoughts  a- 
bove  my  ordinary  level.  And  I  am  well  fatisfied, 
that,  as  they  are  incomparably  the  beft  fubjecft  I 
ever  had,  excepting  only  the  royal  family,  fo  alfo, 
that  this  I  have  written  cf  them  is  much  better 
than  what  I  have  performed  on  any  other.  I  have 
been  forced  to  help  out  other  arguments ;  but 
this  has  been  bountiful  to  me  :  they  have  been 
low  and  barren  of  praife,  and  I  have  exalted  them, 
and  made  them  fruitful;  but  here — "  Omnia 
"  fponte  fifia  reddit  juftiffima  tellus."  I  have  had 
a  large,  a  fair,  and  a  pleafant  field  ;  fo  fertile,  that 
without  my  cultivating,  it  has  given  two  harvefts 
in  a  fummer,  and  in  both  opprefled  the  reaper. 
All  other  greatnefs  in  fubjedls  is  only  counterfeit : 
it  will  not  endure  the  teft  of  danger ;  the  great- 
nefs of  arms  is  only  real  :  other  greatnefs  burdens 
a  nation  with  its  weight ;  this  fupports  it  with  its 
flrength.  And  as  it  is  the  happinefs  of  the  age, 
fo  it  is  the  peculiar  goodnefs  of  the  beft  of  kings, 
that  we  may  praife  hjs  fubjeCls  without  offending 
him.  Doubtlefs  it  proceeds  from  a  juft  confidence 
of  his  own  virtue,  which  the  luftre  of  no  other 
can  be  fo  great  as  to  darken  in  him  ;  for  the  good 
or  the  valiant  are  never  fafely  praifed  under  a  bad 
or  a  degenerate  printe.  But  to  return  from  this 
digreftion  to  a  farther  account  of  my  poem;  i 
muft  crave  leave  to  tell  you,  that  as  1  have  en- 
deavoured to  adorn  it  with  noble  thoughts,  fo 
much  more  to  exprefs  thofe  thoughts  with  elocu- 
tion. The  compofui  in  of  all  poems  is,  or  ought 
to  be,  of  wit ;  and  wit  in  the  poet,  or  wit-writing 
(if  you  will  give  me  leave  to  ufe  a  fchool-diftinc- 
tion)  is  no  other  than  the  faculty  of  imagination 
in  the  writer,  which,  like  a  nimble  fpaniel,  beats 
over  and  ranges  through  the  field  of  memory,  till 
it  fprings  the  quarry  it  hunted  after  :  or,  without 
metaphor,  which  fearches  over  all  the  memory  , 
for  the  fpecies  or  ideas  of  thofe  things  which  it 
defigns  to  reprefent.  Wit  written  is  that  which 
is  well  defined,  the  happy  refult  of  thought,  or 
produd;  of  imagination.  But  to  proceed  from  wit, 
in  the  general  notion  of  it,  to  the  proper  wit  of  an 
heroic  or  hiftorical  poem  ;  I  judge  it  chiefly  to 
confift  in  the  delightful  imaging  of  perfons.adlions, 
piflions,  or  things.  It  is  not  the  jerk  or  fting  of 
an  epigram,  nor  the  fecming  coiitradiiflion  of  a 
poor  antiihcfii  (the  delight  of  an  ill-judgm/  audi- 
ence in  a  play  of  rhyme),  nor  the  ginglc  of  a  more  Jj 
poor  Paranoinufia;  ncitlur  is  it  fo  nuah  tiie  ii'.'>-  M 
rality  of  a  grave  fentcnce,  :.ffc<5led  b)  La  .an,  hut 
more  fparingly  ufed  by  Virgii  ;  but  it  is  fome 
lively  and  apt  dei'cripiion,  drifTed  in  fuch  cohn.  s 
of  fpeech,  that  it  fclv  befi  re  your  eyes  the  abfeiit 
objiifl,  as  pcritClly,  and  more  dtlightfuUy  than 
nature.  So  then  the  fi.  11  ba]'piiicfs  of  the  ;  rct's 
imajjiiiation  is  properly  invca.ioii  or  finding  of 
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*he  thought ;  the  fecond  is  fancy,  or  the  varia- 
tii  n,  deriving  or  moulding  of  that  thought  as  the 
judgment  reprefents  it  proper  to  the  fubjecfl ;  the 
third  is  elocution,  or  the  art  of  clothing  and  a- 
dorning  that  thought,  fo  found  and  varied,  in  apt, 
fignificant,  and  faunding  words :  the  quicknefs  of 
the  imagination  is  I'eeTi  in  the  invention,  the  fer- 
tility in  the  fancy,  and  the  accuracy  in  the  exprcf- 
Con.  For  the  two  firft  of  thefe,  Ovid  is  famous 
amongfh  the  p^ets;  for  the  latter,  Virgil.  Ovid 
images  more  often  the  movements  and  affccftions 
of  the  mind,  either  combating  between  two  con- 
trary paffions  or  extremely  dilcompofed  by  one. 
His  words  therefore  are  the  leaft  part  of  his  care ; 
for  he  pidlures  nature  in  diforder,  with  which  the 
ftudy  and  choice  of  words  i-^  inconfiflent.  This  is 
the  proper  wit  of  dialogue  or  difcourfe,  and  con- 
fequently  of  the  drama,  where  all  that  i^  faid  is  to 
be  fuppofed  the  effetfl  of  fudden  thought;  which, 
though  it  excludes  not  the  quicknefs  of  wit  in  re- 
partees, yet  admits  not  a  too  curious  eledlicn  of 
words,  too  frequent  allufions,  or  ufe  of  tropes,  or 
in  fine  any  thing  that  fliewsremotenefs  nf  thought 
or  labour  in  the  writer.  On  the  <uher  fide,  Virgil  | 
fpeaks  not  fo  often  to  us  in  the  perfon  of  another,  \ 
like  Ovid,  but  in  his  own  :  he  relates  almofl  all 
things  as  from  himfelf,  and  thereby  gains  more 
liberty  than  the  other,  to  exprels  his  thoughts 
with  all  the  graces  of  elocution,  to  write  more  fi- 
guratively, and  to  confcfs  as  well  the  labour  as  the 
force  of  his  imagination.  Though  he  defcribes 
his  Dido  well  and  naturally,  in  the  violence  d  her 
paffions,  yet  he  muft  yield  in  that  t:  the  Myrrha, 
the  Bibhs,  the  Althaea,  of  Ovid;  for,  as  great  an 
admirer  of  him  as  I  am,  I  muft  acknowledge,  that 
if  1  fee  not  more  of  their  fouls  than  I  fee  of  Dido's, 
at  leaft  1  have  a  greater  concernment  for  them  : 
and  that  convinces  me,  that  Ovid  has  touched 
thofe  tender  flrokes  more  delicately  than  Virgil 
could.  But  when  adlion  or  perfons  are  to  be  de- 
fcribed,  when  any  luch  image  is  to  be  ftt  before 
us,  how  bold,  how  mafterly  are  the  ftrokes  of 
Virgil!  We  fee  the  objedts  he  prefents  us  with  in 
their  native  figure,,  in  their  proper  motions;  but 
fo  we  lee  them,  as  our  own  eyes  could  never  hav« 
beheld  them  fo  beautiful  in  themfelves.  We  fee 
the  foul  of  the  poet,  like  that  uiiivcrfal  one  of 
which  he  fpeaks,  informing  and  moving  through 
all  his  pidtuies : 

"  Totamque  infufaper  artus 

"  Mens  agitat  molem,    &  magno  fe   corpore 
"  mifcet." 

We  behold  him   emhellifning  his   images,  as  he 
makes  Venus  breathing  beauty  upon  her  fon  jEneas. 


n 
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«  Purpureum,  &  Istos  oculis  afflarat  honores : 
"  Quale  manus  addunt  ebori  dtcus,  aut  ubi  flavo 
"  Argentum.Pariufve  lapis  circumdatur  auro." 

See  his  Tempeft,  his  Funeral  Sports,  bis  Combat 
of  Turnus  and  TEneas :  and  in  Ids  Georgics, 
which  I  efteem  the  clivincft  part  of  all  his  writing's, 
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the  Plague,  the  Country,  the  Battle  of  the  Bulls, 
the  I^abour  ef  the  Bees,  and  thofe  many  other  ex- 
cellent images  of  nature,  moft  <.f  which  arencitiier 
great  in  themfelves,  nor  have  any  natural  ornanent 
to  bear  them  up  :  but  the  words  wherewith  he 
defcribes  them  are  fo  excellent,  that  it  might  be 
well  ai  plied  to  him,  which  was  faid  by  Ovid, 
"  Materiem  fuperabat  opus:"  the  very  found  of 
his  words  has  often  fomewhat  that  is  connatural 
to  the  fubje(51: ;  and  while  we  read  him,  we  fit,  as 
in  a  play,  beholding  the  fcenes  of  what  he  repre- 
fents.  To  perform  this,  he  made  frequent  ufe  of 
tropes,  which  you  know  change  the  nature  of  a 
known  wo.d,  by  applying  it  to  £,me  other  figni- 
fication ;  and  this  is  it  which  Horace  means  in 
his  epiftle  to  the  Pifo's  : 

"  Dixeris  egregie,  notum  fi  caUida  verbum 
"  Reddiderit  jundlura  novum       -" 

But  I  am  fenfible  I  have  prefumed  too  far  to 
entertain  you  with  a  rude  difcourfe  of  that  art 
which  you  both  knew  fo  well,  and  put  into  prac- 
tice with  fo  much  happinef*.  Yet,  before  I  leave 
Virgil,  [  muft  own  the  yanity  to  tell  you,  and  by 
you  the  world,  that  he  has  been  my  maftcr  in  this 
poem  :  i  have  followed  him  every  where,  I  know 
not  with  what  fuccefs,  but  I  am  lure  with  diligence 
enough  :  my  images  are  many  of  them  copied 
from  him,  and  the  refc  are  imitations  of  him.  My 
expreffion^alf )  are  as  near  as  the  idioms  of  the  two 
languages  would  admit  of  in  tranflarion.  And  this, 
fir,  1  have  done  with  that  boldnefs,  for  which  I 
will  {land  accountable  to  any  of  our  little  critics, 
who,  perhaps,  are  no  better  acquainted  with  him 
than  I  am.  Upon  your  firft  perufal  of  this  poem, 
you  have  taken  notice  of  fonie  words,  which  I 
have  innovated  (if  it  be  too  bold  fo  me  to  fay 
refined)  upon  his  Latin;  which,  as  I  offer  not  to 
introduce  into  Englifh  profe,  fo  1  hope  they  are 
neither  improper,  nor  altogether  inelegant  in 
verfe  ;  and,  in  this,  Horace  will  again  defend  me, 

"  Tt  nova fidaque  nuper  habebunt  verba  fidem,  fl 
"  Grffico  fonte  cadant,  parcc  detorta " 

The  inference  is  exceeding  plain  :  for  if  a  Ro- 
man poet  might  have  Lberty  to  coin  a  word,  fup- 
pofing  only  that  it  was  derived  from  the  Greek, 
was  put  into  a  JLatin  termination,  and  that  he  ufed 
this  liberty  but  feldom,  and  with  modefty ;  how 
much  more  jiiftly  may  I  challenge  that  privilege 
to  do  It  v/ith  the  fame  prerequifites,  from  the  befl 
and  moft  judicious  of  Latin  writers!  In  fome 
places,  where  either  the  fancy  or  the  v/ords  were 
his,  or  any  other's,  I  have  no'ed  it  in  the  margin, 
that  I  might  not  fecm  a  plagiary  ;  in  others  I  have 
have  negleded  it,  to  avoid  as  well  tediouli  efs, 
as  the  affeclation  of  doing  it  too  often.  Such  de- 
fcriptions  or  i:iiagcs  well  wrought,  which  I  pro- 
mife  not  for  mine,  are,  as  I  have  faid,  i he  adequate 
delight  of  heroic  poefy;  for  they  beget  admira- 
ti  n,  which  is  iis  proper  objed  ;  as  the  images  of 
burlefque,  -.hic:;  is  c(;ntrary  to  this,  by  the  fame 
reafon  beget  laughter  ;  for  the  one  lliews  aaturc 
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beautified,  ai  in  the  pidlure  of  a  fair  voman, 
Which  ve  all  admire ;  the  otiier  {hews  her  de- 
formed, as  in  that  of  a  lazar,  or  of  a  fool  with  dif- 
torted  face  and  antique  gcilures,  at  which  we  can- 
not forbear  to  laugh,  becaufe  it  is  a  deviation  from 
nature.  But  though  the  fame  imaoes  ferve  equal- 
ly for  the  Epic  j^oefy,  and  for  the  hiftoric  and 
panegyric,  which  are  branches  of  it,  yet  a  feveral 
fort  of  fculpture  is  to  be  ufed  in  them.  If  fome 
of  then?  are  to  be  like  thofe  of  Juvenal,  "  Stantes 
"  in  curribus  jEmiliani,"  heroes  drawn  in  their 
triumjjhal  chariots,  and  in  their  full  proportion ; 
others  are  to  be  like  that  of  Virgil,  "  Spirantia 
"  mollius  ^ra  :"  there  is  fomewhat  more  of  foft- 
nefj  and  tendemcfs  to  be  fhewn  in  them.  You 
■will  foon  find  I  write  not  this  without  concern. 
SoK*,  who  have  feen  a  paper  of  verfes,  which  I 
wrote  lafl.  year  to  her  Highnefs  the  Dutchefs,  have 
accufed  them  of  that  only  thing  I  could  defend  in 
them.  They  faid,  I  did  "  humi  ferpere;"  that  I 
wanted  not  only  height  of  fancy,  but  dignity  of 
words,  to  fet  it  off.  I  might  well  anfwef  with 
that  of  Horace,  "  Nunc  non  erat  his  locus;"  I  knew 
I  addrcffed  them  to  a  lady,  and  accordingly  I  affed- 
«d  the  foftnefs  of  expreOion,  and  the  fmoothnefs  of 
meafure  rather  than  the  height  of  thought ;  and  in 
what  1  did  endeavour,  it  is  no  vanity  to  fay  I  have 
fucceeded.  I  deteft  arrogance;  but  there  is  fome 
difference  betwixt  that  and  a  jufl  defence.  But  I 
will  not  farther  bribe  your  candor,  or  the  reader's. 
I  leave  them  to  fpeak  for  me  ;  and,  if  they  can,  to 
make  out  that  charadier,  not  pretending  to  a 
greater,  which  I  have  given  them. 

And  now,  fir,  it  is  time  I  Ihculd  relieve  you 
from  the  tedious  length  of  this  account.  You 
have  better  and  more  profitable  employment  for 
your  hours,  and  I  wrong  tht  public  to  detain  you 
loncrer.  In  conclufion,  I  muft  leave  my  poem  to 
you  with  all  its  faults,  which  I  hope  to  find  fewer 
in  the  printing  by  your  emendations.     I  know 


you  are  not  of  the  number  of  thofe,  of  vchom  the 
younger  Pliny  fpeaks;  "Nee  funt  parum  multi, 
"  qui  carpere  amicosfuos  judicium  vocant;"  I  am 
rather  too  fecure  of  you  on  that  fide.  Your  can- 
dor in  pardoning  my  errors  may  make  you  more 
reraif--  in  correfling  them  ;  if  you  will  not  withal 
confider  that  they  conie  into  the  world  with  your 
approbation,  and  through  your  hands.  I  beg  from 
you  the  greateft  favour  you  can  confer  upon  an 
abfent  perfon,  fince  I  repole  upon  your  manage- 
ment vi'hat  is  deareft  to  me,  my  fame  and  reputa- 
tion ;  and  therefore  I  hope  it  will  (lir  you  up  to 
make  my  poem  fairer  by  many  of  your  blots;  if 
not,  you  know  the  flory  of  the  gamcfler  who 
married  the  rich  man's  daughter,  and  when  her 
father  denied  the  portion,  chriflened  all  the  chil- 
dren by  his  furnanic,  that  if,  in  conclufion,  they 
muft  beg,  they  fhould  do  fo  by  one  name,  as  well 
as  by  the  other.  But  fince  the  reproach  of  my 
faults  will  light  on  you,  it  is  but  reaf^in  I  fhould 
do  you  that  juftice  to  the  readers,  to  let  them 
know,  that,  if  there  be  any  thing  tolerable  in  this 
poem,  they  owe  the  argument  to  your  choice, 
the  writing  to  your  encouragement,  the  corredion 
to  your  judgment,  and  the  care  of  it  to  your 
friendfhip,  to  which  he  muft  ever  acknowledge 
hinifclf  to  owe  all  things,  who  is 


S    I    R, 

The  moft  obedient,  and  mofl 


From  Charleton  in  Wiltfhire, 
Nov.  10.  1666. 


Faithful  of  your  fervants, 
John   Drydxn. 
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In  thriving  arts  long  time  had  Holland  grown, 

Crouching  at  home  and  cruel  when  abroad  : 
Scarce  leaving  us  the  means  to  claim  our  own  ; 

Our  king  they  courted,  and  our  merchants  avv'd. 
II. 
Trade,  which  like  blood,  fhould  circularly  flow, 

Stopp'd  in  their  channels,  found  its  freedom  loll : 
Thither  the  wealth  of  all  the  world  did  go, 

And  feeni'd  but  fliipwreck'don  fo  bafe  a  coaft. 
III. 
For  them  alone  the  heavens  had  kindly  heat ; 

In  eaftern  quarries  ripening  precious  dew  : 
For  them  the  Idumsean  balm  did  fwear. 

And  in  hot  Ccilon  fpicy  forefts  grew. 

IV. 

The  fun  but  feem'd  the  labourer  of  the  year; 

liach  waxing  moon  fupply'd  her  watery  {lore. 
To  fwell  thofe  tides  which  from  the  line  did  bear 

Their  brim-full  veffelsto  the  Belgian  fhore. 

V. 

Thus,  mighty  in  her  fhips,  flood  Carthage  long. 
And  fwept  the  riches  of  the  world  from  far  ; 

Yet  floop'd   to    Rome,   lefs   wealthy,  but  more 
ftrong  : 
And  this  may  prove  our  fecond  Punic  war. 

VI. 

What  peace  can  be,  where  both  to  one  pretend  ? 

(But  they  more  diligent,  and  we  more  ftrong) 
0«  if  a  peace,  it  loon  mull  have  an  end  ; 

For  they  would  grow  too  powerful  were  it  long . 


Behold  two  nations  then,  engag'd  fo  far,      [.land  ? 

That  each  feven  years  the  fit   mull   fhake  each 
Where  France  will  fide  to  weaken  us  by  war. 

Who  only  can  his  vaft  defigns  withftand. 

VIII. 

See  how  he  feeds  th'  Iberian  with  delays. 
To  render  us  his  timely  frieudfliip  vain  * 

And  while  his  fecret  foul  in  Flanders  prey. 
He  rocks  the  cradle  of  the  babe  of  Spain. 

IX. 

Such  deep  defigns  of  empire  does  he  lay 

O'er  them,  whofe   caufe  he   feems  to  take  iu 
hand; 

And  prudently  would  make  them  lords  at  fea, 
To  whom  with  eafe  he  can  give  laws  by  land. 

X. 

This  faw  our  king  ;  and  long  within  his  breaft 
His  penfive  counfels  balanc'd  to  and  fro  : 

He  griev'd  the  land  he  freed  fliould  be  opprefs'd, 
And  he  lefs  for  it  than  ufurpers  do. 

XI. 

His  generous  mind  the  fair,  ideas  drew 

Of  fame  and  honour,  which  in  dangers  lay  ; 

Where  wealth,  like  fruit  on  precipices,  grew, 
Not  to  be  gather'd  but  by  birds  of  prey. 

XII. 

The  lofs  and  gain  each  fatally  were  great ; 

And  ftill  his  Aibjeds  call'd  aloud  for  war  : 
But  peaceful  kings,  o'er  martial  people  fet. 

Each  other's  poize  and  counterbalance  are. 
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He  firft  fjrvf/'d  the  charge  with  careful  eyes, 
Which  none  but  mighty  monarchs  could  main- 
tain ; 

Yet  judg'd.like  vapours  that  from  limbecs  rife, 
It  would. in  richer  {bowers  defcend  again. 

XIV. 

At  length  refolv'd  t'  affert  the  v/atery  ball, 
He  in  himfelf  did  whole  Armadoes  bring  : 

Kim  aged  fcamen  might  their  maftercall, 

And  choofe  for  general,  were  he  not  their  king. 

XV. 

It  feems  as  every  fhip  their  fovereign  knows. 

His  awful  fummons  they  fo  foon  obey ; 
So  hear  the  fcaly  herd  when  Proteus  blows. 

And  fo  to  paflure  follow  through  the  ft.a, 
svi. 
To  fee  this  fleet  upon  the  ocean  move. 

Angels  drew  wide  the  curtains  of  the  ikies; 
And  heaven,  as  if  there  wanted  lights  above, 

For  tapers  made  two  glaring  comets  rife. 

XVII. 

Whether  they  unfluous  exhalations  are, 
Fir'd  by  the  fun,  or  feeming  fo  alone  ; 

Or  each  fome  more  remote  and  flippery  flar, 
Which  lofes  footing  when  to  mortals  fhewn. 

XVIII. 

Or  one,  that  bright  companion  of  the  fun, 

Whofe  glorious  afpedl  Jeal'd  our  new-born  king; 
And  now,  a  round  of  greater  years  begun. 

New  influence  from  his  walks  of  light  did  bring. 
XIX. 
ViiSorioiis  York  did  firft  with  fani'd  fuccefs, 

To  his  known   valour  make  the    Dutch  give 
place  : 
Thus  heaven  our  monarch's  fortune  did  confcfs, 

beginning  conquefl  from  his  royal  race. 

XX. 

But  fjnce  it  was  decreed,  aufpicious  king,     [main, 

In  Britain's  right  that  thou  Ihouldll  wed  the 

Heaven,   as  a   gage,  would   call   fome   precious 

thing, 

And  therefore  doom'd  that  Lawfon  ftiould  be 

flain. 

XXI. 

Lawfon  amongft  the  fortmoft  met  his  fate. 

Whom  fea-green  Sirens  from  the  rocks  lament: 
Thus  as  an  offering  for  the  Grecian  ftate. 

He  lirfl  was  kill'd  who  firft  to  battle  went. 
xxir. 
Their  chief  blown  up  in  air,  not  waves,  expir'd. 

To  which  his  pride  prefum'd  to  give  the  law  : 
The  Dutch  confcfs'd  heaven  prefent,  and  rctir'd, 

And  all  was  Britain  the  wide  ocean  faw. 
xzni. 
To  ntitefk  ports  their  ihattcr'd  fliips  repair. 

Where  by  our  drradl'ul  cannon  they  lay  aw'd  : 
9e  reverently  men  quit  the  open  air. 

When  thunder  fpcak^  the  angry  gods  abroad. 

XX IV. 

And  pntv  approach'd  their  fleet  from  India  fraught, 
Witii  all  the  riches  of  ^hc  rifirig  fun  : 

And  prfcious  fand  from  fouthtrn  dlimates  brought, 
The  fatal  re«-:ions  where  the  ivar  bcgiui. 


Like  hunted  caftors,  confcious  of  their  {lore. 

Their  way-laid  wealth  to  Norway's  coafls  they 
bring  : 

There  firft  the  North's  cold  bofom  fpices  bore, 
And  winter  brooded  on  the  eallern  fpring. 

XXVI. 

By  the  rich  fcent  we  found  our  perfum'd  prey. 
Which,  flank'd  with  rocks,  did  clofe  in  covert 
lie: 

And  round  about  their  murdering  cannon  lay, 
At  once  to  threaten  and  invite  the  eye. 

XXVII. 

Fiercer  than  cannon,  and  than  rocks  more  hard, 
The  Englidi  undertake  th'  unequal  war  : 

Seven  (hips  alone,  by  which  the  port  is  barr'd, 
Befiege  the  Indies,  and  all  Denma;k  dare. 

XXVIII. 

Thefe  fight  like  hufbands,  but  like  lovers  thofe  : 
Theie  fain  would  keep,   and  thofe  more  fain 
enjoy  : 

And  to  fuch  height  their  frantic  paflTion  grows. 
That  what  botli  love,  both  hazard  to  deHroy. 

XXIX. 

Amidft  whole  heaps  of  fpices  lights  a  ball. 

And  now  their  odours  arm'd  acrainft  them  fly  : 

Some  precioufly  by  fhattcr'd  porcelain  fall, 
And  fome  by  aromatic  fplinters  die. 

XXX. 

And  though  by  tempeft-s  of  the  prize  bereft. 
In  heaven's  inclemency  fome  ealc  we  find: 

Our  foes  we  vinquiflx'd  by  our  valoui  hft. 
And  only  yielded  to  the  feas  and  wind. 

XXXI. 

Nor  wholly  loft;  we  fo  dcferv'd  a  prey ; 

For  florins  rtpenting  part  of  it  rcflor'd  : 
Which,  as  a  tribute  from  the  Baltic  lea. 

The  Britifh  ocean  fent  htr  mighty  lord, 
xxxn. 
Go  mortals  nov7  and  vtx  yourfelves  in  vain 

For  wealth,  which  fo  uncertainly  muft  come  : 
When  what  v/as  brought  f  -  far,  and  with  fuch  pain, 

Was  only  kept  to  lofe  it  nearer  home. 
xxxiii. 
The  fon,  who  twice  three  months  on  th'  ocean  tofr, 

Prcpar'd  to  tell  what  he  had  pafs'ii  before. 
Now  fees  in  Englifli  IhJps  the  Holland  coaft, 

y^nd  parents  arms,   in  vain,  flretch'd  from  the 
fhore. 

xxxiv. 
This  careful  hufband  had  been  long  away, 

Whom  hischafle  wife  and  little  children  mourn  ; 
Who  on  their  fingers  Icaru'd  to  tell  the  day 

On  which  their  father  proniis'd  to  return. 

XXXV. 

Such  arc  the  proud  deligns  of  human-kind, 
And  fo  we  fuffer  fliipwreck  every  where  ! 

Ala«,  wiiat  port  can  iurli  a  pilot  find. 

Who  in  the  night  of  fate  mull  blindly  fleer  ! 

XXXVI. 

The  undiflinguifird  fjtds  of  good  and  ill, 

Heaven  in  liis  bofom  from  our  knowledge  hides* 

And  draws  tliem  in  contempt  of  htmun  Ikill, 
^V'h^ch  oft  for  friends  miltaktn  foes  provides. 
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XXXVII. 

Let  munfter's  prekte  ever  be  accurft, 

In  whom  we  feek  the  German  faith  in  vain  : 

Alas,  that  he  fhou!d  teach  the  Englifli  firft. 

That  fraud  and   avarice  in  the  church  could 
reign ! 

XXXVIII. 

Happy,  who  never  truft  a  ftranger's  will, 

Whofe  friendfliip's  in  his  interefl  underftood  ! 
Since  money  given  but  tempts  him  to  be  ill, 

When  power  is  too  remote  to  make  him  good, 
xxxix. 
Till  now,  alone  the  mighty  nations  flrove  ; 

The  reft,  at  gaze,  without  the  lifts  did  ftand  ; 
And  threatening    France,   plac'd   like  a  painted 
Jove, 

Kept  idle  thunder  in  his  lifted  hand. 

XL. 

That  eunuch  guardian  of  rich  Holland's  trade, 
Who  envies  us  what  he  wants  power  t'enjoy  ; 

Whofe  noifeful  valour  does  no  foe  invade. 
And  weak  afliftance  will  his  friends  deftroy. 

XLI. 

Offended  that  we  fought  without  his  leave, 
He  takes  this  time  his  fecret  hate  to  fticw  : 

Which  Charles  does  with  a  mind  fo  calm  receive, 
As  one  that  neither  feeks  nor  ftiuns  his  foe. 

XLII. 

With  France,  to  aid  the  Dutch,  the  Danes  unite  : 
France  as  their  tyrant,  Denmark  as  their  flave. 

But  when  vcith  one  three  nations  join  to  fight, 
They  filently  confefs  that  one  more  brave. 

XLIII. 

Lewis  had  chas'd  the  Englifh  from  his  fliore ; 

But  Charles  the  French  as  fubjecfts  does  invite  ; 
Would  heaven  for  each  fome  Solomon  reftore. 

Who,  by  their  mercy,  may  decide  their  right  1 

XLIV. 

Were  fubjefts  fo  but  only  by  their  choice, 

And  not  from  birth  did  forc'd  dominion  take, 

Our  prince  alone  would  have  the  public  voice  ; 
And  all  his  neighbours  realms  would  deferts 
make. 

XLV. 

He  without  fear  a  dangerous  war  purfues. 
Which  without  raftinefs  he  began  before  : 

As  honour  made  him  firft  the  danger  chufe. 
So  ftill  he  makes  it  good  on  virtue's  fcore. 

XLVI. 

The  doubled  charge  his  fubje<Sts  love  fupplies, 
Who  in  that  bounty  to  themfelves  are  kind  : 

So  glad  Egyptians  fee  their  NIlus  rife. 
And  in  his  plenty  their  abundance  find. 

XLVII. 

With  equal  power  he  does  two  chiefs  create, 
Two    fuch    as    each    feem'd    worthieft   when 
alone  ; 

Each  able  to  fuftain  a  nation's  fate, 

Since  both  had  found  a  greater  in  their  own. 

XLVIII. 

Both  great  in  courage,  conduft,  and  in  fame, 
yet  neither  envious  of  the  other's  praife  ; 

Their  duty,  faith,  and  intereft  too  the  fame, 
Like  mighty  partners  equally  th*y  raile. 


The  prince  long  time  had  courted  fortune's  love, 

But  once  poflefs'd  did  abfnlutely  rctgn  : 
Thus  with  their  Amazons  the  heroes  ftrove. 

And  conquer'd  firft  thofe  beauties  they  would 
gain. 

!•• 
The  duke  beheld,  like  Scipio,  with  difdain, 

That  Carthage,  which  he  ruin'd,  rife  once  more ; 
And  ftiook  aloft  the  fafces  of  the  main, 

To  fright  thofe  flaves  with  what  they  felt  before. 

LI. 

Together  to  the  watery  '.amp  they  hafte, 

VVhom  matrons  paffing  to  their  children  ftiow  : 

Infants  firft  vows  for  them  to  heaven  are  caft. 
And  future  people  blefs  thcni  as  they  go. 

LII. 

With  them  no  riotous  pomp,  nor  Afian  train, 
To  infedl  a  navy  with  their  gaudy  fears  ; 

To  make  flow  fights,  and  victories  but  vain  : 
But  war  feverely  like  itfelf  appears. 

Llll. 

Diffufive  of  themfelves,  where'er  they  paf^, 

They  make  that  warmth  in  others  they  expert ; 

Tlieir  valour  works  like  bodies  on  a  glafs. 
And  does  its  image  on  their  men  projedl. 

LIV. 

Our  fleet  divides,  and  ftraight  the  Dutch  appear, 
In  number,  and  a  fam'd  commander,  bold  : 

The  narrow  feas  can  fcarce  their  navy  bear. 
Or  crowded  vefTels  can  their  foldiers  hold, 

LV. 

The  Duke,  lefs  numerous,  but  in  courage  more, 
On  wings  of  all  the  winds  to  combat  flies  : 

His  murdering  guns  a  loud  defiance  roar. 
And  bloody  crofTes  on  his  fiag-ftaffs  rife. 

LVI. 

Both   furl    their   fails,    and   ftrip   them   for   the 
fight; 
Their  folded  fheets  difmifs  the  ufelefs  air  : 
Th'  EleaH  plains  could  boaft  no  nobler  fight, 
When    ftruggling   champions  did  their  bodie.« 
bare. 

LVIi. 

Borne  each  by  other  in  a  diftant  line, 

The  fea-built  forts  in  dreadful  order  move  : 

So  vaft  the  noife,  as  if  not  fleets  did  join, 

But  lands  unfix'd,  and  floating  nations  flrove. 

LVIII. 

Now  pafs'd,  on  either  fide  they  nimbly  tack  ; 

Both  ftrive  to  intercept  and  guide  the  wind : 
And,  in  its  eye,  more  clofely  they  come  back, 

To  finifli  all  the  deaths  they  left  behind. 

LIX. 

On  high-rais'd  decks  the  haughty  Belgians  ride. 
Beneath  whofe  fliade  our  humble  frigates  go  : 

Such  port  the  elephant  bear^and  fo  dcfy'd 
By  the  rhinoceros  her  unequal  foe. 

LX. 

And  as  the  built,  fo  different  is  the  fight ; 

Their  mounting  fhot  is  on  our  fails "defign'd  : 
Deep  in  their  hulls  our  deadly  bullets  light. 

And   through   the    yielding    planks   a   palTa'gS 
find. 

B  iij 
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Our  dreaded  admiral  from  far  they  threat, 

Whole  batter'd  rigging  tl:e;r  whole  war  receives: 

All  bare,  like  iome  old  oak  which  tenipefts  beat, 
He  flands,  and  fees  btli.w  his  fcattcr'd  leaves. 

I.XII. 

litroe^  of  old,  when  wounded,  flielter  fought; 

But  he  who  meets  all  danger  with  difdain, 
£v'n  in  their  face  his  fhip  to  anchor  brought, 

And  Ileeplc-high  flood  propt  upon  the  main, 

LXIII. 

At  this  fxcefs  of  couragi-,  all  aniaz'd, 

Tiie  foremoil  of  his  foes  a  while  withdraw  : 

With  fuch  rcfpeft  in  enter'd  Rome  they  gaz'd. 
Who  on  high  chairs  the  god-like  fathers  faw. 

LXIV. 

And  noiv,  as  where  Patroclus'  body  lay, 

Here  Trojan  chiefs  advanc'd.andtheiethe  Greek; 
Ours  o'er  the  Duke  their  pious  wir.'g^  difplay, 
:,    And  iheiis  the  noblefl  Ipoiis  of  Britain  feck. 

LXV, 

Mean-time  his  bufy  mariners  he  haftes. 
His  fliatter'd  fails  with  rigging  to  rcflicre  ; 

And  wiiliiig  pines  afccnd  his  broken  mads, 
Whoft  lofty  heads  rife  higher  than  before. 

LXVI. 

Straight  to  the  Dutch  lie  turns  bis  dreadful  prow. 
More  fieice  th'  iiiipoitaut  quarrel  to  decide  : 

Like  fwau8,in  long  arrayhis  veffcis  fliow, 
Whofe  crells  advancing  do  the  waves  divide. 

LXVil. 

They  charge,  recharge,  and  all  along  the  fea 

I'hey  drtve,  and  iquandcr  the  huge  Belgian  fleet. 
Berkeley  alone,  who  nearelt  danger  lay, 

Did  a  like  fate  with  loll  Creiifa  meet. 
i-xvui. 
The  night  comes  on,  we  eager  to  purfue 

The  combat  dill,  and  they  alham'd  to  leave : 
Till  the  laft  ftreaks  of  dying  day  withdrew. 

And  doubtful  moon-light  did  our  rage  deceive. 

LXIX. 

In  th'  Englifh  fleet  each  fliip  rcfounds  with  joy. 
And  loud  anpldufc  of  their  great  leader's  fume  : 

Id  fiery  dreams  thj  Di;tch  they  flill  dcftroy, 
And  flLimbering  fmile  at  the  imngiu'd  flame. 

LXX. 

Not  fo  the  Holland  fleet,  who,  tir'd  and  done, 
Stretch'd  on  their  decks  like  weary  oxen  lie  : 

Faint  fweats  all  down  their  mighty  members  run  ; 
Vaft;  bulks  which  little  fouls  but  iil  fupply. 

LXXl. 

I-n  dreams  they  fearful  precipices  tread  : 

Or,  fliipwrcck'd,  laboiir  to  fome  dilLiut  fliorc: 

Or  in  dark  churches  walk  among  the  dead  ; 

They  wake  with  horror  and  dure  fleep  no  more. 

LXXII. 

The  morn  they  look  on  v/ith  unwilling  eyes, 
Till  from  their  main-toj)  joyful  news  they  hear 

Of   fliips,  which  by  their  mould   bring  new  lup- 
And  in  their  toLurs  Belgian  lions  bear,   [plies, 

1.XXI1I. 

Our  watchful  general  had  difccrn'd  from  far 

This  mighty  iuccour,  wliicli  made  glad  the  foe: 

He  figh'd,  but  like  a  father  of  llic  w  ar,         [flow. 
His  f.ice  fi'ukc  hcpr,  while  deep  his  forroivg 


LXXIV. 

His  wounded  men  he  firft  fends  off  to  fliorC, 

Never  till  now  uuwilling  to  obey  ; 
They,  not  their   wounds'  but  want  of  flrengtil, 
deplore. 

And  think  them  happy  who  with  hini  can  flay. 

LXXV, 

Then  to  the  reft,  Rejoice,  faid  he,  to-day  ! 

In  you  the  fortune  of  Great-Britain  lies  : 
Amnr.g  fo  brave  a  people,  you  are  they        [prize. 

Whom  heaven  hath  ch(  fc  to  fight  for  fuch  a 
Lxxvi. 
If  number  Englifli  courages  could  quell,         [foes: 

We  fliould  at  firft   have  fliunn'd,  not  met  our 
Whofe  numerous  fails  the  fearful   t^nly  tell : 

Courage  from  hearts  and  not  from  numbers 
grows. 

^xxvii. 
He  faid,  not  needed  mere  to  fay  :  with  hafte 

To  their  known  flations  cheerfully  they  go; 
And  all  at  oi.ce,  difdaining  to  be  laft 

Solicit  every  gale  to  meet  the  foe. 

I.XXVJ1I. 

Nor  did  th'  encourag'd  Belgians  long  delay. 

But  bold  in  others,  not  thcmfelves   they  flood  : 

So  thick,  our  navy  fcarce  could  fleer  their  way, 
But  feem'd  to  wander  in  a  moving  wood. 

LXXIX. 

Our  little  fleet  was  now  engaged  fo  far,  [fought  : 
That  like  the   fvvord-filh.  in   the   whale    they 

The  cotnbat  only  feem'd  a  civil  v('ar, 

'fill    tluough    their    bowels    we   our    paflage 
wrought. 

LXXX. 

Never  had  valour,  no  not  ours,  before 

Done  aught  like  this  upon  the  land  or  main. 

Were  not  to  be  o'ercome  was  to  do  more 
'I'han  all  the  conquefts  former  kings  did  gain. 

LXXXI. 

The  mighty  ghofls  of  our  great  Harries  rofe, 
And  armed  Edwards  loik'd  with  anxious  eyes, 

To  fee  his  fleet  among  unequal  foes.  [rii'e. 

By  which  fate  promis'd  iheni  thcirCharlesfliould 

LXXXil. 

Mean-time  the  Belgians  tack  upon  our  rear. 
And  r:.king  chafe-guns  through  our  flerns  the*y 
fend  : 

Clofe  by  their  fire-fliips,  like  jackals,  appear, 
Who  on  their  lions  for  the  prey  attend. 

LXXXIJI. 

Silent  in  fmcke  (S  cannon  ihey  come  on  : 
.Sucli  vapours  once  did  fiery  Cacus  hide  : 

In  thefe  the  height  of  plcas'd  revenge  isflicwn, 
Who  burn  contented  by  another's  fide. 

LXXXIV. 

Sometimes  from  fighting  fljuidrons  of  each  fleet, 
iJcceiv'd  themlelves,  or  to  prelerve  fom  friend, 

Two  grjplii:g  TEmas  on  the  ocean  meet. 

And  Englilh  fires  with  Belgian  flames  contend. 

I-XXXV. 

Now  at  each  tack  our  little  fleet  grows  lefs  ; 

And,  like  niaim'd  fowl,  fwim  lagging  on  the 
main  : 
Their  greater  lofs  their  numbers  fcarce  confefs, 

While  they  lofe  cheaper  than  the  EnglJfli  gain. 
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LXXXVI. 

Ha\^e  yoii  not  feen,  when  whliHeJ  from  the  fift, 
Some  falcon  ftoops  at  what  her  eye  defign'd, 
And  with  her  eagernefs  the  c^uarry  mifs'd, 
Streight  flies  at  check,  and  clips  it  down  the  wind  ? 

LXXXVII. 

The  daftard  crow  that  to  the  wood  made  wing, 

And  fees  rhe  groves  no  flielter  can  afford, 
With  her  loud  caws  her  craven  kind  does  bring, 

Who  fafe  in  numbers  cuff  the  noble  bird. 
Lxxxvni. 
Among  the  Dutch  thus  Albemarle  did  fare  : 

He  could  not  conquer,  and  dildain'd  to  fly; 
Paft  hope  of  falety,  'twas  his  lateft  care. 

Like  falling  Celar,  decently  :o  die. 

LXXXIX. 

Yet  pity  did  his  manly  fpirlt  move, 

To  fee  thofe  perifh  \^  ho  fo  well  had  fought : 
And  gracioufly  with  his  defpair  he  fbrove, 

Refolv'd  to  live  till  he  their  fafety  wrought. 
xc. 
Let  other  Mufes  write  his  profperous  fate. 

Of  conquer'd  nations  tell,  and  kings  reftor'd  : 
But  mine  fhall  fiiig  of  his  eclips'd  ellare. 

Which,  like  the  fun's,  more  wonders  does  afford, 
xci. 
He  drew  his  mighty  fiigates  all  before. 

On  which  his  foe  his  fruitlcl's  force  employs  : 
His  weak  ones  deep  into  his  rear  he  here 

Remote  from  guns,  as  fitk  men  from  the  noife. 

XCII. 

Hi?  fiery  cannon  did  their  paffage  guide,        [foe  : 

And  f.iliowing-  fmoke   obfcur'd  them  from  the 
Thus  [frael,  fafe  from  the  Egyptian's  pride, 

By  flaming  pillars  and  by  clouds  did  go. 
xcin. 
Elffewhere  the  Belgian  force  wc  did  defeat. 

But  here  our  courages  did  theirs  fubdue  : 
So  Xenophcn  once  led  that  fam'd  retreat, 

Which  firft  the  Afun  empire  overthrew, 
xciv. 
The  foe  approach'd  ;  and  one  for  his  boKi  fin 

Was  funk;  as  he  that  touch'd  the  ark  was  flain: 
The  wild  waves  mafler'd  him  and  fuck'd  him  in, 

And  fmiling  eddies  dimpled  on  the  main, 
xcv. 
This  feen,  the  reft  at  awful  diftance  flood  : 

As  if  they  had  been  there  as  ftrvauts  fet 
To  ftay,  or  to  go  on,  as  he  thought  good, 

And  not  purfue  but  wait  on  his  retreat. 

XCVi. 

S)  Libyan  huntfmen,  on  Ibme  fandy  plain, 
From  fiiady  covens  rouz'd,  the  Hon  chace  : 

"I'he  kingly  heart  r(;ars  out  with  loud  difdain. 
And  flowly  n.Oves,  unknowing  to  give  place, 

XCVII. 

But  if  fomc  one  approach  to  dare  his  force. 

He  f\\  ings  his  tail,  and  fwifily  turns  him  round  ; 

With  one  paw  ftizes  on  his  trembling  horfe. 
And  with  the  other  tears  him  to  the  ground, 

XCVIII. 

Amidfl  thefe  toils  fucceeds  the  balmy  night ; 

Now  hiffing  waters  the  quench'd  guns  reftore  ; 
And  weary  waves  withdrav.'ing  from  the  tight. 

Lie  luird  and  panting  on  the  fiki.t  faoie. 


The  moon  fhone  clear  on  the  becalmed  flood. 

Where, while  her  beams  like  glittering  filver  play, 
Upon  the  deck  our  careful  general  flood, 

And  deeply  mus'd  on  the  fucceeding  day. 
c. 
That  happy  fun,  faid  he,  will  rife  again, 

Who  twice  vicflorious  did  our  navy  fee  : 
And  I  alone  mufl:  view  him  rife  in  vain. 

Without  one  ray  of  all  his  ftar  for  me, 

CI. 

Yet  like  an  Engllfh  general  will  I  die. 

And  all  the  ocean  make  my  fpaciou";  grave  : 
Women  and  cowards  on  the  land  may  lie  ; 

The  fea's  a  tomb  that's  proper  for  the  brave. 
cii. 
Refllefs  he  pafs'd  the  remnant  of  the  night, 

TilHhe  frefh  air  proclaim'd  the  morning  nigh  : 
And  burning  fliip;,  the  martyrs  of  the  fight. 

With  paler  fires  behold  the  ealtern  Iky. 
cm. 
But  now,  his  ftores  of  ammunition  fpent, 

His  naked  valour  is  his  only  guard  : 
Rare  thunders  are  from  his  dumb  cannot  fent, 

And  folitary  guns  are  fcarcoly  heard. 

CIV. 

Thus  far  had  fortune  power,  he  forc'd  to  flay, 

Nor  longer  duri^  with  virtue  be  at  flrife  ; 
This  is  a  ranfom  Albenuirle  did  pay. 

For  all  the  glories  of  lb  great  a  life, 
cv. 
For  now  brave  Rupert  from  afar  appears, 

Whofe  waving  flreamers  the  glad  general  knows; 
With  full-fpread  fails  his  eager  navy  fteeis, 

And  every  fiiip  in  fwift  proportion  grows, 
cvi. 
The  anxious  jirincc  had  heard  the  cannon  long. 

And  from  that  length  of  time  dire  omens  drew 
Of  Englifh  overmatcli'd,  and  Dutch  too  ftrong, 

Wlio  never  fought  three  days,  but  to  purfue, 
evil. 
Then,  as  an  eagle,  who  vvith  •plow  care 

Was  beating  widely  on  the  wing  for  prey. 
To  lier  now  iilent  eiry  does  repair, 

And  finds  her  callow  infants  forc'd  avi'ay  : 

cviii. 

Stung  with  her  lore,  Ihe  ftoops  npon  the  plain, 

■"I'he  broken  air  loud  whiflling  as  flie  flies  : 
She  flops  and  liflens,  and  fhoots  forth  again, 

v\.nd  guides  her  pinions  by  her  young  cuts  cries. 
cix. 
With  futh  kind  paffion  hafl;ss  the  prince  to  fight. 

And  fpreads  his  flying  canvafs  to  the  found  : 
Him,  whom  no  danger  were  he  there  could  friglu, 

Now  abfcnt  every  little  noife  can  wound, 
ex. 
As  in  a  drought  the  thirfl;y  creatures  cr)', 

And  gape  upon  the  gather 'd  clouds  ior  rain  ; 
And  firft  the  martlet  meet^s  it  in  the  fky. 

And  with  w  et  wings  joys  all  the  feather'd  train  : 

CXI. 

With  fuch  glad  hearts  did  cur  defpaiiiug  men 
Salute  th'  appearance  of  the  priiice's  fleet  •, 

And  each  ainhitioufly  would  claim  the  ken. 
That  v.ith  firfl  eyes  did  diftant  fdfcty  meet, 
B  ilij 
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The  Dutch,  who  came  like  greedy  hinds  before. 
To  reap  the  harveft  their  ripe  ears  did  yield, 

Kovv  lock  like  thjfe,  when  rollino;  thundv.'r»  roar. 
And  flieets  of  lightning  blaft  the  ftaiiding  field. 

CXIII. 

Full  in  the  prince's  paflage,  hills  of  fand. 
And  danj^eioits  flats  in  fecret  ambufli  lay, 

Wh(;rc  the  falfc  tides  fkim  o'er  the  cover'd  land, 
And  feamen  with  diffembled  depths  betray. 

ex  IV. 

The  wily  Dutch,  who  hke  fall'n  angels  fear'd 

This  new  Mefiiah's  coming,  there  did  wait. 
And  round  the  verge  their  braving  velTels  fteer'd, 

To  tempt  his  courage  with  fu  fair  a  bait. 
cxv. 
But  he  unmov'd  contemns  their  idle  threat, 

Hecure  of  fame  whene'er  he  pleale  to  fight  : 
His  cold  experience  tempers  all  his  heat. 

And  inbred  worth  doth  boafting  valyur  flight. 
cxvi. 
Heroic  virtue  did  his  adlions  guide, 

And  the  fubflance  not  th'  appearance  chofe  : 
To  refcue  one  fuch  friend  he  took  more  pride. 

Than  to  deflroy  whole  thoufands  of  fuch  foes, 
cxvii. 
But  when  approach'd,  in  flricft  embraces  bound, 

Rupert  and  Albemarle  together  grow  : 
He  joys  to  have  his  friend  in  fafety  found. 

Which  he  to  none  but  to  that  friend  would  ovv'C. 
cxviii. 
The  cheerful  foldiers,  wirh  new  ftores  fiipply'd, 

Now  long  to  execute  their  I'pleenful  will ; 
And,  in  revenge  for  thdfe  three  days  they  try'd, 

Wilh  one,  like  Jofhua's,  when  the  fun  Rood  Hill. 

ex  IX. 

Thus  reinforc'd,  againft  the  adverfe  fleet. 

Still  doubling  ours,  brave  Ruj^ert  leads  the  way: 
With  the  firfl  bhifhes  of  the  morn  they  meet, 
And  bring  night  back  upon  the  new-born  day. 
cxx. 
Hi^  prefence  foon  blows  up  the  kindling  fight. 

And  his  loud  guns  fpcak  thick  like  angry  men  : 
It  fccm'd  as  flanghter  had  been  breath'd  all  night, 
And  death  new  pointed  his  dull  dare  again, 
cxxi. 
The  Dutch  too  well  his  mighty  condii<5l  knew, 

■nd  matchlels  courage,  lince  the  former  fight  : 
Whnfe  navy  like  a  ftilT-flreich'd  cord  did  fhew, 
Till  he  bore  in  and  bent  tlitiu  into  flight, 
cxxii. 
Tlie  wind  he  (hare",  wliile  half  their  fieet  offends 

Hi'!  oi  cii  fidr,  and  high  above  him  fliows  : 
Uj  on  the  relt  at  ])lcafure  he  defccnd-;. 

And  doubly  harm'd  he  double  harms  beflows. 
cxxiii. 
Behind  the  general  mends  his  weary  pace. 

And  Inlii-nly  to  hi';  revenge  he  fails  ; 
So  glide  I'ouic  trodden  lerptut  on  the  graf^^. 
And  long  behind  ids  wiundcd  volume  trails, 
cxx  IV. 
Th'  increafing  found  is  borne  to  citJicr  fhore. 

And  for  their  ftakcs  the  throwing  nations  fear: 
'J'htir  piffinns  doub'e  with  the  cann.ms  rour, 
And  with  warm  wiflits  each  man  combatb  thciC 


Ply'd  thick  and  clofe  as  when  the  fight  begu«, 

Their  huge  unweildy  navy  wafles  away  : 
So  ficken  waneing  moons  too  near  the  fun. 

And  blunt  their  crefcents  on  the  edge  of  day. 
cxxvt. 
And  now  reduc'd  on  equal  terms  to  fight. 

Their  fhips  like  wafted  patrimonie>  fhow ; 
Where  the  thin  Scattering  trees  admit  the  light, 

And  fhun  each  other's  fhadows  as  they  grow. 

CXXVIl. 

The  warlike  prince  had  fever'd  from  the  reft 

Two  giant  (hips,  the  pride  of  all  the  main  ; 
Which  with  his  one  fo  vigoroufly  he  prefs'd. 
And  flew  fo  home  they  could  not  rife  again, 
cxxvni. 
Already  batter'd,  by  his  lee  they  lay. 

In  vain  upon  the  pafllng  winds  they  call : 
The  paffing  winds  through  their  torn  canvafs  play^ 
And  flagging  fails  on  heartlefs  failors  fall, 
cxxix. 
Their  open'd  fides  receive  a  gloomy  light, 

Dreadful  as  day  let  into  fhades  below  : 
Without  grim  death  rides  barefac'd  in  their  fight, 
And  urges  entering  billows  as  they  flow, 
cxxx. 
When  one  dire  fhot,  the  laft  they  could  fupply, 

Chile  by  the  board  the  prince's  main-maft  bore: 
All  three  now  helplefs  by  each  other  lie. 

And  this  offends  not,  and  thofc  fear  no  more, 
cxxxi. 
So  have  I  feen  fome  fearful  hare  maintain 

A  coarfe,  till  tir'd  before  the  dog  fhe  lay  : 
Who  flretch'd  behind  her  pants  upon  the  plain, 
I'aft;  power  to  kill,  as  fhe  to  get  away. 
cxxxii. 
With  his  loll'd  tongue  he  faintly  licks  hi«  prey; 

His  warm  breath  blows  her  flix  up  as  fhe  lies  ; 
She  trembling  creeps  upon  the  ground  away, 
And  looks  Lack  to  him  with  befceching  eyes, 
cxxxni. 
The  prince  unjuftly  does  his  ftars  accufe. 

Which  hinder'd  him  to  pufh  his  fortune  on ; 
For  what  they  to  his  courage  did  rcfufe. 
By  mortal  valour  ncvc-r  mud  be  done. 
cxxxiv. 
This  lucky  hour  the  wife  Batavian  takes. 

And  warns  his  tatter'd  fleet  to  follow  home : 
Pre  ud  to  have  fo  got  off  with  equal  Uakes, 
VS'hcre  'twas  a  triumph  not  to  be  o'crcome. 
cxxxv. 
The  general's  force  as  kept  alive  by  fight, 
N')w  not  oppos'd  no  longer  can  purfuc  : 
Lalling  till  heaven  had  done  his  courage  right; 
When  he  had  conquer'd  he  his  weaknefs  knew, 
cxxxvi. 
He  cafls  a  frown  on  the  departing  foe. 

And  fighs  to  fee  him  quit  the  watery  field; 
His  lUn:  fix'd  cye>  no  fatisfaifli'in  (h.iw, 

For  all  the  glories  vi'hich  the  fight  did  yield. 

CXXX.V11. 

Thotigh  as  when  fiends  did  miracles  avow. 

He  ftands  conMs'd  cv'n  hy  the  boaftful  Dutch  : 

He  only  cloes  his  coiiqui  I*  elilavow. 
And  thinks  too  little  what  they  found  too  much. 
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cxxxvm. 
Return'd,  he  with  the  fleet  refolv'd  to  Hay ; 

No  tender  thoughts  of  home  his  heart  divide  ; 
Domeftic  joys  and  cares  he  puts  away  ;        [guide. 

For  realms  are  houfliolds  which  the  great  muft 
cxxxix. 
As  thofe  who  unripe  veins  in  mines  explore, 

On  the  rich  bed  again  the  warm  turf  lay, 
Till  time  digefts  the  yet  imperfedl  ore, 

And  know  it  will  be  gold  another  day ; 

CXL. 

So  looks  our  monarch  on  this  early  fight, 
Th'  eflay  and  rudiments  of  g.  eat  fuccefs : 

Which  all-maturing  time  muft  bring  to  light, 
While  he  like  heaven  does  each  day's  labour  blefs. 

CXLI. 

Heaven  ended  not  the  firft  or  fecond  day, 
Yet  each  was  perfecft  to  the  work  defign'd : 

God  and  kings  work,  when  they  their  work  furvey, 
A  paffive  aptnefs  in  all  fubjedls  find. 

CXLII. 

In  burden'd  veffels  firft  with  fpeedy  care. 
His  plenteous  ftores  do  feafon'd  timber  fend  : 

Thither  the  brawny  carpenters  repair, 

And  as  the  furgeons  of  maim'd  ftiips  attend. 

CXLIIt. 

With  cord  and  canvafs  from  rich  Hamburgh  fent, 
His  navy's  molted  wings  he  imps  once  more  : 

Tall  Norway  fir,  their  mafts  in  battle  fpent,  [ftore. 
And  Englifti  oak,  fprung  leaks  and  planks,  re- 

CXLIV. 

All  hands  employ 'd  the  royal  work  grows  warm  : 
Like  labouring  bees  on  a  long  fummer's  day. 

Some  found  the  trumpet  for  the  reft  to  fwarni, 
And  fome  on  bells  of  tafted  lilies  play. 

CXLV. 

With  glewy  wax  fome  new  foundations  lay 

^  Of  virgin-combs  which  from  the  roof  are  hung  : 
Some  arm'd  within  doors  upon  duty  ftay, 
Or  tend  the  fick,  or  educate  the  young. 

CXLVI. 

So  here  fome  pick  out  bullets  from  the  fides,  [rift: 
Some  drive  old  okum   through  each  feam  and 

Their  left  hand  does  the  calking  iron  guide. 
The  rattling  mallet  with  the  right  they  lift. 

CXLVII. 

With  boiling  pitch  another  near  at  hand. 

From  friendly  Sweden  brought,thefeamsinftops: 

Which,  well  paid  o'er.the  fait  fea  waves  withftand, 
And  fhakes  them  from  the  rifing  beak  it  drops. 

CXLVIII. 

Some  the  gall'd  ropes  with  dawby  marline  bind. 
Or  I'ear-cloth  mafts  with  ftr.ng  tarpawling  coats: 

To  try  new  flirouds  one  mounts  into  the  wind, 
And  one  beluw  their  eafe  or  ftiffnefs  notes. 

CXLIX. 

Our  careful  monarch  ftands  in  perfon  by, 
His  new-caft  cannons  firmn.^is  to  explore  : 

The  ftrength  of  bi(<--corn'il  pov/der  loves  to  try, 
And  ball  and  cartride  forts  for  every  bore. 

CL. 

Each  day  brings  frefh  fupplies  of  arms  and  men, 
And  fhips  which  all  lalt  wintci  were  abroad  ; 

And  ftich  as  fitted  fince  the  fight  had  been, 
Or  new  from  flocks,  were  faU'n  into  the  road. 


The  goodly  London  in  her  gallant  trim. 

The  Phoenix,  daughter  of  the  vanilh'd  old. 
Like  a  rich  bride  does  to  the  ocean  fwim. 

And  on  her  (hadow  rides  in  floating  gold, 
cm. 
Her  flag  aloft  fpread  ruffling  to  the  wind, 

And  fanguine  ftreamers  feem  the  flood  to  fire  : 
The  weaver,  charm'd  with  what  his  loom  defign'd. 

Goes  on  to  fea,  and  knows  not  to  retire. 

CLIII. 

With  roomy  decks,  her  guns  of  mighty  ftrength, 
Whofe  low-laid  mouths  each  mounting  billov? 
laves : 

Deep  in  her  draught,  and  warlike  in  her  length, 
She  feems  a  fea-wafp  flying  on  the  waves. 

CLIV. 

This  martial  prefent,  pioufly  defign'^d. 

The  loyal  city  give  their  beft-lov'd  king  : 

And  with  a  bounty  ample  as  the  wind, 

Built,  fitted,  and  maintain'd,  to  aid  him  bring. 

CLV. 

By  viewing  nature,  nature's  handmaid,  art 

Makes  mighty  things  from  fmall  beginnings 
grow  : 

Thus  fifties  firft  to  fliipping  did  impart, 

Their  tail  the  rudder,  and  their  head  the  prow. 

CLVI.  '  ■ 

Some  log  perhaps  upon  the  waters  fwam. 
An  ufelefs  drift,  which  rudely  cut  within, 

And  hollow'd  firft  a  floating  trough  became. 
And  crofs  fome  rivulet  pafl'age  did  bei^in. 

CLVII. 

In  fhipping  fuch  as  this,  the  Irifli  kern, 

And  untaught  Indian  on  the  ftream  did  glide  ; 
Ere    ftiarp-keel'd    boats   to    ftem   the   flood   did 
learn. 

Or  fin-like  oars  did  fpread  from  either  fide. 
cLvm. 
Add  but  a  fail,  and  Saturn  fo  appear'd, 

When  from  loft  empire  he  to  exile  went, 
And  with  the  golden  age  to  Tyber  fteer'd. 

Where  coin  and  commerce  firft  he  did  invent. 

CLIX. 

Rude  as  their  Ihips  was  navigation  then ; 

No  ufcful  compafh  or  meridian  known ; 
Coafting,  they  kept  the  land  within  their  ken, 

And  knew  no  North  but  when  the  Pole-ftac 
ftione. 

CLX. 

Of  all  who  fince  have  r.s'd  the  open  fea, 

1  ban   the  bold  Englifti  none  more  fame  have 
won  : 

Beyond  the  year,  and  out  of  heaven's  high  way. 
They  make  difcoveries  where  they  fee  no  fun, 

CLXI. 

But  what  fo  long  in  vain,  and  yet  unknown, 
By  poor  mankind's  benighted  wit  is  fought, 

Shall  in  this  age  to  Britain  firft  be  ftiown, 
And  hence  be  to  admiring  nations  taught. 

CLXII. 

The  ebbs  of  tides  and  their  myfterious  flow, 
We,  as  art's  elements,  fiiall  undetft;and. 

And  as  by  line  upon  the  ocean  go, 

Whofc  it^aths  ftiall  be  familiar  as  the  land. 
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cLxiHo 
Tnftruifted  fliips  fhall  fail  to  quick  commerce, 

By  which  renioteft  regions  are  ally'd; 
Which  makes  one  city  of  the  univerfe; 

Where  fome  may  gain,  and  all  may  be  fupply'd. 

CLXIV. 

Then  we  upon  our  globe's  b.ft  verge  (hall  go, 
And  view  the  ocean  leaning  on  the  iky  : 

From  thence  our  rolling  neighbours  we  fliall  know, 
And  on  the  lunar  Vi'orld  fecurely  pry. 

CLXV. 

This  I  foretel  from  your  aufpiclous  care. 

Who  great  in  fearch  of  God  and  nature  grow ; 

Wno  bcl\  your  wife  Creator's  pralfe  declare. 
Since  befl  to  praife  his  works  is  bcft  to  know. 

CLXVl. 

O  truly  royal !  who  behold  the  law 

And  rule  of  beings  in  your  maker's  mind  : 

And  thence,  like  limbecs,  rich  ideas  draw, 
To  fit  the  levcl'd  ufe  of  human-kind. 

CLXVII. 

But  firfl  the  toils  of  war  we  muft  endure, 
r     And  from  th'  injurious  Dutch  redeem  the  feas. 
"War  makes  the  valiant  of  his  right  fecure. 
And  gives  up  fraud  to  be  chaflis'd  w^ith  eafe. 

CLXVITI. 

Already  were  the  Belgians  on  our  coaft, 

Whofe  fleet  more  mighty  every  day  became 

By  late  fuccefs,  which  they  did  falfcly  boaft, 
And  now  by  firfl  appearing  feem'd  to  claim. 

CI.XIX. 

Defigning,  fubtle,  diligent,  and  clofe. 

They  knev/  to  manage  war  with  v/ife  delay  : 

Yet  all  thofe  arts  their  vanity  did  crofs, 

And  by  their  pride  their  prudence  did  betray. 

CLXX. 

Nor  {laid  the  Englifh  long;  but  well  fupply'd, 
Appear  as  numerous  as  th'  inlulting  foe  : 

The  combat  now  by  courage  muft  be  try'd, 
And  the  fuccefs  the  braver  nation  fliow. 

CLXXI. 

There  was  the  Plymouth  fqiadrcn  now  come  in. 

Which  in  the  btiaights  laft  winter  was  abroad  ; 
Which  twice  on  Bilcay's  working  bay  had  been. 

And  on  the  midland  fca  the  French  had  aw'd. 
cLxxn. 
Old  expert  Alien,  loyal  all  along, 

Fani'd  for  his  adlion  on  the  Smyrna  fleet  : 
And  Holmes,  whofe  name  fliall  live  in  epic  fi  ng, 

While  mufic  numbers,  or  while  vetfe  has  fees. 

CI.XXIII. 

Holmes,  'he  Achates  of  the  general's  fight  ; 

Who  lirfl;  bewitch'd  our  eyes  wi:h  Guinea  gold: 
As  once  old  Cato  in  the  Ronian  fight 

The  tempting  fruits  of  Afric  did  unfold, 
ci.xxiv. 
With  him  went  Sprag,  as  bountiful  as  brave, 

Whom  his  high  courage  to  ciininmiid  had  brought ; 
liarman,  who  did  the  twice-fir'd  Harry  lave, 

And  in  his  burning  fliip  urdaunted  fought. 

CLXXV. 

Young  Hollis  on  a  Mufe  by  Mars  begot, 

Lorn,  Cicfar  like,  to  write  and  ad  great  deeds  : 

Impatient  ro  revenge  his  fatal  ihot. 

His  light  hand  dcubly  to  his  left  fuccccds. 


CI.SXVI. 

Thoufands  were  there  in  darker  fame  that  dwcli, 
Whofe  deeds  fome  nobler  poem  fliall  adorn  : 

And  though  to  me  unknovvn,  they  fure  fought  well, 
Whom  Rupert  led,  and  who  were  Britilb  born. 

CLXXVll. 

Of  every  fize  an  hundred  fighting  fail : 
So  vaft  the  navy  now  at  anchor  rides, 

That  underneath  it  the  prelVd  waters  tall, 
And  with  its  weight  it  flioulders  oflTthe  tldef. 

CLXXVIU. 

Now  anchors  weigh'd  the  feamen  fliQUt  fo  flirill. 
That  heaven  and  earth  and  the  wide  ocean  rings  ; 

A  breeze  from  weftward  wairs  their  fails  to  fill, 
And  refls  in  thofe  high  beds  his  downy  wings. 

CLXXIX. 

The  wary  Dutch  this  gathering  fl:orm  forefaw. 
And  durft  not  bide  it  on  the  Engliih  coaft  : 

Behind  their  treacherous  fliallows  they  withdraw. 
And  there  lay  fnares  to  catch  the  Britifli  hoft. 

CLXXX. 

So  the  falfe  fpider,  when  her  nets  are  fpread, 
Deep  auibufli'd  in  her  filent  den  does  lie  : 

And  feels  far  cfl  the  trembling  of  her  thread, 
Whofe  filmy  cord  fliould  bind  the  llruggling  fly. 

CLXXXI. 

Then  if  at  laft  flie  find  him  fad  befet. 

She  iflues  forth  and  runs  along  her  loom  : 

She  joys  to  touch  the  captive  in  her  net, 

And  drags  the  little  wretch  in  triumph  home. 

CLXXXII. 

The  Belgians  hop'd  that,  with  difurder'd  hade. 
Our  deep-cut  keels  upon  the  fands  might  run  ; 

Or  if  v»i;h  caution  leifurcly  were  paft.  [i-ne. 

Their  numerous  grofs  might  charge  us  one  by 

'  CLXXXllI. 

But  with  a  fore-wind  pufliing  them  above. 

And  fwelling  tide  that  hcav'd  them  from  below. 

O'er  the  blind  flats  our  warlike  I'quadrons  move. 
And  with  fpread  fails  to  welcome  battle  go. 

CLXXXIV. 

It  feem'd  as  there  tlie  Britifli  Neptune  flood, 
With  all  his  hofts  of  waters  at  command. 

Beneath  them  to  iubmit  th'oflicious  flo^d  ; 
And  witii  Ilia  trident  fliov'd  them  oiTthe  faad. 

CLXXXV. 

To  the  pale  foes  they  fuddenly  draw  near, 
And  fummon  them  to  unexpciSlcd  fight  : 

They  ftart  like  murderers  when  ghofls  ajipear. 
And  draw  theit  curtains  in  the  dead  of  nighr. 

CLXXXVI. 

Nrw  van  to  van  the  fi  remofl  fqutdrons  meet, 
The  miJmoll  battles  hafteuing  up  behin^l  : 

Who  view  far  off  the  florm  of  falling  fleet, 
And  hear  their  thunder  rattling  in  the  wind, 

CLXXXVII. 

At  length  the  adverfe  admirals  appear : 

The  two  bold  champiors  of  eacli  country's  riglu ; 

Their  eyes  delcribe  the  lills  as  they  come  near. 
And  driiw  the  lines  of  deatli  beicrc  tl'.cy  fight. 

Cl.XXXVIU, 

The  diflance  judg'd  for  fliot  of  every  fine, 

The  linflocs  t.  uch,  the  pondercus  ball  expire?  ; 

The  vigorous  feaman  every  p;Tt-ho!es  plies. 
And  adds  his  heart  to  every  gun  he  lircal 
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CLXXXIX. 

Fierce  was  the  fight  on  the  proud  Belgians  fide, 

For  honour,  which  they  ftldom  fou_e;ht  before  : 
But  now  they  by  their  own  vain  boalls  were  ty'd, 

And  forc'd  at  leaft  in  fhew  to  prize  it  more, 
cxc. 
But  fliarp  remembrance  on  the  Englifh  part, 

And  fhame  of  being  match  d  by  fuch  a  foe, 
Ronze  confcious  virtue  up  in  every  heart. 

And  feeming  to  be  flrorger  makes  them  fo. 
cxc  I. 
Nor  Inng  the  Belgians  could  that  fleet  fuflain, 

Which  did  two  generals'  fates,  and  Csefar'sbear 
Each  feveral  fhip  a  vi<5lory  did  gain. 

As  Rupert  or  as  Albemarle  were  there, 
cxcii. 
Their  batter'd  admiral  too  foon  wiihdrew, 

Unthank'd  by  ours  for  his  ur.5nifh'd  fight  : 
But  he  the  minds  of  his  Dutch  mafters  knew. 

Who  call'd  thatprovidencewhichwccali'dfllght. 

CXCIII. 

Never  did  men  more  joyfully  obey. 
Or  fooner  undenlio.d  the  fign  to  fly  : 

With  fuch  alacrity  thty  bore  away, 

As  if,  to  praife  theai,  all  the  btates  flood  by, 

CXCIV. 

O  famous  leader  of  the  Belgian  fleet, 

Thy  monument  infcrib'd  fuch  praife  fhall  wear, 
As  Varro  timely  flying  once  did  meet, 

Beczufe  he  did  not  of  his  Rome  defpair. 
txcv. 
Beheld  that  navy,  which  a  while  before 

Frovok'd  the  tardy  Englifh  clofc  to  fight ; 
Now  draw  their  beaten  vcfTels  clofe  to  fiiore. 

As  larki  lie  dar'd  to  fhun  the  hobbies  flight, 
cxcv,. 
Whoe'er  would  Englifh  monuments  furvey. 

In  oiher  records  may  our  courage  know  : 
But  let  them  hide  the  llory  of  thi=  day, 

Whofe  fame  was  blemiih'd  by  too  bafe  a  foe. 

CXCVII. 

Or  if  too  bufily  they  will  inquire 

Into  a  vi<fL0iy,  which  we  dif.lain  ; 
T  hen  let  them  I:now  the  Belgians  did  retire 

Befcre  the  patron  faint  of  injur'd  Spain. 

CXCVllI. 

Repenting  England  thii  revengeful  dpy 
To  Pliilip'b  manes  did  an  offering  bring  : 

England,  widchfirO,  by  leading  them  aftray, 
Hatch'd  up  rebellion  to  deftny  her  king. 

CXCIX. 

Our  fathers  bent  their  baneful  induftry, 

To  check  a  monarchy  that  flowly  grew  ; 
But  did  not  France  or  Holiaud'i  fate  forefee, 

Whcfe  rifing  power  to  fvvift  dominion  flew, 
cc. 
In  fortune's  empire  blindly  thus  we  go, 

And  wander  after  pathlefs  def^.iny  ; 
Whole  dark  reforts  flnce  prudence  cannot  know, 

In  vain  it  would  provide  for  what  fliall  be. 
cci. 
But  whate'er  Englifh  to  the  blefs'd  fliall  go, 

And  the  fourth  Harry  or  firft  Orange  meet; 
Find  him  difowning  of  a  Bourbon  foe. 

And  him  de'.efiuig  a  Eatavian  fleet. 


Now  on  their  coafls  our  conquering  navy  rides. 
Waylays  their  merchants,  and  their  land  befets; 

Each  day  new  wealth  without  their  care  provides; 
They  lie  afleep  with  prizes  in  their  nets. 

CCIII. 

So  clofe  behind  fome  promontory  lie 

The  huge  leviathans  t'  attend  their  prey ; 
And  give  no  chace,  but  fwallow  in  the  fry    [-way. 

Which  through  their  gaping  jaws  miftake  the 
cciv. 
Nor  was  this  all  :  in  ports  and  roads  remote, 

Dcftructive  fires  among  whole  fleets  we  fend  ; 
Triumphant  flames  upon  the  water  float, 

And  out-bound  fhips  at  home  their  voyage  end. 
ccv. 
Thofe  various  fquadrons  varioufly  defign'd. 

Each  veffel  freighted  with  a  feveral  load. 
Each  fquadron  waiting  for  a  feveral  wind. 

All  find  but  one,  to  burn  them  in  the  road, 
ccvi. 
Some  bound  for  Guinea  golden  fand  to  find, 

Bore  all  the  gauds  the  fimplc  natives  wear  : 
Some  for  the  pride  of  Turkifh  courts  defign'd, 

for  folded  turbants  finefl  Holland  bear, 
ccvii. 
Some  Englifli  wool  vex'd  in  a  Belgian  loom, 

And  into  cloth  of  fpungy  Ibftnefs  made, 
Did  into  France  or  colder  Denmark  doom. 

To  ruin  with  worfe  ware  our  flaple  trade.    - 
ccvm. 
Our  greedy  feamen  rummage  every  hold. 

Smile  on  the  booty  of  each  wealthier  chefl ; 
And  as  the  priefl;s  who  with  their  gods  make  bold, 

'lake  what  they  like, and  facrificc  the  reft. 
ccix. 
But  ah  !  how  infincere  are  all  our  joys !        [flay  J 

Which,  fcnt  from  heaven,  like  lightning  make  no 
Their  palling  tafte  the  journey's  length  deftroys, 

Or  gtief  lent  pofl  o'trtakes  them  on  the  way. 

ccx. 

Swell'd  with  our  late  fuccefles  on  the  foe,    [croA, 

\\'IiiLh  France  and   Holland  wanted  power  to 
We  urge  an  unfeen  fate  to  lay  us  low, 

And  feed  their  envious  eyes  with  Ecglifli  lofs. 
ccxi. 
Each  element  his  dread  command  obeys. 

Who  makes  or  ruins  with  a  fmile  or  frown  ; 
Who,  as  by  one  he  did  our  nation  raife. 

So  now  he  with  another  pulls  us  down. 

CCXII. 

Yet,  London,  emprcfs  of  the  northern  clime, 
By  an  high  fate  thcu  greatly  didft  expire ; 

Great  as  tlie  world's,  which,  at  the  death  of  time, 
Aiufl  fail,  and  rife  a  nobler  frame  by  fire. 

CCXIII. 

As  when  fome  dire  ufurper  hea%-cn  provides, 

To  Iccurge  his  country  with  a  lawlefs  fway  ; 
His  birth,  perhaps,  fome  petty  village  hides, 

And  fets  his  cradle  out  of  fortune's  way. 
cexiv. 
Till,  fully  ripe,  his  fwelling  fate  breaks  our, 

Arid  hurries  him  to  mighty  milchiefs  on  : 
His  prince,  fuipriz'd  at  firlt,  no  ill  could  doubt, 

And  wants  the  power  to  meet  it  w  hen  'tis  known. 
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Such  was  the  rife  of  this  prodigious  fire, 

Which  in  mean  buildings  firft  obfcurely  bred, 
From  thence  did  foon  to  open  flreets  afpire, 

And  ftraight  to  palaces  and  temples  Ipread. 
ccxvi. 
The  diligence  of  trades  and  noifeful  gain. 

And  luxury  more  late,  afieep  were  laid  : 
All  was  the  night's ;  and  in  her  filent  reign 

No  found  the  rell  of  nature  did  invade, 
ccxvn. 
In  this  deep  quiet,  from  what  fource  unknown, 

Thofe  feeds  of  fire  their  fatal  birth  difclofe ; 
And  firft  few  fcattering  fparks  about  were  blown, 

Big  with  the  flames  that  to  our  ruin  rofc. 

CCSVllI. 

Then  in  fome  dofe-pent  room  it  crept  along, 

And  fmoiildering  as  it  went,  in  filence  fed  ; 
Till  th'  infant  monfler,  with  devouring  ftrong, 

Walk'd  boldly  upright,  with  exalted  head, 
ccxix. 
How  like  fome  rich  and  mighty  murderer, 

Too  great  for  prifon,  which  he  breaks  with  gold; 
Who  freflier  for  new  ir.ifchiefs  does  appear. 

And  dares  the  world  to  tax  him  with  the  old  : 
ccxx. 
So  'fcapcs  th'  infulting  fire  his  narrow  jail, 

And  makes  fmall  outlets  into  open  air : 
There  the  fierce  winds  his  tender  force  afiail, 

And  beat  him  downward  to  his  firfl  repair. 
ccxxi. 
The  winds  like  crafty  courtezans  with-held 

His  flames   from  burning,  but    to  blow  them 
And  evtry  frelh  attempt  he  is  repell'd        [more  : 

With  faint  denials  weaker  than  before, 
ccxxii. 
And  now  no  longer  letted  of  his  prey, 

He  leaps  up  at  it  with  enrag'd  defire  : 
O'erlooks  the  neighbours  with  a  wide  furvey. 

And  nods  at  every  houfc  his  threatening  fire, 
ctxxni. 
The  ghofts  of  traitors  from  the  bridge  defcend, 

With  bold  fanatic  fpedres  to  rejoice  : 
About  the  fire  into  a  dance  they  bend. 

And  fing  their  fabbath  notes  with  feeble  voice. 
ccxxiv. 
©ur  guardian  angel  faw  them  where  they  fate 

Above  the  palace  of  eur  flumbciing  king  : 
He  figh'd,  abandoiiirg  his  charge  to  late. 

And  drooping,  oft  look'd  back  upon  the  wing, 
ccxxv. 
At  length  the  crackling  ncife  and  dreadful  blaze 

Cali'd  up  fome  waking  lover  to  the  fight ; 
And  long  it  was  e'er  he  the  reft  could  raii'c, 

Whofc  heavy  eye-lids  yet  were  full  of  night. 
ccxxvi. 
The  next  to  danger,  hot  purfued  by  fate, 

Half-cloath'd,  lialf-naked,  haftily  retire  : 
And  frighted  mothers  flrike  their  breads  too  late, 

for  hclplefs  ii.fants  left  ainidft  the  fire. 
ccxxv  11. 
Their  cries  foon  waken  all  the  dwellers  near ; 

Now  murmuring  noifes  life  in  every  ftreet : 
T)»cmoie  lemotc  run  ftunibling  with  tlitir  fear, 

Ai.d  in  the  dark  mm  juUk  as  they  meet. 


CCXXVIII. 

So  weary  bees  in  little  cells  rcpofe  ; 

But  if  night-robbers  lift  the  well-flor'd  hive, 
An  humming  through  their  waxen  city  grows. 

And  out  upon  each  other's  wings  they  drive. 

ccxxix. 

Now  ftreets  grow  throng'd  and  bufy  as  by  day  : 

Some  run  for  buckets  to  the  hallow'd  quire : 
Some  cut  the  pipes,  and  fome  the  engines  play  : 

And   fome   more  bold  mount   ladders   to  the 
fire. 

ccxxx. 
In  vain  :  for  from  the  eaft  a  Belgian  wind 
His  hoftile  breath  through  the  dry  rafters  fent ; 
The  flames  impell'd  foon  left  their  foes  behind, 

And  forward  with  a  wanton  fury  went, 
ccxxxi. 
A  key  of  fire  ran  all  along  the  fliore, 

And  lighten'd  all  the  river  with  a  blaze  : 
The  waken'd  tides  began  again  to  roar, 

And  wondering  fifli  in  fliining  waters  gaze. 

CCXXXII. 

Old  father  Thames  rais'd  up  his  reverend  head. 

But  fear'd  the  fate  of  Simois  would  return  :     J 
Deep  in  his  ooze  he  fought  his  fedgy  bed, 
And  flirunk  his  waters  back  unto  his  urn. 
ccxxxm. 
The  fire,  mean  time,  walks  in  a  broader  grofs; 

To  either  hand  his  wings  he  opens  wide  : 
He   wades   the   ftreets,   and  ftraight   he  reached 
crofs. 
And  plays  his  longing  flames  on  th'  other  fide. 
ccxxxiv. 
At  firft  they  warm,  then  fcorch,  and  then  they 
take; 
Now  with  long  necks  from  fide  to  fide  they 
feed: 
At   length   grown  ftrong  their  mother-fire  for- 
fakc, 
And  a  new  colony  of  flames  fucceed. 
ccxxxv. 
To  every  nobler  portion  of  the  town 

The  curling  billows  roll  their  reftlefs  tide  : 
In  parties  now  they  ftraggle  up  and  down, 
As  armies  unoppos'd  for  prey  divide, 
ccxxxvi. 
One  mighty  fquadron  with  a  fide-wind  fpcd, 

Through  n;irrov/  lanes  his  cumber'd   fire  doe» 

By  powerful  charms  of-gold  and  filver  led,  [hafte. 

The  Lombard  bankers  and  the  Change  to  wafte. 

CCXXXVI  I. 

Another  backward  to  the  Tower  would  go, 
And  flowly  cats  his  w.\y  againft  the  wind  : 

But  the  main  body  of  the  marching  foe 
Againft  th'  imperial  pilacc  is  defign'd, 

CCXXXVllI. 

Now  day  appears,  and  with  the  day  the  king, 

Whofe  early  care  had  robb'd  him  of  his  reft  : 
Far  of  the  cracks  of  falling  houfcs  ring, 

And  Ihrieks  of  fubjcAs  pierce  his  tender  breaft. 
ccxxxix. 
Near  as  he  drav^'s,  thick  harbingers  of  fniokc 

With  gloomy  pillars  cover  ail  the  place  ; 
Whofe  little  intervals  of  night  are  broke 

By  Iparks,  that  drive  againft  his  facred  face. 
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More   than   his  guards  his  forrows  made  him 
known, 
And  pious  tears,  which  down  his  cheeks  did 
fhower  : 
The  wretched  in  his  grief  forgot  their  own ; 
So  much  the  pity  of  a  king  has  power. 

CCSLI. 

He  wept  tlie  flames  of  what  he  lov'd  fo  well. 
And  what  fo  well  had  merited  his  love  : 

For  never  prince  in  grace  did  more  excel, 
Or  royal  city  more  in  duty  ftrove. 

CCXLIl. 

Nor  with  an  idle  care  did  he  behold  : 
Subjeifts  may  grieve,  but  monarchs  muft  redrefs  ; 
He  chears  the  fearful,  and  commends  the  bold, 
And  makes  defpairers  hope  ior  good  fuccefs. 

CCXLIII. 

Himfelf  diretfts  what  firft  is  to  be  done, 

And  orders  all  the  fuccours  which  they  bring  : 

The  helpful  and  the  good  about  him  run, 
And  form  an  army  worthy  fiich  a  king. 

CCXLIV. 

He  fees  the  dire  contagion  fpread  fo  faft, 
That  where  it  feizes  all  relief  is  vain  : 

And  therefore  muft  unwillingly  lay  wafle 

That  country,  which  would  elfe  the  foe  maintain 

CCXLV. 

The  powder  blows  up  all  before  the  fire  : 

Th'  amazed  flames  ftands  gather'd  on  a  heap  ; 

And  from  the  precipice's  brink  retire. 
Afraid  to  venture  on  fo  large  a  leap. 

CCXLVI. 

Thus  fighting  fires  a  v/hile  themfelves  confume, 
But  ftraight  like  Turks  forc'd  on  to  win  or  die, 

They  firfb  lay  tender  bridges  of  their  fume. 
And  o'er  the  breach  in  uncSious  vapours  fly. 

CCXLVII, 

Part  flay  for  paffage,  till  a  gufl  of  wind 
Ships  o'er  their  forces  in  a  fhining  Iheet : 

Part  creeping  under  ground  their  journey  blind, 
And  climbing  from  below  their  fellows  meet. 

CCXLVIII. 

Thus  to  fome  defert  plain,  or  old  wood-fide. 
Dire  night-hags  come  from  far  to  dance  their 
round  ; 

And  o'er  broad  rivers  on  their  fields  they  ride, 
Or  fweep  in  clouds  above  the  blafted  ground. 

CCXLIX. 

No  help  avails;  for,  hydra-like,  the  fire 

Lifts  up  his  hundred  heads  to  aim  his  way  : 

And  fcarce  the  wealthy  can  one  half  retire. 
Before  he  rulhes  in  to  Ihare  the  prey. 

COL. 

The  rich  grow  fuppliant,  and  the  poor  grow  proud: 
Thofe  offer  mighty  gain,  and  thefe  afk  more  : 

So  void  of  pity  is  th'  ignoble  crowd. 

When  others  ruin  may  increafe  their  ftore. 

CCLI. 

As  thofe  who  live  by  fliores  with  joy  behold 

Some  wealthy  vclfel  fplit  cr  branded  nigh  ; 
And  from  the  rocks  leap  down  for  fhipwreck'd 

gold, 
And  feek  the  temptfls  which  the  others  fly  : 


CCI.II. 

So  thefe  but  v/ait  the  owners  lafl:  defpair. 
And  what's  permitted  to  the  fla>res  invade; 

Ev'n  from  their  jaws  they  hungry  morfcls  tear. 
And  on  their  backs  the  fpoils  of  Vulcan  lade. 

CCLIII. 

The  days  were  all  in  this  loft  labour  fpent ; 

And  when  the  weary  king  gave  place  to  night, 
His  beams  he  to  his  royaJ  brother  lent. 

And  fo  fhone  ftill  in  his  reflecftive  light. 

CCi.IV. 

Night  came,  but  without  darknefs  or  repofe, 
A  difmal  pifture  of  the  general  doom  : 

Where  fouls  diftradled  when  the  trumpet  blows. 
And  half  unready  with  their  bodies  come. 

CCLV. 

Thofe  who   have  homes,    when  home  they  do 
repair. 

To  a  laft  lodging  call  their  wandring  friends  : 
Their  (hort  uneafy  fleeps  arc  broke  with  care, 

To  lock  how  near  their  own  deftru<ftion  tends, 

CCLVI. 

Thofe^who  have  none,  fit  round  where  once  it  was. 
And  with  full  eyes  each  wonted  room  require  : 

Haunting  the  yet  warm  afhes  of  the  place, 

As  murder'd  men  walk  where  they  did  expire^ 

CCLVII. 

Some  flir  up  coals  and  watch  the  veftal  fire, 
Others  in  vain  from  fight  of  ruin  run  ; 

And  while'through  burning  labyrinths  they  retire. 
With   loathing  eyes   repeat  what  they  would 
ihun, 

CCLVIII. 

The  moft  in  fields  like  herded  beafts  lie  down. 
To  dews  obnoxious  on  the  grafiy  floor ; 

And  while  their  babes  in  fleep  their  forrows  drown. 
Sad  parents  watch  the  remnants  of  their  ftore. 

CCLIX. 

While  by  the  motion  of  the  flames  they  guefs 
What  ftreets  are  burning  now,  and  what  are  near. 
An  infant  viraking  to  the  paps  would  prefs. 
And  meets,  inftead  of  milk,  a  falling  tear. 

CCLX. 

No  thought  can  eafe  them  but  their  fovereign's 

care, 

Whofe  praife  th'  afHi<51:ed  as  their  comfort  fing  : 

Ev'n  thofe,  whom  want  might   drive  to  juft  de-: 

fpairj  ~^_^ 

Think  life  a  blefling  under  fuch  a  king. 

CCLXI. 

Mean  time  he  fadly  fufFers  in  the  grief, 

Outweeps  an  hermit,  and  outprays  afaint: 

All  the  long  night  he  ftudies  their  relief, 

How  they  may  be  fupply'd,  and  he  may  want. 

CCLXII. 

O  God,  faid  he,  thou  patron  of  my  days. 
Guide  of  my  youth  in  exile  and  diftrtfs! 

Who  me  unfriended  brought'ft  by  wondrous  ways. 
The  kingdom  of  my  fathers  to  poffels : 

CCLXIIX. 

Be  thou  my  judge,  with  what  unweary'd  care 
I  fince  have  labour'd  for  my  people's  good  ; 

To  bind  the  bruifes  of  a  civil  war. 

And  ftop  the  ifl'ues  ©f  their  wafting  blood. 
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CCLTtlV. 

Thou  who  had  taught  me  to  forgive  the  ill, 
And  recompcr.ce  as  friends  the  good  milled  ; 

If  mercy  be  a  precept  of  thy  will. 

Return  that  mercy  on  thy  fervaut's  head. 

CCLXV. 

Or  if  my  heedlefs  youth  has  flept  aftray, 

.  Too  foon  fore;etful  of  thy  gracious  hand ; 
On  me  alone  thy  jufl;  difplcafure  lay, 

But  ta^^e   thy  judgments  from  this   mourning 
land. 

CCLXVI. 

We  all  have  finn'd,  and  thou  haft  laid  us  low, 
As  humble  eatth,  from  whence  at  firft  we  came : 

Like  flying  fliadcs  before  the  clouds  we  fliew, 
And  fin-ink  like  parchment  to  confuming  flame. 

CCLWII. 

O  let  it  be  enough  what  thou  haft  done ;     [ftreet. 
When  fpotted  deaths  ran  arm'd  through  every 

With  poifon'd  darts,  which  not  the   good  could 
ftiun. 
The  fpeedy  could  outfly,  or  valiant  meet. 

CCLXVIII. 

The  living  few,  and  frequent  funerals  then, 
Proclaim'd  thy  wrath  on  this  forfaken  place  : 

And  now  thofe  few  who  are  return'd  again. 
Thy   fearching  judgments   to  their  dwellings 
trace. 

CCLSIX. 

O  pafs  not,  Lord,  an  abf  ilute  decree, 
Or  bind  thy  fentence  unconditional : 

But  in  thy  fentence  our  remorfe  forfee. 
And  in  that  forefight  this  thy  doom  recal. 

CCLXX. 

Thy  threatenings,   Lord,  as  thine  thou  may'ft  re- 
But  if  immutable  and  fix'd  they  ftand,    [voke  : 

Continue  ftill  thyfelf  to  give  the  ftroke. 
And  let  not  foreign  foes  opprefs  thy  land. 

CCLXXI. 

Tir  Eternal  heard,  and  from  the  heavenly  quire 
Chofc  out  the  Cherub  with  the  flaming  Iwrrd  ; 

And  bade  him  fwiftly  drive  th'  approaching  fire 
I'rom    where  our  naval  magazines  were  ftor'd, 

CCLXXII. 

The  bleffcd  minifter  his  wings  difplay'd, 
And  like;  a  Ihooting  ftar  he  cleft  the  night : 

He  charg'd  the  flames,  and  thofe  that  difobty'd 
He  lafli'd  to  duty  with  his  fword  of  light. 

CCLXXIII. 

The  fugitive  flames  chatlis'd  went  forth  to  prey 
On  pioua  ftruclurcs  by  cur  fathers  rear'd; 

By  which  to  heaven  they  did  afudl  the  way, 
E'er  faith    in    churchmen   without  works  was 
heard. 

CCLXXIV. 

The  wanting  orphans  faw  with  watery  eye?. 

Their  founders  charity  in  duft  laid  low  ; 
And  fent  to  Clod  their  evcr-anlwcr'd  cries, 

Eor  he  protcdls  the  poor,  who  made  them  fo. 
cci.xxv. 
Nor  could  thy  fabric,  Paul's,  (Icfcnd  thcc  long. 

Though  thou  wcrt  facrcd  to  iliy  Maker's  praifc  : 
Though  made  immortal  by  a  poet's  long ; 

And  poets  fongs  the  Thcbaii  walks  could  raifc. 


CCI.XXVJ. 

The  daring  flames  peep'd  in,  and  faw  from  far 
The  awful  beauties  of  the  facred  quire  : 

Bat,  fince  it  was  prophan'd  by  civil  war, 

Heaven   thought   it  fit  to   have  it   purg'd  by- 
fire, 

CCLXXVII. 

Now  down  the  narrow  ftreets  it  fwiftly  came. 

And  widely  opening  did  on  both  fides  prey  : 
This  benefit  we  fadly  owe  the  flame. 

If  only  ruin  muft  enlarge  our  way. 
ccLxxvni. 
And  now  four  days  the  fun  had  feen  our  woes  : 

Four  nights^  the  moon  beheld  th'  inceifant  fire  ] 
It  fccm'd  as  if  the  ftars  more  fickly  rofe, 

And  farther  from  t'ne  feverifli  north  retire. 

CCLXXIX. 

In  th'  empyread  heaven,  the  blefs'd  abode, 
The  thrones  and  the  dominions  proftrate  lie, 

Not  daring  to  behold  their  angry  God  ; 

And  an  hufh'd  fiience  damps  the  tuneful  Iky. 

CCLXXX. 

At  length  th'  Almighty  caft  a  pitying  eye, 
And  rtiercy  f;iftly  touch'd  his  melting  breaft  : 

He  faw  the  town's  one  half  in  rubbifti  lie, 
And  eager  flames  drive  on  to  ftoim  the  reft. 

CCLXXXI, 

An  hollow  cryftal  pyramid  he  takes, 

In  firmamental  waters  dipt  above  ; 
Of  it  a  broad  extiiiguifher  he  makes, 

And  hoods  the  flames  that  to  their  quarry  drove. 

CCLXXXII. 

The  vanquifli'd  fires  withdraw  froni  every  place. 
Or  full  with  feeding  fink  into  a  fleep  : 

Each  houfehold  genius  fhews  again  his  face, 
And  from  the  healths  the  little  lares  creep. 

CCLXXXIIl. 

Our  king  this  more  than  natural  change  beholds  ; 

With  i'obcr  joy  his  heart  and  eyes  abound  : 
To  the  All-good  his  lifted  hands  he  f(<lds, 

And  thanks  him  low  on  his  redeemed  ground. 

CCLXXSIV. 

As  when    fliarp  frofts  had  long  conftrain  d  the 
earth, 
A  kindly  thaw  unlocks  it  with  cold  rain  ; 
And  firft  the  tender  blade  peeps  up  to  birth. 

And  ftraight  the   green  fields  laugh   with  pro- 
mis'd  grain  r 

cci.xxxv. 
By  fuch  degrees  the  fprcading  gladnefs  grew 

In  every  heart  which  fear  had  froze  before  : 
The  ftanding  ftrccts  with  fo  much  joy  they  view, 
'I'hat  with  lefs  grief  the  pciifli'd  they  deplore. 

CCLXXXVl. 

The  father  of  the  people  open'd  wide 

His  ftores,  and  all  the  poor  with  plenty  fed  : 

Thus  God's  anointed  God's  own  place  fupply'd. 
And  fiU'd  the  empty  with  his  daily  bread. 

CCLXXXVII. 

This  royal  bounty  brought  its  own  reward, 

^uid  in  their  minds  fo  deep  did  print  the  fcnfe; 

That  if  their  ruins  fadly  they  regard, 

'lis  but  with  fear  the   fight  might   drive  hin\ 
thence. 
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cctxxxviu. 
But  Co  may  he  live  long,  that  town  to  fway, 

Which  by  his  aufpice  they  will  nobler  make. 
As  he  will  hatch  their  aihes  by  his  Hay, 

And  not  their  humble  ruins  now  forfake. 

CCLXXXIX. 

They  have  not  lofl  their  loyalty  by  fire  ; 

Nor  is  their  courage  or  their  wealth  fo  low, 
That  from  his  wars  they  poorly  would  retire. 

Or  beg  the  pity  of  a  vanquilh'd  foe. 
ccxc. 
Not  with  more  conftancy  the  Jews,  of  old 

By  Cyrus  from  rewarded  exile  fent, 
Their  royal  city  did  in  dull  behold. 

Or  with  more  vigour  to  rebuild  it  went, 
ccxci. 
The  utmoft  malice  of  the  ftars  is  paft,  [town. 

And  two  dire  comets,  which  have  fcourg'd  the 
In  their  own  plague   and  fire   have  breath'd  the 
laft. 

Or  dimly  in  their  finking  fockets  frown, 

CCXCII. 

Now  frequent  trines  the  happier  lights  among. 
And  high-rais'd  Jove  from  his  dark  prifon  freed, 

Thofe  weights  took  off  that  on  his  planet  hung, 
Will  glorioufly  the  new-laid  work  fucceed. 

CCXCIII. 

Methinks  already  from  this  chemic  flame, 

I  fee  a  city -of  more  precious  mold  ; 
Rich  as  the  town  which  gives  the  Indies  name, 

With  filver  pav'd,  and  all  divine  with  gold, 
ccxciv. 
Already  labouring  with  a  mighty  fate. 

She  {hades  the  rubbiih  from  her  mounting  brow, 
And  feems  to  have  renew'd  her  charter's  date. 

Which  heaven  will  to  the  death  of  time  allow, 
ccxcv. 
More  great  than  human  now,  and  more  auguft. 

Now  deify'd  ftie  from  her  fires  does  rife  : 
Her  widening  flreets  on  new  foundations  truft, 

And  opening  into  larger  parts  Ihe  flies. 
ccxcvi. 
ipefore  flie  like  fome  fliepherdefs  did  fliew, 

■VVho  fat  tQ  bathe  her  by  a  river's  fide ; 


Not  anfwering  to  her  fame,  but  rude  and  low. 

Nor  taught  the  beauteous  arts  of  modern  prides 
CCXCVI  I. 
Now  like  a  maiden  queen  ftie  did  behold, 
From  her  high  turrets  hourly  fuitors  come ; 
The  Eaft  with  incenfe,  and  the  Well  with  gold. 

Will  ftand  like  fuppliants  to  receive  her  doom, 
ccxcviii,  ^ 

The  filver  Thames,  her  own  domeftic  flood,  \ 

Shall  bear  her  veflels  like  a  fweeping  train  i"^~-~-^ 
And  often  wind,  as  of  his  miftrefs  proud,  ^^ 

With  longing  eyes  to  meet  her  face  again, 
ccxcix. 
The  wealthy  Tagus,  and  the  wealthier  Rhine, 

The  glory  of  their  towns  no  more  fliall  boaft. 
And  Seyne,  that  would  with  Belgian  rivers  join. 

Shall  find  her  lufl;re  flain'd,  and  traffic  loft. 

CGC. 

The  venturous  merchant,  who  defign'd  more  far. 

And  touches  on  our  hofpitable  fnore, 
Charm'd  with  the  fplendor  of  this  northern  ftar. 

Shall  here  unlade  him,  and  depart  no  more, 
ccci. 
Our  powerful  navy  fiiall  no  longer  meet. 

The  wealth  of  France  or  Holland  to  invade  : 
The  beauty  of  this  town  without  a  fleet, 

From  all  the  world  fhall  vindicate  her  trade, 
cccii. 
And  while  this  fam'd  emporium  we  prepare. 

The  Britifli  ocean  fliall  fuch  triumph  boaft. 
That  thofe,  who  now  difdain  our  trade  to  fharcj^ 

Shall  rob  like  pirates  on  our  wealthy  coaft. 
ccciii. 
Already  we  have  conquer'd  half  the  war, 

And  the  lefs  dangerous  part  is  left  behind  : 
Our  trouble  now  is  but  to  make  them  dare, 

And  not  fo  great  to  vanquifti  as  to  find, 
ccciv. 
Thus  to  the  eaftern  wealth  through  ftorms  we  go. 

But  now,  the  Cape  once  doubled,  fear  no  more; 
A  conftant  trade-wind  will  fecurely  blow, 

And  gently  lay  us  on  the  fpicy  fliore. 
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How  dull,  and  how  infenfible  a  beaft 

Is  man,  who  yet  would  lord  it  o'er  the  reft ! 

Philofophers  and  poets  vainly  drove 

In  every  age  the  lumpilh  mafs  to  move  : 

But  thofe  were  pedants,  when  compar'd  with  thefe, 

Wh    know  not  only  to  inftiuA,  but  plcafe. 

Poets  alone  found  the  delightful  way, 

Myfterious  morals  gently  to  convey 

In  charming  numbers ;  fo  that  as  men  grew 

Pleas'd  with  their  poems,  they  grew  wifer  too. 

Satire  has  always  (hone  among  the  reft. 

And  is  the  boldeft  way,  if  not  the  bcft. 

To  tell  men  freely  of  their  fouleft  faults  ; 

To  laugh  at  their  vain  deeds,  and  vainer  thoughts. 

In  fafire  too  the  wife  took  different  ways, 

To  each  deferving  its  peculiar  praifc. 

Some  did  all  lolly  with  juft  (harpnefs  blame, 

"Whiift    others    laugh'd,    and   fcorn'd  them    into 

ftianie. 
But  of  thefe  two,  the  laft  fiiccccdcd  bcft. 
As  men  aim  rightcft  wlicn  they  llioot  in  jeft. 
Yet,  if  we  may  prcfumc  to  blame  our  guides, 
And  cenfurc  thofe  who  ccnfure  all  befides, 
In  other  things  they  juftly  are  preferr'd  : 
In  this  alone  methinks  the  ancients  err'd  ; 
Agaiiift  'he  groflcft  follies  they  declaim ; 
Hard  they  purJue,  but  hunt  ignoble  game. 
Notliing  is  caller  than  fuch  blots  to  hit, 
And  'U»  the  talent  of  each  vulgar  wit  : 


Befides  'tis  labour  loft  ;  for  who  would  preach 

Morals  to  Armftrong,  or  dull  Afton  teach  ? 

'Tis  bein^  devout  at  play,  wife  at  a  ball, 

Or  bringing  wit  and  friendftiip  to  Wliitehall. 

But  with  fharp  eyes  thofe  nicer  faults  to  find, 

Which  lie  obfcurcly  in  the  wifeft  mind  ; 

That  little  fpeck  which  all  tiie  reft  dots  fpoil. 

To  wafli  off  that  v.'ould  be  a  noble  toil ;  '    . 

Beyond  the  loofe-writ  libels  of  this  age,  ♦ 

Or  the  forc'd  fcencs  of  our  declining  ftage; 

Above  all  ccnfure  too,  each  little  wit 

Will  be  fo  glad  to  fee  the  greater  hit ; 

Who  judging  better,  though  concern'd  the  nioft, 

Of  fuch  correifli^n  will  have  caufe  to  boaft. 

In  fuch  a  fatire  all  would  feek  a  fliarc, 

And  evcty  fool  will  fancy  he  is  there. 

Old  ftory-tellers  too  muft  pine  and  die, 

To  fee  their  antiquated  wit  laid  by  ; 

I^ike  her,  who  mdsM  her  name  in  a  lampoon. 

And  griev'd  to  find  hcrfelf  decay 'd  fo  foon. 

No  common  coxcomli  muft  be  mention'd  here: 

Not  the  dull  train  of  dancing  fparks  appear  ; 

Nor  fluttering  ofiicers  who  ntvcr  fight  ; 

Of  fuch  a  wretched  rabble  who  would  write  ? 

Much  lefs  half  wits :  that's  more  againft  our  rules; 

For  they  are  fops,  the  other  are  but  fools. 

Who  would  not  be  as  filly  as  Dunbar  ? 

As  dull  as  Monmouth,  rather  than  Sir  Carr  ? 
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The  cunning  courtier  fliould  be  flighted  too, 
Who  with  dull  knavery  makes  fo  much  ado  ; 
Till  the  (hrewd  fool,  by  thriving  too  too  fall, 
Like  ^fop's  fox  becomes  :i  prey  at  laft. 
Nor  fliall  the  royal  miftreffes  be  nam'd, 
Too  ugly,  or  too  eafy,  to  be  blam'd  ; 
With  whom  each  rhyming  fool  keeps  fudi  a  pother. 
They  are  as  common  that  way  as  the  other  : 
Yet  fauntering    Charles,  between    his   beaftly") 
brace,  f 

Meets  with  diflembling  ftill  in  either  place,        T 
AfFedled  humour,  or  a  pain;ed  face.  j 

In  loyal  libels  we  have  often  told  him, 
How  one  has  jilted  him,  the  other  fold  him  : 
How  that  aifedls  to  laugh,  how  this  to  weep ; 
But  who  can  tail  fo  long  as  he  can  fleep  ? 
Was  ever  prince  by  two  at  once  mifled, 
Falfe,  foolifh,  old,  ill-natur'd,  and  ill-bred  ? 
Earnly  and  Aylefbury,  with  all  that  race 
Of  bufy  blockheads,  (hall  have  here  no  place ; 
At  counfel  fet  a?  foils  on  Dorfet's  fcore. 
To  make  that  great  falfe  jewel  fliine  the  more  ; 
Who  all  that  while  was  thought  exceeding  wife, 
Only  for  taking  pains  and  telling  lies. 
But  there's  no  meddling  with  iuch  naufeous  men ; 
Their  very  names  have  tir'd  my  lazy  pen  : 
'Tis  time  to  quit  my  company,  and  choofe 
Some  fitter  fubjedl;  for  a  (harper  mufe. 

Firft,  let's  behold  the  merrieft  man   alive 
Againfl  his  carelefs  genius  vainly  drive  ; 
Quit  his  dear  eale,  fome  deep  defign  to  lay, 
'Gainft  a  fet  time,  and  then  forget  the  day : 
Yet  he  will  laugh  at  his  heft  friends,  and  be 
Juft  as  good  company  as  Nokes  and  Lee. 
But  when  he  aims  at  reafon  or  at  rule, 
He  turns  himfelf  the  bcft  to  ridicule. 
Let  him  at  buCnefs  ne'er  fo  earned  fir. 
Shew  him  but  mirth,  and  bait  that  mirth  with  wit; 
That  ihadow  of  a  jeft  fhall  be  enjoy'd. 
Though  he  left  all  mankind  to  be  deftroy'd. 
So  cat  transform'd  fat  gravely  and  demure. 
Till  mo'jfe  appear'd,   and  thought  himftlf  fecure  ; 
But  foon  the  lady  had  him  in  her  eye. 
And  from  her  friend  did  juft  as  oddly  fly. 
Reaching  above  our  nature  does  no  good  ; 
We  muft  fall  back  to  our  old  flefli  and  blood ; 
As  by  our  little  Machiavel  we  find 
Tnat  nimbleft  creature  of  the  bufy  kind. 
His  limbs  are  crippled,  and  his  body  fhakes;        ") 
Yet  his  hard  mind,  which  all  this  buftie  makes,  > 
No  pity  of  its  poor  companion  takes  j 

What  gravity  can  hold  from  laughing  out. 
To  fee  him  drag  his  feeble  legs  about. 
Like  hounds  ili-coupled  .'  Jovvler  lugs  him  ftill 
Through  hedges,  ditches,   and    through  all  dial's 
Twere  crime  in  any  man  but  him  alone  [ill. 

To  ufe  a  body  fo,  though  'tis  one's  own  : 
Yet  this  falfe  comfort  never  gives  him  o'er; 
That  whilft  he  creeps  his  vigorous  thoughts  can 

foar  ; 
Alas  I  that  foaring,  to  thofe  few  that  know, 
Is  but  a  bufy  groveling  here  below. 
So  men  in  rapture  think  they  mount  the  fky,      ") 
Whilft  on  the  ground  th'  intranced  v»'retches  lie:  > 
So  modern  fups  have  fancy'd  they  would  fly.      J 
Vol.  Vl, 


As  the  new  earl  with  parts  deferving  praife, 
And  wit  enough  to  laugh  at  his  own  v/ays  ; 
Yet  lofes  all  fofc  days  and  fcnfual  nights, 
Kind  nature  checks,  and  kinder  fortune  flights ; 
Striving  againft  his  quiet  all  he  can. 
For  the  fine  notion  of  a  bufy  man. 
And  what  is  that  at  beft,  but  one,  whofe  mind 
Is  made  to  tire  himfelf  and  all  mankind  ? 
For  Ireland  he  would  go ;  faith,  let  him  reign  ; 
For  if  fome  odd  fantaftic  lord  would  fain 
Carry  in  trunks,  and  all  my  drudgery  do, 
I'll  not  only  pay  him,  but  admire  him  too. 
But  is  there  any  other  beaft  that  lives. 
Who  his  own  harm  fo  wittingly  contrives  ? 
Will  any  dog,  that  has  his  teeth  and  ftones, 
Refinedly  leave  his  bitches  and  his  bones. 
To  turn  a  wheel,  and  bark  to  be  employ'd  ? 
While  Venus  is  by  rival  dogs  enjoy'd  ? 
Yet  this  fond  man,  to  get  a  ftatefman's  name. 
Forfeits  his  friends,  his  freedom,  and  his  fame. 
Thr.ugh  fatire  nicely  writ  no  humour  ftings 
But  thole  who  merit  praife  in  other  things; 
Yet  we  muft  needs  this  one  exception  make, 
And  break  our  rules  for  folly  Tropos  fake  ; 
Who  wdLi  too  much  defpis'd  to  be  accus'd. 
And  therefore  fcarce  deferves  to  be  abus'd; 
Rais'd  only  by  his  mercenary  tongue, 
For  railing  fmoothly,  and  for  reafoning  wrong. 
As  boys  on  holy-days  let  loofe  to  play, 
I^ay  waggifti  traps  for  girls  that  pafs  t>.at  way ; 
Then  fhout  to  fee  in  dirt  and  deep  diftrefs 
Some  filly  cit  in  her  flower'd  fooiifti  drefs ; 
So  have  I  mighty  fatisfa(5lion  found, 
To  fee  his  tinfel  reafon  on  the  ground  : 
To  fee  the  florid  fool  defpis'd,  and  know  it. 
By  fome  who  fcarce  have  words  enough  to  fhew 

it  : 
For  fenle  fits  filent,  and  condemns  f<;r  weaker 
The  finner,  nay  fotiietinies  the  wittieft  fpeakcr  : 
But  'tis  prodigious  fo  much  eloqiience 
Should  be  acquired  by  fuch  little  fenfe  ; 
For  words  and  wit  did  anciently  agree. 
And  TuUy  was  no  fool,  though  this  man  be  : 
At  bar  abufive,  on  the  bench  unable, 
Knave  on  the  wooUack,  fop  at  council-table. 
Thcfe  are  the  grievances  of  fuch  fools  as  would 
Be  rather  v.ife  than  honeft,  great  than  good. 

Some  other  kind  of  wits  muft  be  made  known, 
Whofe  harmlefs  errors  hurt  themfelves  alone; 
Excefs  of  luxury  they  think  can  pleafe, 
And  lazinefs  call  lovmg  of  their  eafe  : 
To  live  diffolv'd  in  pleafnres  ftill  they  feign, 
Though  their  whole  life's  but  intermitting  pain  : 
So  much  of  furfeits,  head-achs,  claps,  are  feen. 
We  fcarce  perceive  the  little  time  between  : 
Well-meaning  men  who  make  this  grofs  miftakCj 
And  pkafure  lofe  only  for  pleafnre's  fake  ; 
Each  pleafure  has  its  price,  and  wlien  we  pay 
Too  much  of  pain,  we  fquander  life  away. 

Thus  Dorfcr,  purring  like  a  thoughtful  cat, 
Marry'd,  but  wifer  puis  ne.'er  thought  of  that : 
And  fiirft  he  worried  her  with  railing  rhyme, 
Like  Pembroke's  maftives  at  his  kindeft  time ; 
Then  f <  r  one  night  fold  all  his  flavifh  life, 
A  teuaiix.^  widow,  but  a  barren  wife  , 
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Sweirj  hy  coiilni't  of  fuch  a  fulfom  toad, 
He  lugg'd  about  the  matrimonial  load  ; 
Till  fortune,  Mindly  kind  as  well  as  he, 
Has  ill  r  flor'd  him  to  his  ]ii->t'r'y  ; 
Which  he  would  ufe  in  his  old  fi'eaking  way, 
DrinkinfT  all  night,  and  doling  all  the  day, 
Dull  as  Ned  Howard,  whom  his  brilker  times 
Had  fam'd  for  dullnefs  in  malicious  rhymes. 

Mulgrave  had  miieh  ado  to  fcape  the  fnare, 
Thoui,'-h  ler-rn'd  in  all    thofe    arts   that   cheat    the 
For  after  r.H  his  vulgar  marriage  mocks,         [fair  : 
With  beauty  dazzled,  Numps  was  in  the  flocks  ; 
Deluded  parents  dry'd  their  weeping  eyes. 
To  fee  him  catch  his  tartar  for  hi»  prize  ; 
Th'  impatient  town  waited  the  wifhed-fi.r  change, 
And  cuckolds  fmil'd  in  hopes  of  fweet  revenge; 
Till  Petworth  plot  made  us  with  forrow  fee, 
As  his  eflate,  his  perfon  too  was  fi  ee  : 
Him  no  foft  thoughts,  no  gratitude  could  move; 
To  gold  he  fled  hoxn  beauty  and  fr»m  love  ; 
Yet  failing  there,  he  keeps  his  freedom  ftill, 
Forc'd  to  live  happily  againfl  bis  will  : 
'Tit  not  his  fault,  if  too  much  wealth  and  power 
Break  not  his  b^afled  quiet  every  hour. 

And  little  Sid.  for  fimile  reiiown'd, 
Pleafure  has  always  fought  but  never  found  : 
Tliough  all  his  thoughts  on  wine  and  women  fall. 
His  are  fo  bad,  fure  he  ne'er  thinks  at  all. 
The  flcfh  he  lives  upon  is  rank  and  flrong, 
His  meat  and  mlftrelTes  are  kept  too  long. 
But  fure  we  all  mirtake  this  pious  man, 
Who  nitrtifies  his  perfon  all  he  can  : 
What  we  unchititably  take  for  fin, 
Are  only  rules  of  this  odd  capuchin  ; 
Fi  r  never  hermit  under  grave  pretence, 
Has  liv'd  more  contrary  to  common  fcnfe  ; 
And  'tis  a  miracle  we  may  fuppole. 
No  naflinefs  offends  his  flcillful  nofe : 
Which  from  all  flink  can  with  peculiar  art 
'Hxtrai^l  perfuine  and  eflence  from  a  f — t : 
Expci^itig  fupper  is  his  great  delight ; 
He  toils  all  day  but  to  be  drunk  at  night : 
Then  o'er  his  cups  this  night-bird  chirping  fits, 
Till  he  takes  Hcwit  and  Jack  Hall  for  wits. 

Rocheftcr  I  def]iife  for  want  of  wit, 
Though  thought  to  have  a  tail  and  cloven  feet  ; 
For  while  he  mifchicf  means  to  all  mankind, 
Himfclf  alone  the  ill  cfTeds  does  find  : 
^nd  fi>  like  witches  juflly  fuffcrs  fhame, 
TVhofc  harmlefs  malice  is  fo  much  the  fame. 


Falfe  are  his  words,  affcifled  is  hii  wit ; 
So  often  he  does  aim,  fo  feldom  hit ; 
I'o  every  face  he  cringes  wtiilc  he  fpeaks. 
But  when  the  back  is  turn'd  the  head  he  breaks: 
Mean  in  each  acflion,  lewd  in  every  limb, 
Manners  themlelves  are  mifchievous  in  him  : 
A  pr  of  that  chance  alone  makes  every  creature, 
A  ver>  KiUigrew  without  good-nature. 
For  what  a  Beffus  has  he  always  liv'd. 
And  his  own  kicki!;g>  notably  contriv'd  ? 
For,  there's  the  folly  that's  Hill  mixt  with  fear, 
Cowards  more  blows  than  any  hero  bear  ; 
Of  fighting  fparks  fome  may  their  picafures  fay. 
But  'tis  a  bolder  thing  to  run  away  : 
The  world  may  well  forgive  him  all  his  ill, 
For  every  fault  does  prove  his  penance  ftill : 
Falfely  he  falls  into  ii;jme  dangerous  noofe. 
And  then  as  meanly  labours  to  get  loofc ; 
A  life  fo  infamous  is  better  quitting, 
Spent  in  bafe  injury  and  low  fubmitting. 
I'd  like  to  have  left  out  his  poetry  ; 
Forgot  by  all  almoft  as  well  as  me. 
Sometimes  he  has  fome  humour,  never  wit, 
And  if  it  rarely,  very  rarely,  hit, 
'  ris  under  fo  much  nafly  rubbifh  laid. 
To  find  it  out  's  the  cinder  woman's  trade; 
Who  for  the  wi  etched  remnants  of  a  fire, 
Muft  toil  ail  day  in  alhes  and  in  mire. 
So  lewdly  dull  his  idle  works  appear. 
The  wretched  texts  deftrve  no  comments  here  : 
Where  oi:e  poor  thought  fometiiries,  left  all  aloncj 
For  a  whole  page  of  dullnefs  muft  aione. 

How  vain  a  thing  is  man,  and  how  unwife  : 
Ev'n  he,  who  would  hinifelf  the  moft  defpife  ! 
I,  who  fo  wife  and  humble  feeni  to  be. 
Now  my  own  vanity  and  pride  can't  fee. 
While  the  world's  nonfenfe  is  Co  ftiarply  fiievvn, 
Wc  pull  down  others  but  to  raife  our  own; 
That  we  "lay  angels  feeiu,  we  j.aint  them  elvcs^ 
And  arc  but  fatires  to  fet  up  ouifelvcs. 
I,  who  have  all  this  while  been  finding  fault, 
F.v'n  with  my  mafter,  who  firft  fatire  taught  ; 
And  did  by  that  defcr-be  the  tafk  fo  hard, 
It  feems  ftupenduous  and  above  reward  ; 
Now  labour  with  unequal  force  to  climb 
That  lofty  hill,  unreach'd  by  former  time; 
'Tisjud  that  1  ihould  to  the  bottom  fall. 
Learn  to  wjitJ  well,  or  not  to  write  at  all. 


ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL, 


"  Si  propius  ftesj, 
Te  capiet  magis " 


PART    I. 


TO    THE    READER. 


It  is  not  my  intention  to  make  an  apology  for 
my  poem  :  fome  will  tliink  it  needs  no  excufe, 
and  others  will  receive  none.  The  dclign,  1  am 
fure,  is  honell ;  but  he  who  draws  his  pen  for 
one  party,  muft  expevft  to  make  enemies  of  the 
other.  For  wit  and  fool  are  confequents  of  Whig 
and  Tory ;  and  every  man  is  a  knave  or  an  afs 
to  the  contrary  fide.  There  is  a  treafury  of  me- 
rits in  the  fanatic  church,  as  well  as  in  the  po- 
pilh  :  and  a  pennyworth  to  Ue  had  of  faintfhip, 
honefty,  and  poetry,  for  the  lewd,  the  fa6tious, 
and  the  blockheads  :  but  the  longeft  chapter  in 
Deuteronomy  has  not  curfes  enough  for  an  Anti- 
Bromingham.  My  comfort  is,  their  manifeft 
prejudice  to  my  taufe  will  render  their  judgment 
of  lefs  authority  againft  me.  Yet  if  a  poem  has 
geniujs,  it  will  force  its  own  reception  in  the 
world.  For  there  is  a  fweetnefs  in  good  verfe, 
which  tickles  even  while  it  hurts ;  and  no  man 
can  be  heartily  angry  with  him  who  pleafes  him 
againft  his  will.  The  commendation  of  adver- 
faries  is  the  greateft  triumph  of  a  writer,  becaufe 
it  never  comes  wilefs  extorted.    £ut  I  can  be  fa- 


tisfied  on  more  eafy  terms ;  if  I  happen  to  pleafe 
the  more  moderate  fort,  I  fliall  be  fure  of  an  ho- 
nefl  party,  and,  in  all  probability,  of  the  beft 
judges;  for  the  Itaft  concerned  are  commonly  the 
leaft  corrupt.  And  I  confefs  I  have  laid  in  for 
thofe,  by  rebating  the  fatire,  where  juftice  would 
allow  it,  from  carrying  too  fharp  an  edge.  They 
who  pan  criticife  fo  weakly,  as  to  imagine  I  have 
done  my  worft,  may  be  convinced  at  their  own 
coft  that  I  can  write  feverely,  v^ith  more  eafe 
than  I  can  gently.  I  have  but  laughed  atfome  men*» 
follies,  when  I  could  have  declaimed  againft  their 
vices:  an  J  other  men's  virtues  Ihave  commended, at 
freely  as  I  have  taxed  their  crimes.  And  now,  if 
you  are  a  malicious  reader,  1  expetSl  you  ftiould 
return  upon  me  that  I  affeift  to  be  thought  more 
impartial  than  1  am ;  but  if  men  are  not  to  be 
judged  by  their  profeffions,  God  forgive  you  com- 
monwealth's men  for  profefling  fo  plaufibly  for 
the  government.  You  cannot  be  fo  unconfcion- 
able  as  to  charge  me  for  not  fubfcribmg  my  name; 
for  that  would  refletft  too  grofsly  upon  your  own 
party,  who  never  dare,  though  they  have  the  ad- 
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vantage  of  a  jury  to  fecure  them.  If  you  like 
not  my  poem,  the  fault  may  poflibly  be  in  my 
writing,  though  it  is  hard  for  an  author  to  judge 
againft  himfelf.  But  more  probably  it  is  in  your 
morals,  which  cannot  bear  the  truth  of  it.  The 
violent  on  both  fides  will  condemn  the  chara(5ler 
of  Abfalom,  as  either  too  favourably  or  too  hard- 
ly drawn.  Br.t  they  are  not  the  violent  whom  I 
defire  to  pleafe.  The  fault  on  the  right  hand  is 
to  extenuate,  palliate,  and  indulge ;  and  to  confefs 
freely,  I  have  endeavoured  to  commit  it.  Befidcs 
the  refpedt  which  I  owe  his  birth,  I  have  a  greater 
for  his  heroic  virtues;  and  David  himfelf  could 
not  be  more  tender  of  the  young  man's  life,  than 
1  would  be  of  his  reputation.  But  fince  the  moft 
excellent  natures  arc  always  the  moft  eafy,  and, 
as  being  fuch,  are  the  fooneft  perverted  by  ill 
counfels^  efpecially  when  baited  with  fame  and 
glory ;  it  is  no  more  a  wonder  that  he  withftood 
not  the  temptations  of  Achicophel,  than  it  was 
for  Adam  not  to  have  refifted  the  two  devils,  the 
ferpent  and  the  woman.  The  conclufion  of  the 
ftory  I  purpofely  forbore  to  profecute,  becaufe  I 
could  not  obtain  from  myfelf  to  fliew  Abfalom 
unfortunate.  The  frame  of  it  was  cut  out  but  for 
a  pi<Si:ure  to  the  waift ;  «nd  if  the  draught  be  fo 
far  true,  it  is  as  much  as  I  defigned. 


Were  I  the  inventor,  who  am  only  the  hifto" 
rian,  I  fliould  certainly  conclude  the  piece  with 
the  reconcilement  of  Abfalom  to  David.  And 
who  knows  but  this  may  come  to  pafs  ?  Things 
were  not  brought  to  an  extremity  where  I  left 
the  ftory :  There  fecms  yet  to  be  room  left  for  a 
compofure  ;  hereafter  there  may  be  only  for  pity. 
I  have  not  fo  much  as  an  uncharirable  wifti  againft 
Achitophel ;  but  am  content  to  be  accufed  of  a 
good-natured  error,  and  to  hope  with  Origen, 
that  the  devil  himfelf  may  at  laft  be  faved.  For 
whick  reafon,  in  this  poem,  he  is  neither  brought 
to  fet  his  houfe  in  order,  nor  to  difpofe  of  his 
perfon  afterwards  as  he  in  wifdom  ftiall  think 
fit.  God  is  infinitely  merciful;  and  his  vicege- 
rent is  only  not  fo,  becaufe  he  is  not  infinite. 

The  true  end  of  fatire  is  the  amendment  of 
vices  by  corredlion.  And  he,  who  writes  honeft- 
ly,  is  no  more  an  enemy  to  the  offender,  than  the 
phyfician  to  the  patient,  when  he  prefcribes  harlh 
remedies  to  an  inveterate  difeafe ;  for  thofe  are 
only  in  order  to  prevent  the  chirurgion's  work  of 
an  Enfs  refcinikndem,  which  I  wiftl  not  to  my  very 
enemies.  To  conclude  all,  if  the  body  politic 
have  any  analogy  to  the  natural,  in  my  weak 
judgment,  an  a(ft  of  oblivion  were  as  neceffary  in 
a  hot  diftempered  ft^te,  as  an  opiate  would  be  in  a 
raging  fever. 
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In  pious  times,  e'er  prieftcraft  did  beglnj 

Before  polygamy  was  made  a  fin  ; 

When  man  on  many  multiply'd  his  kind, 

E'er  one  to  one  was  curfedly  confin'd ; 

When  nature  prompted,  and  no  law  deny'd 

PromLfcuous  ufe  of  concubine  and  bride  ; 

Then  Ifrael's  monarch  after  heaven's  ov/n  heart 

His  vigorous  warmth  did  varioufly  impart 

To  wives  and  flaves;  and  wide  as  his  command 

Scacter'd  his  Maker's  image  through  the  land. 

Michael,  of  royal  blood,  the  crown  did  wear ; 

A  foil  ungratuful  to  the  tiller's  care  : 

Not  fo  the  reft  ;  for  feveral  mothers  bore 

To  god-like  David  feveral  fons  before. 

But  fince  like  flaves  his  bed  they  did  afcend, 

No  true  fucceflion  could  their  feed  attend. 

Of  all  the  numerous  progeny  was  none 

•So  beautiful,  fo  brave,  as  Abfalom  : 

Whether  infpir'd  by  fome  diviner  luft. 

His  father  got  him  with  a  greater  guft  : 

Or  that  his  confcious  deftiny  made  way, 

By  manly  beauty  to  imperial  fway. 

Early  in  foreign  fields  he  won  renown, 

With  kings  and  ftates  ally'd  to  Ifrael's  crown  : 

In  peace  the  thoughts  of  war  he  could  remove, 

And  feem'd  as  he  were  only  born  for  love. 

Whate'er  he  did,  was  done  with  fo  much  eafe. 

In  him  alone  'twas  natural  to  pleafe  : 

His  motions  all  accompany'd  witli  grace ; 

And  paradife  was  open'd  in  his  face. 

With  fecrct  joy  indulgent  David  view'd 

His  youthful  image  in  his  fon  renew'd  : 

To  all  his  wilhes  nothing  he  deny'd ; 

And  made  the  charming  Ann:»b;l  his  bride. 

What  faults  he  had  ;  for  who  from  faults  is  free  ? 

His  father  eould  not,  or  he  would  not  fee. 

Some  warm  exc'eCes  which  the  law  forbore, 

Were   confirued   youth  that   purged    by  boiling 

And  Amnon's  murder,  by  afpecious  name,  [o'er; 

Was  call'd  a  jaft  revenge  for  injur  d  fame. 


Thus  prais'd  and  lov'd,  the  noble  youth  remain'd| 

While  David  undifturb'd  in  Sion  reign'd. 

But  life  can  never  be  fincerely  blcft  : 

Heaven  punifhes  the  bad,  and  proves  the  beft. 

The   Jews,    a   headftrong,    moody,    murmuring 

race. 
As  ever  try'd  th'  extent  and  llretch  of  grace  ; 
God's  pamper'd  people,   whom  debauch'd  with 

eafe. 
No  king  could  govern,  nor  God  could  pleafe  ; 
Gods  they  had  try'd  of  every  fnape  and  fize. 
That  goldfmiths  could  produce  or  priefts  devife  : 
Thefe  Adam-wits  too  fortunately  free, 
Began  to  dream  they  wanted  liberty  ; 
And  when  no  rule,  no  preeedent  was  found. 
Of  men,  by  laws  lefs  circumfcrib'd  and  bound  ; 
They  led  their  wild  defires  to  woods  and  caves. 
And  thought  that  all  but  favages  were  flaves. 
They  who,  when  Saul  was  dead,  without  a  blow, 
Made  foolifli  Ilhboflieth  the  erown  forego; 
Who  banifli'd  David  did  from  Hebron  "bring. 
And  with  a  general  fliout  proclaim'd  him  king  ; 
Thofe  very  Jews,  who  at  their  very  beft 
Their  humour  more  than  loyalty  expreft, 
Now  wonder'd  why  fo  long  they  had  obey'd 
An  idol  monarch,  which  their  hands  had  made ; 
Thought  they  might  ruin  him  they  could  create, 
Or  melt  him  to  that  golden  calf,  a  ftate. 
But  thefe  were  random  bolts  :  no  form'd  defign, 
Ni-r  intereft  made  the  fadious  crowd  to  join  : 
The  fober  part  of  Ifrael,  free  from  ftain, 
Well  knew  the  value  of  a  peaceful  reign; 
And,  looking  backward  with  a  wifu  aflVight, 
Saw  feams  of  wounds  difhoneft  to  the  fight  ; 
In  contemplation  of  whofe  ugly  fears, 
1  hey  curft  the  memory  of  civil  wars. 
The  mnderate  fort  of  men  thus  qualify'J, 
Inclin'd  the  balance  to  the  better  fide; 
And  David's  niiiancf^  msnag'd  it  fo  well. 
The  tad  fcund  no  occafion  to  rebell. 
Ciij 
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But  when  to  fin  our  iiias'J  nature  leans, 
The  careful  devil  is  ftill  at  hand  with  means; 
And  providently  pimps  for  il!  defires  : 
The  good  old  caufe  reviv'd  a  plot  requires. 
I'lots  true  or  falfe  ate  qeceflary  things, 
To  raiie  up  commonwealths,  and  ruin  kings. 

Th'  inhabitanisof  old  Jcrufalem 
Were  Jebufitts  ;  the  towu  fo  call'd  for  them  ; 

And  theirs  the  native  right 

But  when  the  cholen  people  grew  more  flrong. 
The  rightful  raufe  at  length  Ijecame  the  wrong; 
And  every  lofs  the  men  of  Jebus  bore, 
'Ihcy  ftill  were  thought  God's  enemies  the  more. 
Thus  worn  or  weaken'd,  well  or  ill  content. 
Submit  they  muft  t"  David's  government  : 
Impoverifli'd  and  dtpriv'd  of  all  command, 
Their  taxes  doubled  as  they  loft  their  land  ; 
And  what  was  harder  yet  to  flefti  and  bluod, 
Their  gnds  difgrac'd,    and   burnt  like  common 

wood. 
This  fet  the  heathen  priefthood  in   a  flame  ; 
Forpriefls  of  uil  rrgions  arc  the  fame. 
Of  wharfoe'er  dcicent  their  godhead  be. 
Stock,  ftone,  or  other  homely  pedigree, 
In  his  defence  his  fervants  arc  as  bold, 
As  if  he  had  been  burn  of  beaten  gold. 
The  Jfwifh  rabbins,  though  their  eneinie"!, 
In  tnis  conclude  them  honell  men  and  wile  : 
For  'twas  their  duty,  all  the  learned  tliink, 
T'  efpoufe  his  caule  by  whom  they  eat  and  drink. 
From  hence  began  that  plot-,  the  nation's  curfe. 
Bad  in  itfelf,  but  rcprcfentcd  worfe  ; 
Kaib'd  in  extremes,  and  in  extremes  decry'd; 
With  oaths  affiim'd,  with  dying  vows^  deny  d  ; 
Kot  wcigh'd  not  winnow'd  by  the  multitude  ; 
But  fwallnw'd  in  the  mafs,  unchcw'd  and  crude. 
Some   truth  there    was,  but  dafh'd   and  brew'd 

with  lies. 
To  pleafe  the  fools,  and  puzzle  all  the  wife. 
Succeeding  times  did  equal  folly  call, 
Btlieving  nothing, or  believing  all 
"Ih'  Egyptian  rites  the  Jehufitc*  embrac'd  ; 
Where  gods  are  recommended  by  their  talle. 
Such  favory  deities  muft  needs  be  good, 
As  ierv'd  at  once  for  worfhip  and  fur  food. 
By  fc  ice  they  could  not  introduce  thefe  gods ; 
For  tcii  to  one  in  former  days  was  odds. 
So  fraud  was  us'd,  thefacriticer's  trade  : 
Fools  are  more  hard  to  conquer  than  perfuade. 
Their  bufy  teachers  minglfd  with  the  Jews, 
Aii'l  rak'dfor  converts  ev'n  the  court  and  fiews  : 
Which  Hebrew  priefts  the  ni(.re  unkindly  took, 
Becaufe  the  fleece  accompanies  the  Hock. 
Some  thought  they  God's  anointed  meant  to  flay 
Uy  guns,  invented  fince  full  many  a  day  : 
Our  autiior  fwcars  it  lot ;  but  who  can  know 
How  far  the  devil  and  Jebufites  may  go  ? 
This  plot,  which  fail'd  lor  want  of  common  fenfe, 
Had  yet  a  deep  and  dangerous  Conleqnence  : 
For  as,  when  raging  fevers  hnil  the  blood, 
'I'hc  (landmg  lake  foun  floats  into  a  flood. 
And  every  hodilc  humour,  which  before 
Slept  quiet  in  its  channci',  bubhlcs  o'lr; 
So  fcveral  fadlions  from  this  firft  fernuot. 
Work  up  to  fc^m  and  threat  the  govtninunt. 


Some  by  their  friends,  more  by  themfelvci  thought 

wife, 
Oppos'd  the  power  to  which  they  could  not  rife. 
Some  had  in  courts  been  great,  and  thrown  from 

thence, 
Like  fiends  were  harden'd  in  impenitence, 
Some,  by  their  monarch's  fatal  mercy,  grown 
From  pardon'd  rebels  kinfmen  to  the  threne, 
Were  rais'd  in  power  and  public  office  high; 
Strong  bands,  if  bands  ungrateful  men  could  tic. 

Of  thefe  the  faife  Achito|.hel  was  firll ; 
A  name  to  all  fuccceding  ages  curft  ; 
For  clofe  dcfigns,  and  crooked  counfels  fit ; 
Sagacious,  bold,  and  t'irbulent  of  wit; 
Reftlefs,  unfix'd  in  i;rinciples  and  place  ; 
In  power  unpleas'd,  impatient  of  difgrace: 
A  fiery  foul,  which  working  out  its  way, 
iretred  the  pigmy-body  to  decay, 
An.i  o'er  inform'd  the  tenement  of  clay. 
A  daring  pilot  in  extremity;  [h;^hj 

Phas'd  v.ith  th-  danger  when   the  wave*  went 
He  fouj^ht  the  flornis ;  but,  for  a  calm  unfit. 
Would  fteer  too  nigh  the  fands  to  boaft  his  wit. 
Great  wits  are  fure  to  madnefs  near  ally'd, 
And  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds  divide; 
El^ewliy  (hould  he,  with  wealth  and  honour  bleft 
Rcf'jfe  his  age  the  needful  hours  of  reft  ? 
Punifii  a  i)ody  which  he  eould  not  pleafe ; 
Bankrupt  of  life,  yet  prodigal  of  eale  .' 
And  all  to  leave  what  with  his  toil  he  won. 
To  that  unfeather'd  two-legg-'d  thing,  a  fon  ; 
Got,  while  his  foul  did  huddled  notions  try  ; 
And  born  a  fhapdefs  lump,  like  anarchy. 
In  friendfhip  falfe.  ini]ilacable  in  hate; 
Rcfolv'd  to  ruin,  or  to  rule  the  ftate. 
To  compafs  this  the  triple  bond  he  brc  kc  ;  "> 

The  pillars  of  the  public  fafety  (hook  ;  V 

And  fitted  Ifraci  for  a  foreign  yoke  ;  j 

Then  feiz'd  with  fear,  yet  ilill  afTciiling  fame, 
Ufurp'u  a  patriot's  all-aroning  name. 
So  eafy  ftill  it  proves  in  fadtious  times. 
With  public  Zeal  to  cancel  private  crimes. 
How  fafc  is  trcafon,  and  how  facrtd  ill, 
Where  none  can  fin  againft  the  people's  will ! 
Whore  crowds  tan   wink,  and    iio   offence 

known, 
Since  in  anoth.er';  guilt  they  find  their  own  ? 
\  tt  fame  deferv'd  no  enemy  can  grudge  ; 
The  llatclman  we  abhor, but  piaife  the  judge. 
In  Ifraol's  courts  ne'er  fat  an  Abcthdin 
With  more  difccrning  eyes,  or  hands  more  dean 
Unbrih'd,  unfought,  the  wi  etched  to  redrcfs  ; 
Swift  of  dilpateh,  and  rafy  of  accefs. 
Oh  I  had  he  been  content  to  fci  ve  the  crown, 
With  vinu  s  only  pif)per  to  the  gov\n  ; 
(Jr  had  tie  rankntfs  of  the  foil  been  freed 
from  cockle   that  opprcl^'d  the  noble  feed; 
David  for  him  his  tuneful  harp  had  ftrung. 
And  hovcii  h.id  waned  (-ne  immortal  fong. 
But  %N  iid  ambition  loves  to  Aide,  n(>t  (land. 
And  fortune's  ict  jaeiers  to  virtue's  laud. 
Aehiiophd,  grown  W(  ary  to  poftefs 
A  law  iul  fame,  and  lazy  happincfs, 
Difd;!in'd  the  gi'ldcn  fruii  to  gaher  free, 
And  lent  the  crowd  his  arm  to  Ihakc  the  tree. 


be 
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Now,  maiiifeft   of  crimes  contriv'd  long  fince. 

He  flood  at  b<ilJ  defiance  with  his  prince  ; 

Held  up  the  buckler  of  tl.e  ])eop!e's  caufe 

Againft  the  crown,  an  1  (culk'd  behind  the  laws. 

The  wifh'd  occafi.n  of  the  plot  he  takes; 

Some  circumftaiices  finds,  but  more  he  makes. 

By  buzzing  eniiffiries  fill  the  ears 

Of  liftening  crcwds  with  jealoiifiesand  fears 

Of  arbitrary  conniels.  brought  to  iig;hr. 

And  proves  the  king  hitrifelf  a  Jebufite. 

Weak  aigumcnta  !  which  yet  he  knew  full  well, 

Were  {lr(ji:g  with  people  eafy  to  rebel. 

For,  govern'd  by  the  moon,  the  giddy  Jews 

Tread  the  fame  track  when  fhe  the  prime  renews; 

And  once  in  tweoty  years  their  fcribe^  record, 

By  natural  inftiiiiS;  they  change  their  lord. 

Achiti  phel  flill  wants  a  chief,  and  none 

Was  found  fo  fit  as  warlike  Abfalom. 

Not  that  he  wifh'd  his  greatnefs  to  create. 

For  politicians  neither  lovre  nor  hate 

But,  for  he  knew  his  title  not  allow'd. 

Would  keep  him  flill  depending  on  the  crowd  : 

That  kingly  power,  thus  ebbing  out,  might  be 

Drawn  to  the  dreg»  of  a  democracy. 

Him  he  attempts  with  ftudied  arts  to  pleafe. 

And  Iheds  his  venom  in  luch  word**  as  thefe. 

Aufpicious  prince,  at  whofe  nativity 
Some  royal  planet  rul'd  the  foutheru  flcy ; 
Thy  longing  country's  darling  and  defire  ; 
Their  cloudy  pillar  and  their  guardian  fire  ; 
'I'heir  fecond  Mofes,  whofe  extended  Wand 
Divides  the  feas,  and  fhews  the  prcimis'd  land  : 
Whofe  dawning  day,  in  every  diftant  age, 
Has  exercis'd  the  iacred  prophet's  rage  : 
The  people's  prayer,  the  glad  diviner's  theme. 
The  young  men's  vifion,  and  the  old  men's  drtain  ! 
Thee,  Saviour,  thee  the  na'ion'o  vows  confefs. 
And,  never  fatisfy'd  with  feeing,  blefs  : 
Swift  unbcfpokcn  pomps  thy  Ifeps  proclaim. 
And  flammtring  babes  are  taught  to  lifp  thy  name. 
How  long  wilt  thou  the  general  joy  detain. 
Starve  and  defraud  the  people  of  thy  reign  ; 
Content  inglorioufiy  to  pafs  thy  days, 
Like  orte  of  virtue's  fools  that  feed  on  praife  ; 
Till  thy  frefli  glories,  which  now  Ihine  (o  bright. 
Grow  llalc,  and  tarnifll  with  otir  dady  figlit  ? 
Believe  mc,  royal  youth,  thy  frr.it  mufl  be 
Or  gather'd  ripe,  or  rot  i.pon  the  tree. 
Heaven  has  to  all  allotted,  loon  <jr  late, 
Some  lutky  revolution  cf  their  fate  ; 
Whofe  motions  if  we  watch  and  g-i.ide  with  {kill. 
For  human  good  depends  on  human  will. 
Our  fortune  rolls  as  from  a  fmooth  defcent. 
And  from  the  firfl:  impreffion  takes  the  bent  ; 
But  if  unfeiz'd,  file  glides  away  like  wind. 
And  leaves  repenting  folly  fir  behind. 
Now,  now  file  meets  you  with  a  glorious  prize. 
And  fpreads  her  locks  before  you  as  (he  ilies. 
Had  thus  old  David,  from  whofe  loin?  you  (pring 
Not  dar'd  when  fortune  call'd  him  to  be  king. 
At  Gath  an  exile  he  might  ftill  remain. 
And  heaven's  anointing  oil  had  been  in  vain. 
Let  his  fuccefsful  youth  your  hopes  engage  ; 
But  fliun  th'  example  of  declining  agci 


Behold  him  fetting  in  hisweflcrn  fkie=, 
The  fhadows  lengtheijiBg  as  the  vap(>urs  iife. 
He  is  not  nov,  as  when  on  Jordan's  fand 
The  joyful  people  throng'd  to  fee  him  Und, 
CoverirgthebLach.andblTckeningall  the  ftiand; 
Bur  like  the  orince  of  angels,  fnm  his  height 
Comes  tumbling  downward  with  diminiih'd  light : 
Betray'd  by  one  poor  plot  to  public  fcorn  : 
Our  only  blefling  fince  his  curil  return  : 
Thofe  heaps  of  people  which  one  flieaf  did  bind. 
Blown  off  and  fcattcf'd  by  a  puiT  of  wind. 
What  ftrength  can  he  to  your  dcfigns  oppofe. 
Naked  of  friends,  and  round  befet  with  foes  ? 
If  Pharaoh's  doubtful  fuccour  he  fhould  ufe, 
A  foreign  aid  would  more  incenfe  the  Jews: 
Pr.-ud  Egvpt  '.vould  dilTembled  frieiidfiiip  bring; 
boment  the  war,  but  not  fupport  the  king  :. 
Nor  would  the  royal  party  e'er  unite 
With  Pharaoh's  arms  t'  affifl  the  Jebufite ; 
Or  if  they  fiiould,  their  intereft  foon  would  break, 
And  with  fuch  odious  aid  muke  David  weak. 
All  fiirts  of  men  by  my  I'uccelsful  arts. 
Abhorring  kings,  eflrange  their  alter "d  hearts 
From  David's  rule  ;  and  'tis  their  general  cry% 
Religion,  commonwealth,  and  liberty. 
If  you,  as  champion  of  the  public  good. 
Add  to  their  arms  a  chief  of  royal  blood. 
What  may  not  Ifrael  hope,  and  what  avplaufe 
Might  fuch  a  general  gain  by  fuch  a  caufe  ? 
Not  barren  praife  alone,   ha:  gaudy  flower 
Fair  only  to  the  fight,  but  folid  power  : 
And  nobler  is  a  limited  commnrd, 
Given  by  the  love  of  all  your  nati'C  land, 
Than  a  fiicccffive  title,  long  and  dnrk. 
Drawn  from  the  m.ouldy  roils  of  Noah's  ark. 

What  cannot  praife  effedl  in  mighty  minds. 
When  flattery  fooths,  and  when  ambition  blinds? 
Defire  of  power  on  earth  a  vicious  weed, 
Yer  i'prung  from  high  it  of  celeftial  feed  : 
In  God  'tis  iilory;  and  when  men  afpire, 
'Tis  but  a  fpark  too  much  of  heavenly  fire. 
Th'  ambitious  you;  h,  too  covetous  of  fame, 
Toi5  full  of  angel's  metal  in  his  frame. 
Unwarily  was  led  from  virtue's  ways, 
Made  drunk  with  honour,   and  dtbauch'd  with 

praile. 
Haif  loath,  and  hslf  corfenting  to  the  ill. 
For  royal  blood  within  him  firuggled  ftiii. 
He  thus  rcply'd. — And  what  pretence  have  I 
To  take  up  arms  for  public  liberty  ? 
My  father  governs  with  unqiieftion'd  right ; 
The  faith's  defender,  and  mankind's  delight ; 
Good,  gracious,  jufl:,  obfervant  of  the  laws; 
And  heaven  by  wonders  has  efpous  d  his  caufe. 
Whom  has  he  wrong'd  in  all  his  peaceful  reign  ? 
Who  lues  for  jufiice  to  his  throne  in  vain  .' 
What  millions  has  he  pardon'd  of  his  foes. 
Whom  jufl  revenge  did  to  his  wrath  expofe  ! 
Mild,  eafy,  humble,  fludious  of  our  good  ; 
Inclin'd  to  metcy,  and  averle  from  blood. 
If  mildnefs  ill  with  flubborn  Ifrael  fuit. 
His  crime  is  God's  beloved  attribute. 
Yv^hat  could  he  gain  his  people  to  betray, 
Or  change  hia  right  for  arbitrary  fway  .' 
C  iiij 
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Let  hauphty  Pharaoh  curfe  with  fuch  a  reign 

His  ftui'ful  Nile,  and  yoke  a  fetvlle  train. 

If  David's  rn'e  Jerufaleni  difpleafe, 

T  he  dog-ftar  heats  their  brains  to  this  difeafe. 

Why  then  fliou'.d  I,  encouraging  the  bad, 

Turn  rebel,  aiid  run  popularly  mad  ? 

Were  he  a  tyrant,  who  by  lawlefs  might 

Opprcfs'd  the  Jews,  and  rais'd  the  Jebufire, 

Weil  mi;;ht'I  mourn  ;  but  nature's  holy  bands 

Would  curb  my  fpirits  and  reflrain  my  hands  : 

The  people  might  aflcrf  their  liberty ; 

But  what  was  right  i^i  them  were  cime  in  me. 

His  favour  leaves  me  hothing  to  require, 

Prevents  my  wifllts,  and  out-runs  drfire  ; 

What  more  can  I  expedt  while  David  lives  ? 

All  but  his  kingly  diadem  he  gives  ■  faid — 

And  that — But    here   he   pausM  ;  then,  fighing. 

Is  juftly  dellin'd  f  r  a  worthier  head. 

For  w!icn  my  father  from  his  toils  fliall  reft, 

And  late  augment  the  number  of  the  bleft, 

His  lawful  iffue  fhail  the  throne  afcend. 

Or  the  collateral  line,  where  that  fhall  end. 

His  brother,  though  opprcfs'd  with  vulgar  fpite, 

Yet  dauntlefs,  and  fecure  of  native  right. 

Of  every  royal  virtue  flands  poffcfl ; 

Still  dear  to  all  the  braveft  and  the  beft. 

His  courage  foes,  his  friends  his  truth  proclaim  ; 

His  k  yalty  the  king,  the  world  his  fame. 

liis  mercy  ev'n  th'  nfTending  crowd  will  find  ; 

For  fure  he  comes  of  a  forgiving  kind. 

Why  fhould  I  then  repine  at  heaven's  decree, 

Which  gives  me  no  pretence  to  royalty  ? 

Yet  oh  that  fate,  propitioufly  indin'd, 

Had  raio'd  my  biitli,  or  had  dtbas'd  my  mind  ; 

To  my  l.irge  foul  not  all  her  treafurc  lent, 

Aud  then  betray'd  it  to  a  mean  defccnt ! 

1  find,  I  find  my  mounting  fpirits  bold, 

And  David's  part  difdains  my  mother's  mould. 

Why  am  I  fcinied  by  a  niggard  birth  ? 

My  foul  difclaims  the  kindred  of  her  earth  ; 

And  made  for  en^pirc  whifpers  me  within, 

Defire  of  greatnefs  is  a  god-like  fin. 

Him  flaggei  ing  lb,  when  hell's  dire  agent  found. 
While  fainting  virtue  fcarce  maintaiii'd  her  ground. 
He  pours  frelh  forces  in,  and  thus  replies  : 
Til'  eternal  God,  Aipremely  good  and  wife, 
Imoarts  not  thefc  jrodigious  gifts  in  vain  : 
What  Wonders  are  referv'd  to  blefs  your  reign  I 
Againft  your  will  your  arguments  have  fliovvii, 
Such  virtue's  only  given  to  guide  a  throne. 
Not;  that  your  father's  mildntf;  1  contemn  ; 
l!ut  manly  force  becomes  the  diadem. 
'  ris  true  he  grants  the  people  all  they  crave  ; 
And  more  perlr^ps  than  fubjei"ls  ought  to  have  : 
For  lavifh  grants  liippofe  a  nuinarch  tame, 
And  more  his  goodncfs  than  his  wit  proclann. 
But  when  Ihould  people  fttive  their  bonds  to  break, 
If  not  when  kings  are  negligent  or  weak  ? 
1-tt  him  give  on  till  he  can  give  no  more, 
'I'he  thrifty  .Saiihtdrim  fliall  keep  him  poor; 
And  every  fliekcl,  which  he  can  receive, 
Sliall  co!l  a  litnb  of  his  prerogative. 
'J'o  ply  him  with  new  pjot^  fliall  be  my  care  ; 
Of  plunge  him  deep  in  fome  cxpcnfive  war ; 


WWch  when  hi?  treafure  can  no  more  fupplf. 

He  muft,  wi-h  the  remains  of  kinglhip,  buy 

His  faithful  friends,  our  jealoufies  and  fears 

Call  Jebufites,  and  Pharaoh's  penfioners; 

Whom  when  our  fury  from  his  aid  has  torn, 

He  fhall  be  naked  left  to  public  fcorn. 

The  next  fucceflbr,  whom  I  fear  and  hate. 

My  arts  have  made  obnoxious  to  the  Aate ; 

Turn'd  all  his  virtues  to  his  overthrow. 

And  gain'd  -ur  elders  to  pronounce  a  foe. 

His  riiht,  for  funis  of  neceffary  gold. 

Shall  firft  be  pavvn'd,  and  afterwards  be  fold  ; 

Till  time  fhall  ever-wanting  David  draw, 

To  pafs  your  doubtful  title  into  law ; 

If  not,  the  people  have  a  right  fupreme 

To  make  their  kings ;  for  kings  are  made  for  thera. 

All  empire  is  no  more  than  power  in  truft, 

Which,  when  refum'd,  can  be  no  longer  jufl. 

Succefiion.for  the  general  good  defign'd, 

In  its  own  wrong  a  nation  cannot  bind : 

If  altering  that  the  people  can  relieve, 

Better  one  fuffer  than  a  nation  grieve.  [chofe. 

The  Jews  well  know  their  power  :   ere  Saul  they 

God  was  their  king,  and  God  they  durft  depofe. 

Urge  now  your  piety,  your  filial  name, 

A  father's  right,  and  fear  of  future  fame  ; 

The  public  good,  that  univerlal  call. 

To  which  ev'n  heaven  fubmitted,  anfwers  all. 

Nor  let  his  love  enchant  your  generou*  mind ; 

'Tis  nature's  trick  to  propagate  her  kind. 

Our  fond  begetters,  who  would  never  die, 

l^ove  but  themfelves  in  their  pofterity. 

Or  let  his  kisidnefs  by  th'  efFedls  be  try'd. 

Or  let  liim  lay  his  vain  pretence  afide. 

God  faid,  he  lov'd  your  father  ;  could  he  bring 

A  better  proof,  than  to  anoint  him  king  ? 

It  fiirely  (hew'd  he  Icv'd  the  Ihepheid  well. 

Who  gave  fo  fair  a  flock  as  Ifrael. 

Would  David  have  yoii  thought  his  darling  fon, 

What  means  he  then  to  aliienate  the  crown  ? 

'i'he  name  of  godly  he  may  blufh  to  bear  : 

Is't  after  God's  own  heart  to  cheat  his  heir? 

He  to  his  brother  gives  fupreme  command. 

To  you  a  legacy  of  barren  land; 

Perhaps  th'  old  haip,  on  which  he  thrums  his  lays. 

Or  fome  du.l  Hebrew  ballad  in  y*  ur  priife. 

Then  the  ncx'  heir,  a  prince  fevere  and  wife. 

Already  looks  on  you  with  jealous  cyei ; 

Sees  through  the  thin  difguifes  of  your  arts. 

And  marks  your  progref-;  in  the  people's  hearts  ; 

Though  now  his  mighty  foul  its  grief  contains  : 

He  meditates  ri'venge  who  leaft  complains : 

And  like  a  lion,  flumbering  in  the  way, 

Or  flcep  difrcmbling,  while  he  wait^  his  prey. 

His  fearlefs  foes  vkiihin  his  diftance  draws, 

Conftrains  his  roaiing,  and  contratfls  his  paws; 

Till  at  the  laft,  his  time  for  fury  found. 

He  fliot'ts  with  fudden  vengeance  from  the  ground; 

The  proflratc  vulgar  paffes  o'er  and  fpares, 

Uut  with  a  lordly  rage  his  hunters  ttars. 

Your  cafe  no  tame  e>:pcdients  will  afford  : 

Refolvc  on  death,  or  tonqueil  by  the  fword, 

Wl  ich  for  no  lefs  a  Hake  than  life  you  draw; 

And  felf-defcace  is  nature's  cldcft  law. 
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Leave  the  warm  people  no  confidering  time  : 
For  then  rebellion  may  be  thought  a  crime. 
Avail  yourfelf  of  what  occafion  gives, 
But  try  your  title  while  your  father  lives,: 
And  that  your  arms  may  have  a  fair  pretence, 
Proclaim  you  take  them  in  the  king's  defence ; 
Whofe  facrcd  life  each  minute  vroald  expole 
To  plots,  from  feeniing  friends,  and  fecret  foes. 
And  who  can  found  the  depth  of  David's  foul  i 
Perhaps  his  fear  his  kindnefs  may  controul. 
He  fears  his  brother,  though  he  loves  his  fon, 
For  plighted  vows  too  late  to  be  undone. 
If  fo,  by  force  he  wifhcs  to  be  gain'd  : 
Like  women's  lecher)',  to  feem  conftrain'd. 
Doubt  not :  but,  when  he  mofl  affedts  the  frown, 
Commit  a  pleafing  rape  upon  the  crcvvn. 
Secure  his  perfon  to  fecure  your  caufe  : 
They  who  poffefs  the  prince  piflefs  the  laws. 

He  faid  ;  and  this  advice  above  the  reft. 
With  Abfalom's  mild  nature  fuited  befl ; 
Unblam'd  of  life,  ambition  fet  aCde, 
Not  ftain'd  with  cruelty,  nor  puft  with  pride. 
How  happy  had  he  been,  if  deftiny 
Had  higher  plac'd  his  birth,  or  not  fo  high  ! 
His  kingly  virtues  might  have  claim'd  a  throne. 
And  blell  all  other  countries  but  his  own. 
But  charming  greatnefs  fince  fo  few  refufe, 
'Tis  jufter  to  lament  him  than  accufe. 
Strong  were  his  hopes  a  rival  to  remove, 
"With  blandifliments  to  gain  the  public  love  : 
To  head  the  fadion  while  their  zeal  was  hot, 
And  popularly  profecute  the  plot. 
To  farther  this,  Achitophcl  unites 
The  malcontents  of  all  the  llraelites : 
Whofe  differing  parties  he  could  wifely  join, 
For  feveral  ends,  to  fcrve  the  fame  defign. 
The  beft,  and  of  the  princes  fome  were  fuch. 
Who  thought  the  power  of  monarchy  too  much  ; 
Miftaken  men,  and  patriots  in  their  hearts; 
Not  wicked,  but  feduc'd  by  impious  arts 
By  thefe  the  fprings  of  property  were  bent, 
And  wound  fo  high,  they  crack'd  the  g  )vernment. 
The  next  for  intcrefl  fought  to  embroil  the  ftate. 
To  ft;]l  their  duty  at  a  dearer  rate  ; 
And  make  their  Jewifh  markets  of  the  throne  ; 
Pretending  public  good  to  fcrve  their  own. 
Others  thought  kings  an  ufelefs  heavy  load, 
Who  coft  too  much,  and  did  too  little  good. 
Thefe  were  for  laying  hcncfl  David  by. 
On  principles  of  pure  good  hufbandry. 
With  them  join'd  all  th'  haranguers  of  the  throng, 
That  thought  to  get  preferment  by  the  tongue. 
Who  follow  next  a  double  danger  bring. 
Not  only  hating  David,  but  the  king; 
The  Solymxan  rout  ;  well  vers'd  of  old. 
In  goodly  favfli'in,  and  in  treal'on  bold  ; 
Covvring  and  quaking  at  a  conqueror's  fword, 
But  lofty  to  a  lawful  prince  reftor'd  ; 
Saw  with  difdain  an  Ethnic  plot  begun, 
And  fcorn'd  by  Jebiiiites  to  be  outdone. 
Hot  Levite*  headed  thefe  ;  who  pull'd  before 
Frrm    h'  ark,  .ihich  in  the  judges  days  they  bore, 
ReJum'd  their  can  ,  a  :d  with  a  zealous  cry, 
Purfued  their  old  belov'd  theocracy  : 


Where  fanhedrim  and  prieft  enflavM  the  nation. 

And  juftify'd  their  fpoils  by  infpiration  : 

For  who  fo  fit  to  reign  as  Aaron's  race, 

If  once  dominion  they  could  found  in  grace  ? 

Thefe  led  the  pack  ;  though  not  of  fureft  fcent. 

Yet  deepeft-mouth'd  againft  the  government. 

A  numerous  hoft  of  dreaming  faints  fucceed, 

Of  the  true  old  enthuuaftic  breed  : 

'Gainft  form  and  order  they  their  power  employ, 

Nothing  to  build,  and  all  things  to  deftroy. 

But  far  more  numerous  was  the  herd  of  fuch. 

Who  think  too  little,  and  who  talk  too  much, 

Thefe  out  of  mere  inftindt,  they  knew  not  why, 

Ador'd  their  fathers  God  and  property ; 

And  by  the  fame  blind  benefit  of  fate, 

The  devil  and  the  JebuCte  did  hate  : 

Born  to  be  fav'd  ev'n  in  their  own  defpite, 

Bccaufe  they  could  not  help  believing  right. 

Such  were  the  tools  :   but  a  whole  Hydra  more 

Remains  of  fprouting  heads  too  long  to  fcore. 

Some  of  their  chiefs  were  princes  of  the  land  ; 

In  the  firft  rank  of  thefe  did  Zimri  fland  : 

A  man  fo  various,  that  he  feem'd  to  be 

Not  one,  but  all  mankind's  epitome  : 

Stiff  in  opinions,  always  in  the  wrong  ; 

Was  every  thing  by  ftarts,  and  nothing  long ; 

But,  in  the  courfe  of  one  revolving  inoon. 

Was  chemift,  fidler,  ftatefman,  and  buffoon  : 

Then  all  for  women,  painting,  rhyming,  drinking, 

Befides  ten  thoufand  freaks  that  dy'd  in  chinking. 

Blcft  madman,  who  could  every  hour  employ, 

With  fomething  new  to  wifh,  or  to  enjoy  ! 

Railing  and  praifing  were  his  ufual  themes ; 

And  both,  to  fhew  his  judgment,  in  extremes : 

So  over  violent,  or  over  civil. 

That  every  man  with  him  was  God  or  Devil. 

In  fquandering  wealth  was  his  peculiar  art : 

Nothing  went  unrewarded  but  defert. 

Beggar'd  by  fools,  whom  flill  he  found  too  late  j 

He  had  his  jeft,  and  they  had  his  eftate. 

He  laugh'd  himfelf  from  court ;  then  fought  relief 

By  forming  parties,  but  could  ne'er  be  chief  : 

For  fpite  of  him  the  weight  of  bufinefs  fell 

On  Abfalom,  and  wife  Achitophcl : 

Thus,  wicked  but  in  will,  of  means  bereft. 

He  left  not  fadlion,  but  of  that  was  left. 

Titles  and  names  'twere  tedious  to  rehearfa 
Of  lords,  bclov^  the  dignity  of  vcrfe.  [befl : 

Wits,   warriurs,   commonwealths-men,   were    the 
Kind  hiifbatids,  and  mere  nobles,  all  the  reft. 
And  therefore,  in  the  name  of  dulnefs,  be 
The  well-hung  Balaam,  and  cold  Caleb,  free  : 
And  canting  Nadab  let  oblivion  damn. 
Who  made  new  porridge  fo'  the  pafchal  lamb. 
Let  fiiendftiip's  holy  band  fome  names  aflure  ; 
Some  'heir  own  w^orth,  and  fome  let  fcorn  fecure. 
Nor  (hall  the  rafcal  rabble  h.ere  have  place. 
Whom  kings  n>-  title  gave,  and  God  no  grace  : 
Not  buil-fac'd  Jonas,  who  could  ftatutes  draw 
To  mean  rebellion,  and  make  treafon  Jaw. 
But  he,  though  bad,  i-  folb'w'd  by  a  worfe, 
The  Nvretcli  who  heaven's  anointed  dar'd  to  curfe; 
Shiniei,  whole  youtri  did  ea/iy  promife  bring 
Of  zeal  to  God,  and  hatred  to  his  king ; 
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Did  Wifely  from  expenfive  Cns  refrain, 
And  never  broke  the  fabbath  but  for  gain  : 
Nor  ever  was  he  known  an  oath  to  vent, 
Or  curfc  unlefs  againft  the  government. 
Thus  heaping  wealth,  by  the  moft  ready  way 
Among  the  Jews,  which  was  to  cheat  and  pray ; 
The  city,  to  reward  his  pious  hate 
Againfl  his  matter,  chofe  him  magiflrate. 
His  hand  a  vafe  of  juftice  did  uphold  ; 
His  neck  was  loaded  with  a  chain  of  gold. 
During  his  office  treafon  was  no  crime  ; 
The  fons  f)f  Eelial  had  a  glorious  time  : 
For  Shemei,  though  not  prodigal  of  pelf, 
Yet  lov'd  his  wicked  neighbour  as  himfclf 
When  two  or  three  were  gather'd  to  declaim 
Againft  the  monarch  cf  Jerufalem, 
Shimei  was  always  in  the  midft  of  them  : 
And  if  they  curs'd  the  king  when  he  was  by, 
■U''ould  rather  curfe  than  break  good  company. 
If  any  durft  his  fadlious  friends  accufe. 
He  pack'd  a  jury  of  diffenting  Jews; 
Whofc  fellow-feeling  in  the  godly  caufe 
Would  free  the  fuffering  faint  from  human  laws. 
For  laws  are  only  made  to  punifh  thofc 
Who  ferve  the  king,  and  to  protedt  his  foes. 
If  any  leifure  time  he  had  from  power, 
Becaufe  'tis  fin  to  mifemploy  an  hour  : 
His  bufinefs  was,  by  writing  to  perl'uade, 
That  kings  were  ufelels  and  a  clog  to  trade  : 
And  that  his  noble  flyle  he  might  refine, 
No  Rechabite  more  fhur.'d  the  fumes  of  wine. 
Chafte  were  his  cellars  and  his  fhritval  board 
The  groffnefs  of  a  city  feaft  abhorr'd  : 
His  cooks  with  long  difafe  their  trade  forgot ; 
Cool  was  his  kitchen,  though  his  brains  were  hot. 
Such  frugal  virtue  malice  may  accu(e  ; 
But  furc  'twas  ueceffary  to  the  Jews  : 
For  towns,  once  burnt,  fuch  magiftrates  require 
As  dare  not  tempt  God's  providence  by  fire. 
■With  fpiritual  food  he  fed  his  fervants  well, 
Jbut  free  from  flefii  that  made  the  Jews  rebel : 
And  Mofes'  laws  he  held  in  more  account, 
For  forty  days  of  falling  in  the  mount. 
To  fpeak  the  reft,  who  better  are  forgot. 
Would  tire  a  well-breath'd  witnefs  of  the  plot. 
Yet,  Corah,  thou  fhalt  from  oblivion  pafs  ; 
Ereil  thyfelf,  thou  monumental  brafs, 
High  as  the  fcrpent  of  thy  metal  made, 
While  nations  Hand  fecure  beneath  thy  fhade. 
What  though  his  birth  were  bale,  yet  comets  rife 
From  earthly  vapours  ere  they  fliiiie  in  ikies. 
Prodigious  actions  may  as  well  be  done 
Ey  Weaver's  iflue,  as  by  prince's  fon. 
This  arch-atteftor  for  the  public  good 
By  that  one  deed  ennobles  all  his  blood. 
Who  ever  alk'd  the  witnefs's  high  race, 
Whofc  oath  with  martyrdom  did  Stephen  grace  ? 
Ours  was  a  Levite,  and  a-:  times  went  then. 
His  tiibe  were  God  Almighty's  gt-ntlemen. 
•Sunk  were  his  eyes,  his  voice  was  harfh  and  loud, 
•    Sure  figns  he  neither  choleric  was,  nor  proud  : 
His  long  chin  prov'd  his  wit;  his  faint-like  grace 
A  church  vermilion,  and  a  Mofes'  face. 
His  mcnwry,  miracutoufly  great. 
Could  plots,  cxceeJitig  man'*  belief,  repeat ; 


Which  therefore  cannot  be  accounted  lie>, 

For  human  wit  could  never  fuch  devife. 

Some  future  truths  are  mingled  in  his  book  ; 

But  where  the  witnefs  fail'd,  the  prophet  fpoke  '. 

Some  things  like  vifionary  flight  appear; 

The  fpiiit  caught  him  up  the  Lord  knows  where; 

And  gave  him  his  rabbinical  degree. 

Unknown  to  foreign  univerfity. 

His  judgment  yet  his  memory  did  excel ; 

Which  piec'd  his  wonoroiiS  evidence  fo  well, 

And  fuited  to  tlie  temper  of  the  times, 

Then  groaning  under  Jebufitic  crimes. 

Let  Ifrael's  foes  fiifpedl  his  heavenly  call, 

And  rafhly  judge  his  writ  apocryphal ; 

Our  laws  for  fuch  affronts  have  forfeits  made  : 

He  takes  his  life,  who  takes  away  his  trade. 

Were  I  myfelf  in  witnefs  Corah's  place, 

The  wretch  who  did  me  fuch  a  dire  dlfgrace, 

Should  whet  my  memory,  though  once  forgot. 

To  make  him  an  appendix  of  my  plot. 

His  zeal  to  heaven  made  him  his  prince  defpife, 

And  load  his  perfon  with  indignities. 

But  zeal  peculiar  privilege  affords. 

Indulging  latitude  to  deeds  and  words  : 

And  Corah  might  for  Agag's  murder  call, 

In  terms  as  courfe  as  Samuel  us'd  to  Saul. 

What  others  in  his  evidence  did  join. 

The  heft  that  could  be  had  for  love  or  coin, 

In  Corah's  own  predicament  will  fall  : 

For  Witnefs  is  a  common  name  to  all. 

Surrounded  thus  with  friends  of  every  fort, 
Deluded  Abfab  m  forfakes  the  court : 
Impatient  of  high  hopes,  urg'd  with  renown. 
And  fir'd  with  near  poffeffion  of  a  crown. 
Th'  admiring  crowd  arc  dazzled  with  furprlzc, 
And  on  his  goodly  perfon  feed  their  eyes. 
His  joy  conceal'd,  he  fets  himfelf  to  fhow  ; 
On  each  fide  bowing  popularly  low  : 
His  looks,  his  geftures,  and  his  words  he  frames, 
And  with  familiar  eafe  repeats  their  names. 
Thus  form'd  by  nature,  furnilli'd  out  with  arts, 
He  glides  unfelt  into  their  fecrer  hearts. 
Then  with  a  kind  compaffionating  look. 
And  fighs,  belpeaking  pity  ere  he  fpokc, 
Few  words  he  faid  ;  but  eafy  thofe  and  fit, 

I   More  flow  than  Hybla-drops,  and  far  nioie  fwcL 
I  m.ourn,  my  countrymen,  your  loft  eftate  ; 
Though  far  unable  to  prevent  your  fate ; 
Behold  a  banilTi'i  man  for  your  dear  cauie 
Expos'd  a  prey  to  arbitrary  laws  I 
Yet  oh  !  that  t  alone  could  be  undone, 
Cut  off  from  empire,  and  no  more  a  fon  '. 
Now  all  your  liberties  a  fpcil  are  made  ;  "i 

Egypt  and  Tyrus  intercept  your  trade,  > 

And  Jebufites  your  facred  rites  invade.  y 

My  father,  whom  with  reverence  yet  I  n.ime, 
Charm'd  into  eafe,  is  carelefs  of  his  fame  ; 
And,  brtb'd  with  petty  lum«  of  foreign  guld» 
Is  grown  in  Bathilieba's  cnibracos  old  ; 
Exalts  his  enemies,  his  friends  dcllroys; 
And  all  his  power  againft  Idmlelf  employs. 
He  gives,  and  let  him  give,  my  light  away  : 
But  \\hy  thould  he  his  own  and  yours  betiay  ' 
He,  only  he,  can  make  the  nation  bkei!. 
And  he  alone  from  my  ic verge  is  freed. 
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Vake  then  my  tears,  with  that  he  wip'd  his  eyes, 
'Tis  all  the  aid  my  prefent  power  fupplies  : 
No  court-informer  can  thefe  arms  accufc  ; 
Thefe  arms  may  fons  agjainft  their  fathers  ufe  : 
And  'tis  my  wifli,  the  next  fuccelTor's  reign 
May  njake  no  other  Ifraelite  complain. 

Youth,  beauty,  graceful  adlionj  feldom  fail ; 
But  common  intertft  always  will  prevail : 
And  pity  never  ceales  to  be  (hewn 
To  him  who  makes  the  people's  wrongs  his  own. 
The  crowd,  that  flill  believe  their  king*  opprefs, 
With  lifted  hands  their  young  MefTiah  blefs  : 
Who  now  begins  his  progref^  to  ordain 
With  chariots,  horlemen,  and  a  numerous  train  : 
From  ealt  to  weft  his  glories  he  difplays. 
And,  like  the  fun,  the  promis'd  land  furveys. 
Fame  runs  before  him  as  the  morning  ftar. 
And  Ihouts  of  joy  falute  him  from  afar  : 
Each  houfe  receives  him  a^;  a  guardian  god, 
And  confecrates  the  place  of  his  abode. 
But  hof'pitable  treats  did  moft  commend 
Wife  IfTachar,  his  wealthy  weftcrn  friend. 
This  moving  court,  rhat  caught  the  people's  eyes, 
And  feem'd  but  pomp,  did  other  ends  difguife  ; 
Achitophel  had  form'd  it,  with  intent 
To  found  the  depths,  and  fathom  where  it  went. 
The  people's  hearts,  diftinguifh  friends  from  foes, 
And  try  their  ftrength  before  they  came  to  blows. 
Yet  all  was  colour'd  with  a  fmooth  pretence 
Of  fpecious  love,  and  duty  to  their  piiuce. 
Religion,  and  redrefs  of  grievancesj 
Two  names  that  always  cheat,  and  always  pleSfe, 
Are  often  urg'd  ;  and  good  kisig  David's  life 
Endanger 'd  by  a  brother  and  a  wife. 
Thus  ill  a  pageant  fhew  a.  plot  is  made  , 
And  peace  itfelf  is  war  in  mafquerade. 
Oh  foolifli  Ifrael !  never  warn'd  by  ill ! 
Still  the  fame  bait,  and  circumvented  ftill  I 
Did  ever  men  forfake  their  prefent  eafe, 
In  midft  of  health  imagine  a  difeaie  ; 
Take  pains  contingent  mifchiefs  to  forefee. 
Make  heirs  for  monarchs,  and  for  God  decree  .' 
What  fhall  we  think  ?  Can  people  give  away, 
Both  for  themfelves  and  fons,  their  native  fway  ? 
Then  they  are  left  defencelels  to  the  fword 
Of  each  unbounded,  arbitrary  lord  1 
And  laws  are  vain,  by  Which  we  right  enjoy. 
If  kings  unqueflion'd  can  thofe  laws  deftroy. 
Yet  if  the  crowd  be  judge  of  fit  and  juil, 
And  kings  are  only  officers  in  truft, 
Then  this  refuming  covenant  was  declar'd 
When  kings  were  made,  or  is  for  ever  barr'd. 
If  thofc  who  gave  the  fcepter  could  not  tie 
By  their  own  deed  their  own  pofterity, 
How  then  could  Adam  hind  his  future  race  ? 
How  could  his  forfeit  on  mankind  take  place  ? 
Or  how  could  heavenly  juftice  damn  us  all. 
Who  ne'er  confented  to  our  father's  fall  ?    [mand. 
Then  kings  are  flaves  to  thofe  whom  they  com- 
And  tenants  to  their  people's  pleafure  ftand. 
Add,  that  the  power  for  property  allow 'd 
Is  mifchievoiifly  feated  in  the  crowd  : 
For  who  can  be  fecurc  of  private  richt. 
If  fovereign  fway  may  be  diffolv'd  bv  might .? 


Nor  is  the  people's  judr;ment  always  true: 

The  moll  may  err  as  grofsly  as  the  few  ; 

And  fauklcls  kings  run  down  by  common  cry, 

For  vice,  oppreffion,  and  for  tyranny. 

What  ftandard  is  there  in  a  fickle  rout, 

Which,  flowing  to  the  mark,  runs  faftcr  out  ? 

Nor  only  crowds  but  fanhedrims  may  be 

Infedled  with  this  public  lunacy. 

And  fhare  the  madneft  of  rebellious  times, 

To  murder  monarchs  for  imagin'd  crimes. 

If  they  may  give  and  take  whene'er  they  pleafe. 

Not  kings  alone,  the  Godhead's  images, 

But  government  itfelf  at  length  mufl  fall 

To  nature's  (late,  where  all  have  right  to  all. 

Yet,  grant  our  lords  the  people  kings  can  make. 

What  prudent  men  a  fettled  throne  would  fhake  ? 

For  whatfoc'er  their  fufferings  were  before. 

That  change  they  covet  makes  them  fuffcr  more. 

All  nther  errors  but  diflurb  a  ftate  ; 

But  innovation  is  the  blow  of  fate. 

If  ancient  fabrics  nod,  and  threat  to  fall. 

To  patch  their  flaws,  and  butrefs  up  the  wall/ 

Thus  far  'tis  duty  :  but  here  fix  the  mark ; 

For  all  beyond  it  is  to  touch  the  ark. 

To  change  foundations,  caft  the  frame  anew, 

Is  work  for  rebels,  who  bafe  ends  purfue  ; 

At  once  divine  and  human  laws  controul. 

And  mend  the  parts  by  ruin  of  the  whole. 

The  tampering  world  is  fubje<5t  to  this  curfe, 

To  phyfic  their  difeafe  into  a  worfe. 

Now  what  relief  can  righteous  David  bring  ? 
How  fatal  'tis  to  be  too  good  a  king  ! 
Friends  he  has  few,  fo  high  the  madnefs  grows  ; 
Who  dare  be  fuch  mufl  be  the  people's  foes. 
Yet  fonie  there  were,  ev'n  in  the  worfl  of  days; 
Some  let  me  namCj  and  naming  is  to  praife. 

In  this  fhort  file  Berzillai  firft  appears  ; 
Berziilai,  crown'd  with  honour  and  with  years. 
Long  fince,  the  rifing  rebels  he  withftood 
In  regions  wafte  beyond  the  Jordan's  flood  : 
Unfortunately  brave  to  buoy  the  ftate  ; 
But  finking  underneath  his  maftcr's  fate  : 
In  exile  with  his  godlike  prince  he  mourn'd ; 
For  him  he  fuffer'd,  and  with  him  return'd. 
The  court  he  pradtif'd,  not  the  courtier's  art  : 
Large  was  his  wealth,  but  larger  was  his  heart. 
Which  well  the  nobleft  objects  knew  to  choofe, 
The  fighting  warrior,  and  recording  Mufe. 
His  bed  could  once  a  fruitful  iilue  boaft  ; 
Now  more  than  half  a  father's  name  is  loft. 
His  cldeft  hope,  with  every  grace  adorn'd, 
By  me,  io  heaven  will  have  it, always  mourn'd. 
And   always    honour'd,    fnatch'd   in    manhood's 

prime 
B'  unequal  fates,  and  providence's  crime  ; 
Yet  not  before  the  goal  of  honour  won, 
All  parts  fulfiU'd  of  fubjecft  and  of  fon  : 
Swift  was  the  race,  but  fhort  the  time  to  run. 
Oh  narrow  circle,  but  cf  power  divine, 
Scanted  in  fpace,  butperfedt  in  thy  line  1 
By  fea,  by  land,  thy  niatchlefs  worth  was  known^ 
Arms  thy  delight,  and  war  was  all  thy  own  : 
rhy  force  infuf'd  the  fainting  Tyrians  prop'd  : 
And  haughty  Pharaoh  found  his  fortune  ftop'd. 
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Oh  ancient  honour  I  Oh  unconquer'd  hand. 

Whom  foes  unpunifh'd  never  could  withftand  I 

But  Ifrael  was  unworthy  of  his  name  : 

Short  is  the  date  of  all  immoderate  fame. 

It  looks  as  heaven  our  ruin  had  defign'd, 

^nd  diirft  not  truft  thy  fortune  and  thy  mind. 

Now  free,  from  earth  thy  difencumber'd  foul  [pole : 

JVIounts  up,  and  leaves  behind  the  clouds  and  ftarry 

From  thence  thy  kindred  legions  mayfl  tliou  bring, 

,To  aid  the  guardian  anjjel  of  thy  king. 

ttere  ftop,  my  Muie,  here  ceafe  thy  painful  flight; 

Ko  pinions  can  purfue  immortal  height : 

Tell  good  Barzillai  thou  canft  fing  no  more, 

And  tell  thy  foul  ilic  ftiould  have  fled  before  : 

Or  iled  file  with  his  life,  and  leit  this  verfe 

To  hang  on  her  departed  patron's  hearfe  ? 

Now  take  thy  ftcepy  flight  from  heaven,  and  fee 

If  thou  canft  find  on  earth  another  he  : 

Another  he  would  be  too  hard  to  find ; 

See  then  whom  thou  canfl:  fee  not  far  behind. 

Zadoc    the    pricft,   whom,   fhunning    power  and 

His  lowly  mind  advant'd  to  David's  grace,  [place, 

With  him  the  Sagan  of  Jerufalcm, 

Of  hofj-'itable  foul,  and  noble  ftem; 

Him  of  the  wefl:ern  dome,  whofe  weighty  fenfe 

Flows  in  fit  words  and  heavenly  eloquence. 

The  prophets  fons,  by  fuch  example  led, 

To  learning  and  to  loyalty  were  bred  : 

For  colleges  on  bounteous  kings  depend, 

And  never  rebel  was  to  arts  a  friend. 

To  thcfc  fucceed  tlie  pillars  of  the  laws ; 

Who  heft,  can  plead,  and  bell  can  judge  a  caufe. 

Next  them  a  train  of  loyal  peers  afccnd  >; 

Sharp-ji'.dgiiig  Adriel,  the  Mufes'  friend, 

Himiclf  a  Mufe  :  in  fanhedrims  debate 

True  to  his  prince,  but  not  a  flave  of  (tate; 

Whom  David's  love  with  honours  did  adorn, 

That  from  his  difobedient  foil  were  torn, 

Jotham  of  piercing  wit,  and  pregnr.nt  thought; 

Endued  by  nature,  and  by  learning  taught. 

To  move  affemblics,  who  but  only  try'd 

The  woife  a-wliilc,  then  chole  the  better  fide  : 

N  r  chofe  alone,  but  turn'd  the  balance  too  ; 

So  much  the  weight  of  one  brave  man  can  do. 

Hufiiai,  tlie  friend  of  David  in  diftref's; 

In  public  fkorms  of  manly  ftedfaftnefs  : 

By  f  Tcign  treaties  he  inform'd  his  youth. 

And  jditi'il  experience  to  his  native  truth. 

His  frugal  care  fupply'd  the  wanting  throne  ; 

Frugal  for  that,  but  bounteous  of  his  own  : 

'Tis  eafy  conduct  when  exchequers  flow  ; 

Bui  hard  the  tafk  to  manage  well  the  low  : 

For  fovereign  power  is  too  deprt-fs  d  or  high, 

"Vhen  kings  arc  forc'd  to  fell,  or  crowds  to  buy. 

Indulge  oi;c  labour  more,  my  weary  Mufe, 

Fi  r  A  mill  :  who  can  Amiel's  praife  refufc  ? 

Of  ancient  race  by  birth,  buj-noblcr  yet 

In  hie  own  worth,  and  without  title  great : 

'J'he  fanhedrim  long  time  as  chief  he  rul'd, 

'I'htir  rtafon  guided,  and  their  piifiion  cool'dt 

!)•)  dextious  was  he.  in  the  crown's  defence, 

.'•'o  fcrni'd  to  (peak  a  Ltyal  nation'^  fenfe, 

"I  hat,  a?  their  baiul  was  Ifrael's  tribrs  in  fmall, 

Jio  fit  was  he  to  reiirLftnt  th-m  all. 


Now  raflier   charioteers  the  feat  afcend, 
Whofe  loole  careers  his  fleady  Ikill  commend : 
They,  like  th'  unequal  ruler  of  the  day, 
Mifguide  the  feafons,  and  niifl:ake  the  way  ; 
While  he  withdrawn,  at  their  mad  labours  fmilcs. 
And  fafe  enjoys  the  fabbath  -  f  liis  toils. 

Thefe  were  the  chief,  a  fmall  but  fauhtull  band  "y 
Of  worthies,  in  the  breach  who  dar'd  to  itand,  S- 
And  tempt  ih'  united  fury  of  the  land,  j 

With  grief  ihey  view'd  fuch  powerful  engines  bent 
To  batter  down  the  lawful  government. 
A  numerous  faiftion,  with  pretended  frights, 
Tn  fanhedrims  to  plume  the  regal  ."  ghts, 
'i"he  true  fucceffor  from  the  court  rcmov'd ; 
The  plot,  by  hireling  witnefles,  improv'd. 
Thefe  ills  they  faw,  and,  as  their  duty  bound. 
They  fl-.ew'd  the  king  the  danger  of  the  wound; 
That   no    conccflions    from    the    throne    would 

jileafe, 
But  lenitives  fomented  the  difeafe  : 
That  Abfalom,  ambitious  of  the  crown, 
Was  made  the  lure  to  draw  the  people  down : 
That  falfe  Achitophels  pernicious  hate 
Had  turn'd  the  plot  to  ruin  church  and  ftate: 
The  council  violent,  the  rabble  worfe  : 
That  Shemei  taught  Jerufalem  to  curfe. 

Witii  all  thefe  loads  of  injuries  ojiprefl, 
And  long  revolving  in  his  careful  breaft 
Th'  event  of  things,  at  lafl  his  patience  tir'd. 
Thus,  from  his  royal  throne,  by  heaven  infpir'dj 
The  god-like  David  fpoke;  with  awful  fear 
His  train  their  Maker  in  their  mafler  hear. 

Thus  long  have  1,  by  native  mercy  fway'd. 
My  wrongs  difiembled,  my  revefige  delay'd: 
So  willing  to  forgive  th'  offending  age; 
So  much  the  father  did  the  king  afluage. 
But  iiow  fo  far  my  clemency  they  flight, 
Th'  offenders  qucftioii  my  forgiving  right, 
That  one  was  made  for  many,  they  contend; 
But  'tis  to  rule;  for  that 's  a  monarch's  end. 
Thty  call  my  tendernefs  of  blood,  my  fear  ; 
Though  manly  tempers  can  the  longcft  bcari 
Yet,  fince  they  will  divert  my  native  courfc, 
'Tis  time  to  fhew  I  am  not  good  by  force. 
Thofe  heap'd  affronts  that  haughty  fubjedls  bring, 
Are  burdens  for  a  camel,  not  a  king. 
Kings  are  the  public  pillars  of  the  flate. 
Born  to  fuftain  and  prop  the  nation's  weight : 
If  my  young  Sanifon  will  pretend  a  call 
To  fliake  the  column,  let  h.im  fliare  the  fall: 
But  oh,  that  yet  he  would  repent  and  li»c  I 
How  eafy  'tis  for  parents  to  forgive  ! 
With  how  ftw  tears  a  pardon  might  be  wort 
From  nature,  pleading  for  a  darling  fen  I 
Poor,  pitied  youth,  by  my  paternal  care, 
Raif'd  up  to  ail  the  height  his  frame  could  bear  ! 
Had  (Jori  ordain'd  his  fate  for  empire  born, 
He  would  have  given  his  foul  another  turn  : 
(juU'd  with  a  patriot's  name,  whofe  modern  fcnfc 
Is  one  that  would  by  law  fupplant  his  piincc; 
The  people's  brave,  the  politician's  tool; 
Never  was  patriot  yet,  but  was  a  foi.-I. 
Whence  comes  it,  ihac  religion  and  the  laws 
Should  more  be  Ab.'alunk'*  than  David's  caufc  ? 
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His  old  inftrodlor  ere  he  loft  his  place, 
Was  never  thought  indued  with  fo  much  grace. 
Good  heavens,  how  fadlioii  can  a  patriot  paint ! 
My  rebel  ever  proves  my  people's  faint. 
Would  they  impofc  an  heir  upon  the  throne. 
Let  fanhedrims  be  taught  to  give  their  own. 
A  king  's  at  leaft  a  part  of  government, 
And  mine  as  requifite  as  their  confent : 
Without  my  leave  a  future  king  to  choofe, 
Infers  a  right  the  prefent  to  difpofe. 
True,  they  petition  me  t'  approve  their  choice  : 
But  Efau's  hands  fuit  ill  with  Jacob's  voice. 
My  pious  fubjedts  for  my  fafety  pray  ; 
Which  to  fecure,  they  take  my  power  away. 
From  plots  and  treafons  heaven  preferve  my  years, 
But  fave  me  moft  from  my  petitioners. 
Unfatiate  as  the  barren  womb  or  grave  ; 
God  cannot  grant  fo  much  as  they  can  crave. 
What  then  is  left,  but  with  a  jealous  eye 
To  guard  the  fmall  remains  of  royalty  ? 
The  law  fhall  ftill  direcSt  my  peaceful  fway, 
And  the  fame  law  teach  rebels  to  obey  : 
Votes  fliall  no  more  cftablifli'd  power  controiJ, 
Such  votes  as  make  a  part  exceed  the  whole. 
No  groundkfs  clamours  Ihall  my  friends  remove, 
Nor  crowds  have  power  to  punifh  ere  they  prove; 
Tor  gods  and  god-like  kings  their  care  exprefs, 
Still  to  defend  their  fervants  in  diftrefs. 
Oh,  that  my  power  to  faving  were  confin'd  ! 
Why  am  1  forc'd,  like  heaven,  againft  my  mind 
To  make  examples  sf  another  kind  I 


'] 


Muft  I  at  length  the  fword  of  juftlcc  draw  ? 
Oh  curft  effedls  of  neceffary  law  1 
How  ill  my  fear  they  by  my  mercy  fcan  I 
Beware  the  fury  of  a  patient  man. 
Law  they  require,  let  law  then  fhew  her  face  ; 
They  could  not  be  content  to  look  on  grace, 
Her  hinder  parts,  but  with  a  daring  eye 
To  tempt  the  terror  of  her  front  and  die. 
By  their  own  arts  'tis  righteoufly  decreed, 
Thafe  dire  artificers  of  death  fliall  bleed. 
Againft  themfelves  their  witnefles  will  fwear. 
Till,  viper-like,  their  mother  plot  they  tear  ; 
And  fuck  for  nutriment  that  bloody  gore, 
Which  was  their  principle  of  life  before. 
Their  Belial  with  their  Beelzebub  will  fight : 
Thus  on  my  foes,  my  foes  fliall  do  me  right. 
Nor  doubt  th'  event :  for  fadlious  crowds  engage^ 
In  their  firft  onfet,  all  their  brutal  rage. 
Then  let  them  take  an  unrefifted  courfe  : 
Retire,  and  traverfe,  and  delude  their  force  : 
But  when  they  ftand  all  breathlefs,  urge  the  fight. 
And  rife  upon  them  with  redoubled  might : 
For  lawful  power  is  ftill  fuperior  found ; 
When  long  driven  back,  at  length  it  ftands  the 
ground. 
He  faid  :  Th'  Almighty  nodding  gave  confent  J 
And  peals  of  thunder  (hook  the  firmament. 
Henceforth  a  feries  of  new  time  began, 
The  mighty  years  in  long  procefllon  ran  : 
Once  more  the  god-like  David  was  rcftor'd. 
And  willing  nations  knew  their  lawful  lord. 
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"  — -  Si  quis  tamen  hac  quoquc,  fi  qui» 
"  Captus  amore  leget  — " 
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TO    THE    READER. 


Ik  the  year  1680  Mr.  Dry  den  undertook  the 
poem  of  Abfalom  and  Achitophel,  upon  the  defire 
of  ki'^g  Charles  the  fecond.  The  performance 
was  applauded  by  every  one  ;  and  feveral  pcifons 
prefling  him  to  write  a  fecond  part,  he,  upon  de- 
clining it  himfelf,  fpoke  to  Mr.  Tate  to  write  one, 
and  gave  him  his  advice  in  the  direAion  of  it ; 
and  that  part  beginning  with 

"  Next  thefe,  a  troop  of  bufy  fpirits  prefs," 


and  (fnding  with 

"  To  talk  like  Doeg,  and  to  write  like  thee." 

containing  near  two  hundred  verfes,  were  entirely 
Mr.  Dryden'*  compofition,  befidcs  fome  touches 
in  other  places.— The  preceeding  lines,  upward* 
of  three  hundred  in  number,  were  writt'  n  by  Mr. 
Tate.    The  poem  is  here  primed  complete. 
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iii^cz  men  like  teafts  each  othei's  prey  were 

made. 
Since  trade  began,  and  priefthood  grew  a  trade, 
.Sii>ce  realms  were  form'd,  none-fUre  fo  curfl  as 

thofe 
That  madly  their  own  happinefs  oppofe ; 
There  heaven  itfelf,  and  G>-'d-like  kings,  in  vain 
tihnwer  down  the  manna  of  a  gentle  reign: 
VVJiile  pamper'd  crowds  to  mad  fedition  run, 
Antl  monarchs  by  indulgence  are  undone. 
Thus  David's  clemency  was  fatal  grown, 
AVhile  wealthy  fa(5lion  aw'd  the  wanting  throne. 
Fpr  now  their  iovereign's  orders  to  contemn 
Was  held  the  charter  of  Jerufalem, 
His  rights  t'  invade,  his  tributes  to  refufe, 
A  privilege  peculiar  to  the  Jews; 
3^s  if  from  heavenly  call  this  licence  fell, 
Aud  Jacob's  feed  were  chofen  to  rebel ! 

Achitophel  with  triumph  fees  his  crimes 
Thus  fuitcd  to  the  madnefs  of  the  times; 
And  Abfalom,  to  make  his  hopes  fucceed. 
Of  flattering  charms  no  longer  ftands  in  need ; 
AVhile,  fond  of  change,  though  ne'er   fo  dearly 

bought, 
Our  tribes  outftrip  the  youth's  ambitious  thought ; 
His  fwifteft  hopes  with  fwifter  homage  meet, 
And  crowd  their  fervile  necks  beneath  his  feet. 
Tims  to  his  aid  while  prefling  tides  repair. 
He  mounts  and  fpread>  his  flreamers  in  the  air. 
'I'he  charms  of  empire  might  his  youth  miflead, 
But  what  can  our  befotted  Ifrael  plead  ? 
Sway'd  by  a  monarcii,  whofe  ferene  command 
Seem  s  half  the  bleffing  of  our  promis'd  land. 
Whofe  only  grievance  is  excefs  of  eafe ; 
Freedom  our  pain,  and  plenty  our  difeafe  \ 
Yet  as  all  folly  would  lay  claim  to  Icnfe, 
And  wickednefs  ne'er  wanted  a  pretence. 
With  arguments  they'd  make  their  treafon  goodj 
AT.d  righteous  David's  felf  vvith  (landers  load  ; 
That  arts  of  foreign  fway  he  did  affe<S, 
And  guilty  Jebiifites  from  law  proted; 


Whofe  very  chiefs,  conviA,  were  never  freed, 
Nay  we  have  leen  the  facrificers  bleed  ! 
Accufers'  infamy  is  ursj'd  in  vain. 
While  in  the  bounds  of  fetife  they  did  contain, 
But  foiin  they  launch'd  into  th'  unfathom'd  tide^ 
And  in  the  depths  they  knew  difdain'd  to  ride. 
For  probable  difcoveries  to  difpenfe. 
Was  thought  below  a  penfion'd  evidence  ; 
Mere  truth  was  dull,  nor  fuitcd  with  the  port 
Of  pamper'd  Corah  when  advanc'd  to  court. 
No  lefs  than  wonders  now  they  will  impofe. 
And  projeds  void  of  grace  or  fenfe  difclofe. 
Such  was  the  change  on  pious  Michal  brought, 
Michal  that  ne'er  was  cruel  ev'n  in  thought, 
The  befl  of  queens,  and  moft  obedient  wife, 
Impeach'd  of  curft  defigns  en  David's  life  ! 
His  life,  the  theme  of  her  eternal  prayer, 
'Tis  fcarce  fo  much  his  guardian  angel's  care. 
Not  fummer  morns  fuch  mildnefs  can  difclofe. 
The  Hermon  lily,  nor  the  Sharcn  rofc. 
Negleifling  each  vain  pomp  of  majefty, 
Tranfported  Michal  feeds  her  thoughts  on  high. 
She  lives  with  angels,  and,  as  angels  do. 
Quits  heaven  fometimes  to  blefs  the  world  below. 
Where,     cherifh'd    by    her    bounty's    plenteous 

fpring, 
Reviving  widows  fmile,  and  orphans  fing. 
Oh  1  when  rebellious  Ifrael's  crimes  at  height. 
Are  threaten'd  with  her  Lord's  approaching  fate. 
The  piety  of  Michal  then  remain 
In  heaven's  lemetnbrance,  and  prolong  his  reign  '. 

Lefs  defolation  did  the  pefl  purfue. 
That  from  Dan's  limits  to  Beerfheba  flew, 
l-.efs  fatal  the  repeated  wars  of  Tyre, 
And  lefs  Jerufalem's  avenging  fire. 
With  gentler  terror  thefe  our  ftate  o'er-ran, 
Than  finee  our  evidencing  days  began  ! 
On  every  cheek  a  pale  confufion  fat, 
Continued  fear  beyond  the  worft  of  fate  I 
Trufl  was  no  more,  art,  fcience,  ufelefs  made, 
All  occupation^  lofl  but  Corah's  tra^e. 
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Mean  while  a  guard  on  modeft  Corah  wait, 
If  not  for  fafe:y,  needful  yet  for  flate. 
Well  might  he  deem  each  peer  and  prince  his  flavc, 
And  lord  it  o'er  the  tribes  which  he  could  fave  : 
Ev'n  vice  in  him  was  virtue — what  fad  fate 
But  for  his  honcfiy  had  feiz'd  our  ftate  ! 
And  with  what  tyranny  had  we  been  curft, 
Had  Corah  never  prov'd  a  villian  firfl ! 
T'  have  told  his  knowledge  of  th'  intrigue  in  grofs, 
Had  been,  alas,  to  our  deponent's  lofs  : 
The  travcl'd  Levite  had  th'  experience  got. 
To  hufband  well,  and  make  the  beft  of's  plot; 
And  therefore,  like  an  evidence  of  Ikill, 
With  wife  referves  fecur'd  his  penfion  ftill ; 
Kot  quite  of  future  power  himfelf  bereft, 
But  limbos  large  for  unbelievers  left, 
And  now  his  writ  fuch  reverence  had  got, 
'Twas  worfe  than  plotting  to  fufpedl  his  plot. 
Some  were  fo  well  convinc'd,  they  made  no  doubt 
Themfelvcs  to  help  the  founder'd  fwearers  out. 
Some  had  their  fenfe  impos'd-on  hy  their  fear, 
But  more  for  intereft  fake  believe  and  Iw  ear  : 
Ev'n  to  that  height  vi'ith  fome  the  frenzy  grew, 
They  rag'd  to  find  their  danger  not  prove  true. 

Yet,  than  all  thefe  a  viler  crew  remain, 
Who  with  Achitophel  the  cry  maintain  ; 
Not  urg'd  by  fsar,  not  through  mifguidtd  fenfe, 
Blind  zeal  and  (tarving  need  had  fome  pretence, 
But  for  the  good  old  caufe  that  did  excite 
Th'  originai  rebels  wiles,  revenge,  and  fpight. 
Thefe  raife  the  plot  to  have  the  fcandal  thrown 
XJpon  the  bright  fucceffor  of  the  crown, 
Whofe  virtue  with  fuch  wrongs  they  had  purfued, 
As  feem'd  all  hope  of  pardon  to  exclude. 
Thus,  while  on  private  ends  their  zeal  is  built. 
The  cheated  crowd  applaud  and  iliatc  tlijeir  guilt. 

Such  pra6lices  as  thefe,  too  grofs  to  lie 
Long  unobfcrv'd  by  each  difcerning  eye, 
The  more  judicious  fTraelites  unfpell'd, 
Though  ftill  the  charm  the  giddy  rabble  held, 
Ev'n  Abfalom  amidft  the  dazzling  beams 
Of  empire,  and  ambition's  flattering  dreams, 
Perceives  the  plot,  too  foul  to  be  excus'd. 
To  aid  defign>,  no  lefs  pernicious,  us'd. 
And,  filial  fenfe  yet  flriving  in  his  breafl, 
Thu?  to  Achitophel  his  doubts  expreft. 

Why  are  my  thoughts  upon  a  crown  cmploy'd, 
Which  once  obtain'd  can  be  but  half  enjoy 'd  i 
Kot  fo  when  virtue  did  my  arms  require, 
A.nd  to  my  father's  wars  1  flew  intire. 
JWy  regal  power  how  will  my  foes  relent, 
when  I  myfclf  have  fcarce  my  own  confent ! 
Give  me  a  fon's  unblemilh'd  truth  again. 
Or  quench  the  fparks  of  duty  that  remain. 
How  (light  to  force  a  throne  that  legions  guard 
'I'he  cafli  to  me  ;  to  prove  iinjuft,  how  hard ! 
And  if  th'  imagin'a  guilt  thus  wound  my  thought, 
^Vhat  will  it  when  the  tragic  fccnc  is  wrought  ? 
Uirc  war  muft  lirft  be  conjur'd  from  below. 
The  realm  we'd  rule  we  lirft  muft  oveithrow  : 
And  when  the  civil  furic=i  are  on  wing  "^ 

That  blind  and  ui;dillinguifli'd  {laughters  fling,  f 
Who  ki  o>'  !<  what  impiuus  chance  nuy  reach  C 
the  king  i  3 


..! 


Oh  I  rather  let  me  perifh  In  the  ftrife, 

Than  have  my  cr«wn  the  price  of  David's  life  I 

Or,  if  the  tempeft  of  the  war  he  ftand, 

In  peace,  fome  vile  officious  villain's  hand 

His  foul's  anointed  temple  may  invade. 

Or,  preft  by  clamorous  crowds,  myfelf  be  made 

His  murthercr  ;   rebellious  crowds,  whofe  guilt 

Shall  dread  his  vengeance  till  his  blood  be  fpilt. 

Which  if  my  filial  tendernefs  oppofe, 

Since  to  the  empire  by  their  arms  I  rofe, 

Thofe  very  arms  on  me  fliall  be  employ'd, 

A  new  ufurper  croviftt'd,  and  I  dcflroy'd 

The  fame  pretence  of  public  good  will  hold, 

And  new  Achitophels  be  found  as  bold 

To  urge  the  needful  change,  perhaps  the  old 

He  faid.  The  ftatcfman  with  a  fmile  replie?, 
A  fmile  that  did  his  rifing  fpleen  difg^ife. 
My  thoughts  prefum'd  our  labcurs  at  an  end, 
And  are  we  ftill  with  confcience  to  contend  i 
Whofe  want  in  kings,  as  needful  is  allow'd, 
As  'tis  for  them  to  find  it  in  the  crowd. 
Far  in  the  dcubtful  paffage  you  are  gone, 
And  only  can  he  fafe  by  prefling  on. 
The  crown's  true  heir,  a  prince  fevere  and  wife. 
Has  view'd  your  motions  long  with  jealous  eyes  : 
Your  perfon's  charms,  your  more  prevailing  arts. 
And  mark'd  ynur  progrefs  in  the  people's  hearts, 
Whofe  patience  is  th'  efFe<51  of  ftinted  power, 
But  treafures  vengeance  for  the  fatal  hour, 
And  if  remote  the  peril  he  can  bring, 
Your  ptelent  danger's  greater  from  the  king. 
Let  not  a  parent's  name  deceive  your  fenfe, 
Nor  truft  the  father  in  a  jealotis  prince  ! 
Your  trivial  faults  if  he  could  fo  refent. 
To  doom  you  littie  lefs  than  banifhment, 
What  rage  muft  your  prefumption  fince  infpirc ! 
Agaiiift  his  orders  you  return  from  Tyre. 
Nor  only  io,  but  with  a  pomp  more  high, 
And  open  court  of  popularity. 
The  I'adHous  tribes. — And  this  reproof  from  thee  ? 
The  prince  replies,  O  ftatelman'»  winding  fkill ! 
They  firft  condemn,  that  firft  advis'd  the  ill! 
Illuftiious  youth,  return'd  Achitophel, 
Mifconftrue  not  the  words  that  mean  you  well ; 
The  courfe  you  fteer  I  worthy  blame  conclude, 
But  'tis  beeaufe  you  leave  it  unpurfued. 
A  monarch's  crown  with  fate  fuirounded  lies, 
Who  reach,  lay  hold  <in  death  that  mifs  the  prize. 
Did  you  for  this  expofe  youtfclf  to  (htw. 
And  to  the  crowd  bow  popularly  low ! 
For  this  your  glorious  progrefs  next  ordain. 
With  chariots,  horfcmcii,  and  a  numerous  train. 
With  fame  before  you  like  the  morning  ftar. 
And  fhoufscf  joy  I'aluting  from  afar?  [view. 

Oh  from  the  heights  you've  reach'd,  but  take  % 
.Scarce  leading  Liiciftr  cciuld  fall  like  you! 
And  .•niift  I  he-re  my  fliipwreck'd  arts  bemoan  ? 
Have  I  for  this  fo  <  it  made  Ifrael  groan  * 
Your  fingle  intcrefl  with  the  nation  weigh'd, 
And  furn'd  the  fcale  where  yourdcfircs  were  laid! 
Ev'n  when  at  helm  a  courfe  fo  dangerous  mov'd, 
To  land  your  hopes  as  my  removal  prov'd. 

I  not  difpute,  the  royal  youth  rcplieis, 
The  known  p crfc(5lion  of  your  policic?j 
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Nor  in  Achitophel  yet  o;rudge  or  blame. 
The  privilege  tiiat  ftatefmen  ever  claim  ; 
Who  private  intereft.  never  yet  purfued. 
But  flill  pretended  'twas  for  others'  good  : 
What  politician  yet  e'er  fcap'd  his  fate, 
Who  fa^'ing  his  own  neck  not  fav'd  the  flate  ? 
Prom  hence  on  every  humorous  wind  that  veer'd, 
With  fhifted  fails  a  feveral  courfe  you  fteer'd. . 
What  from  a  fway  did  David  e'er  purfue. 
That  feem'd  like  abfolute,  but  fprung  from  you  ? 
Who  at  your  inflance  quafh'd  each  penal  law, 
That  kept  diflentiiig  fadlious  Jews  in  awe; 
And  who  fufpends  fixt  laws,  may  abrogate. 
That  done,  form  new,  and  fo  enflave  the  ftate. 
Ev'n  property,  whofe  champion  now  you  iluud, 
And  feem  for  tbis  the  idol  of  the  land, 
I>id  ne'er  fuflain  fuch  violence  before, 
As  when  your  counfel  Iwxt  the  royal  Ilore  ; 
Advice,  that  ruin  to  vi'hole  tribes  procur'd. 
But  fecret  kept  till  your  own  banks  fccur'd. 
Recount  with  this  the  triple  covenant  broke, 
And  Ifrael  fitted  for  a  foreign  yoke; 
Nor  here  your  couiifels  fatal  progrefs  ftaiJ, 
But  fent  our  levied  powers  to  Pharaoh's  aid. 
Hence  Tyre  and  Ifrael,  low  in  ruins  laid,  ,[made. 
And  Egypt,  once  their  fcorn,  their  common  terror 
Ev'n  yet  of  fuch  a  feafon  can  we  dream, 
When  royal  rights  you  made  your  darling  theme. 
For  power  unlimited  could  reafons  draw, 
And  place  prerogative  above  the  law ; 
Wliich  on  your  fall  from  office  grew  unjufl. 
The  laws  made  king,  the  king  a  flave  in  trufl  : 
Whom  with  flate  craft,  to  interelt  only  true, 
You  now  accufe  of  ills  contriv'd  by  you. 

To  this  hell's  agent — Royal  youth,  fix  here; 
Let  intereft  be  the  ftar  by  which  you  (Iccr  ; 
Hence  to  rcpofe  your  trull  in  me  was  wife, 
Whofe  intereft  mod  in  your  advancement  lies. 
A  tye  fo  firm  as  always  will  avail, 
When  fiiendfhip,  nature,  and  religion,  fail ; 
On  our's  the  fafety  of  the  crowd  depends, 
Secure  the  crowd,  and  we  obtain  our  ends, 
Whom  I  will  caufe  fo  far  our  guilt  to  fliare. 
Till  they  are  niade  our  champions  by  their  fear. 
What  oppofition  can  your  rival  bring. 
While  fanhedrims  are  jealous  of  the  king  ? 
His  ftrength  as  yet  in  David's  friendfliip  lic<!, 
And  what  can  David's  felf  without  fupplies  ? 
Who  with  exclufive  bills  mufl  now  dilpenle. 
Debar  the  heir,  or  ilarve  in  his  defence. 
Conditions  which  our  elders  ne'er  will  quit, 
And  David's  juftice  never  can  admit. 
Or  forc'd  by  wants  his  brother  to  betray. 
To  your  ambition  next  he  clears  the  way ; 
For  if  fucccffion  once  to  nought  they  bring. 
Their  next  advance  removes  the  prefent  king  : 
Perfifting  elfe  his  fenates  to  dillolve, 
Jn  equal  hazard  fliall  his  reign  involve,       [alarniF, 
Our   tribes,    whom    Pharaoh's    power   fo   much 
Shall  rife  without  their  prince  t'oppofe  his  arms  ; 
Nor  boots  it  on  what  caufe  at  firli  they  join, 
Their  troops  once  up,  are  tools  for  our  defign. 
At  leaft  fuch  fubtle  covenants  fliall  be  made, 
Till  peace  itftlf  is'war  in  mafquerade. 

VeL.  Vf. 
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AfTociationj  of  myfterlous  fenfe, 

Againft,  but  feeming  for,  the  king's  defence  : 

Ev'n  on  their  counts  of  juftice  fetters  draw. 

And  from  our  agents  muzzle  up  their  law, 

By  which  a  conqueft  if  we  fail  to  make, 

'Tis  a  drawn  game  at  worft,  and  we  fecure  o»r 

flake. 
He  faid,  and  for  the  dire  fuccefs  depends 
On  various  fecSls,  by  common  guilt  made  friends. 
Whofe  head?,  though  ne'er  fo  differing  in  their 

creed, 
r  th'  point  of  treafon  yet  were  well  agreed. 
'Riongft  thefe,  extorting  Iftiban  firft  appears, 
Purfued  by  a  meager  troop  of  bankrupt  heirs. 
BLeft  times  when  lihhan,  he  whofe  occupation 
So  I'lng  has  been  to  cheat,  reforms  the  nation  ! 
Ifhban  of  confcience  fuited  to  his  trade, 
As  good  a  faint  as  ufurer  ever  made. 
Yet  JVIammon  has  not  fo  engroft  iiim  quite, 
But  Belial  lays  as  large  a  claim  of  fpight  ; 
Who,  for  thofe  pardons  from  his  pt-jnce  he  draws 
Returns  rejiroathes,  and  cries  up  the  caufe. 
T'lat  year  in  which  the  city  he  did  fway, 
He  kft  rebellion  in  a  hopeful  way. 
Yet  his  ambition  once  was  found  fo  bold. 
To  offer  talents  <»f  extorted  gold  ; 
Could  David's  wants  have  fo  been  brib'd,  to  fhime 
And  fcaiidalize  our  peerage  with  his  narae  ; 
For  which,  his  dear  fedltioji  lie'd  forfwear. 
And  ev'n  turn  loyal  to  be  made  a  peer. 
Next  him,  let  i ailing  Rabftieka  have  place, 
So  full  of  zeal  he  has  no  need  of  grace  ; 
A  faint  that  can  both  flelh  and  fpirit  ufe, 
Alike  haunt  conventicles  and  the  ftews : 
Of  whom  the  queftion  difficult  appears. 
If  moft  i'  th'  preacher?  or  the  bawds  arrears. 
What  caution  could  appear  too  much  in  him 
That  keeps  the  treafure  of  Jerufalem  ! 
Let  David's  brother  but  approach  the  town, 
D,  uble  our  guards,  he  cries,  we  are  undone. 
Protefting  that  he  dares  not  fleep  in's  bed 
Left  he  fhould  rife  ne.xt  morn  without  his  head. 

"   Next  thefe,  a  troop  of  bufy  fpirits  prtfs. 
Of  little  fortunes,  and  of  confcience  lefs ; 
With  them  the  tribe,  whofe  luxury  had  drain'd 
Their  banks,  in  former  fequeft.rations  galn'd ; 
Wko  rich  and  great  by  paft  rebellions  grew. 
And  long  to  fiCi  the  troubled  ftreams  anew. 
Some  future  h.f>pes,  fome  prefent  payment  draws. 
To  fell  their  confcience  and  efpoufe  the  caufe. 
Such  ftipends  thofe  vile  hirelings  beft  befit, 
Priefts  without  grace,  and  poets  without  wit. 
Shall  that  falfe  Hebronitc  tfcape  our  curfe, 
Judas  that  keeps  the  rebels  perfion-purfe; 
Judas  that  pays  the  treafon-writer's  fee, 
Judas  that  well  deferves  his  namefake's  tree ; 
Vi''ho  at  Jeriifalem's  own  gates  ere<5ts 
His  college  for  a  nurfery  of  fedts. 
Young  prophets  with  an  early  care  fecures, 
And  with  the  dung  of  his  own  arts  aianures. 
What  have  the  men  of  Hebron  here  to  do. 
What  part  in  Ifrael's  promis'd  land  have  you 
Here  Phalgg,  the  lay-Hebronite  is  come, 
'Caufe  like  the  reft  he  could  not  live  at  home ; 
i) 
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Who  from  his  own  poffeflions  could  not  drain 

An  omer  even  of  HebrMnitift  grain, 

Here  ftrurs  it  like  a  patriot,  and  talks  high 

Of  injur'd  fubjedls,  aher'd  property  : 

An  emblem  of  that  buzzing:  infeA  jiifl 

That  mornts  the  wheel,  and  thinks  fhe  raifes  duft. 

Csn  dry  bones  live  ?  or  Ikeletons  produce 

Thv  vital  warmth  of  cuckuldizing  juice  ? 

Slim  Phaleg  cculd.  ard  at  'he  table  fed, 

Return'd  the  grateful  pri.duv5t  to  the  bed. 

A  waiting-man  to  travelling  nobles  chofe, 

He  his  own  laws  would  fau  "ily  impofc, 

'Till  baftinadoed  back  again  he  went, 

To  learn  thofe  manners  he  to  teach  was  fent. 

Chaftis'd  he  ■  ught  to  have  retreated  home, 

But  he  reads  politics  to  Abfalom. 

For  never  Hebroni  e,  though  kick'd  and  fcorn'd, 

To  his  own  country  willingly  return'd. 

—But,  leaving  famifh'd  Phaleg  to  be  fed^ 

And  t"  talk  treaf-  n  for  his  daily  bread, 

Let  Hebron,  nay  let  Hell  produce  a  man 

So  made  for  mifchief  as  Ben-Jochanan, 

A  Jew  of  humble  parentage  was  he. 

By  trade  a  Levite,  though  of  low  degree  : 

His  pride  no  higher  than  the  deflc  afpir'd, 

But  for  the  drudgery  of  priefls  was  hir'd 

T"  read  and  pray  in  Imen  ephod  brave. 

And  pick  up  fmgle  Ihekels  from  the  grave. 

Marry'd  at  lafl,  but  finding  charge  come  fafler. 

He  could  not  live  by  God,  but  chang'd  his  mafler : 

Infpir'd  by  want,  was  made  afadlious  tool, 

They  got  a  villain,  and  we  loft  a  fool. 

Still  violent,  whatever  caufe  he  took, 

Btit  moft  againft  the  party  he  forfook. 

For  renegadoes,  who  ne'er  turn  by  halves, 

Are  bound  in  confcience  to  be  double  knaves. 

So  this  profe-prophet  took  moft  monftrous  pains, 

To  kt  his  mafters  fee  he  earn'd  his  gains. 

But-  as  the  devil  owes  all  his  imps  a  (hame, 

Irjc  chofe  th'  apollate  for  his  proper  theme ; 

W'th  little  pains  he  made  the  pidture  true, 

^nd  from  reflexion  took  the  rogue  he  drew. 

A  wondrous  work,  to  prove  the  Jewifli  nation 

In  every  age  a  murmuring  generation  ; 

Tc  trace  them  from  their  infancy  of  finning, 

Ai;d  fliewthem  fadious  frcm  theii  firft  beginning. 

To  prove  they  could  rebel,  and  rail,  and  mock, 

y/Iuch  to  the  credit  of  the  chofen  flock ; 

A  ftrong  authoiity,  which  muft  convince, 

'I'hat  faints  own  no  allegiance  to  their  prince. 

A:  'tis  a  leading  card  to  make  a  whore. 

To' prove  her  mother  had  turn'd  up  before. 

But,  ttU  me,  did  the  drunken  patriarch  blefs 

IKe  ion  that  Ihew'd  his  father's  nakednefs  ? 

Such  thanks  the  prcfent  church  thy  pen  will  give, 

Which  proves  rebellion  was  fo  primitive. 

JkTuft  ancient  failings  be  examples  made  ? 

Then  murthcrers  from  Cain  may  learn  their  trade. 

As  thou  the  heathen  and  the  faint  haft  drawn, 

JN'I-thinks  th'  apollate  was  the  better  man  : 

And  thy  hot  father,  waving  my  refpciSl, 

Not  of  a  mother-church,  but  of  a  fcit. 

And  fuch  he  needs  muft  be  of  thy  inditing, 

This  comes  of  drinking  alTes  milk  and  wriiing. 


If  Balak  Ihould  be  cslPd  to  leave  his  place, 
As  profit  is  the  loudeft  call  of  grace. 
His  temple,  difpiffefs'd  of  one,  would  be 
Replenifh'd  witli  feven  devils  more  by  thee. 
Levi,  thou  art  a  load,  I'll  lay  thee  down. 
And  fliew  rebellion  bare,  without  a  gown  ; 
Poor  flaves  in  metre,  dull  and  addle-pated, 
Who  rhyme  below  ev'n  David's  Pfalms  tranflated. 
Some  in  my  fpeedy  pace  I  muft  out-run. 
As  lame  Mephibofheth  the  wizard's  fon  : 
To  make  quick  way,  I'll  leap  o'er  heavy  blocks, 
Shun  rotten  Uzza  as  1  would  the  pox ; 
And  haftef!  Og  and  Doeg  to  rehcarfe. 
Two  fools  that  crutch  their  feeble  fenfe  on  verfe  ; 
Who  by  my  Mufe  to  all  fucceeding  times. 
Shall  live  in  fpight  of  their  own  doggrel  rhymes. 
Doeg,  though  without  knowing  how  or  why. 
Made  ftiil  a  blundering  kind  of  melody;         [thin, 
Spurr'd  boldly  on,  and  dafh'd  through  thick  and 
Through  fenfe  and  nonfenfe,  never  out  nor  in  ; 
Free  from  all  meaning,  whether  good  or  bad. 
And  in  one  word,  heroically  mad: 
He  was  too  warm  on  picking-work  to  dwell, 
But  fagotted  his  notions  as  they  fell. 
And  if  they  rhym'd  and  rattled,  all  was  well. 
Spiteful  he  is  not,  though  he  wrote  a  fatyr. 
For  ftill  there  goes  fome  thinking  to  ill  nature  : 
He  needs  no  more  than  birds  and  beafts  to  think. 
All  his  occafions  are  to  eat  and  drink. 
If  he  call  rogue  and  rafcal  from  a  garret, 
He  means  you  no  more  mifchief  than  a  parrot : 
1  he  words  for  friend  and  foe  alike  were  made. 
To  fetter  them  in  verfe  is  all  his  trade.    ^ 
For  almonds  he'll  cry  whore  to  his  own  mother  : 
And  call  young  Abfalom  king  David's  brother. 
Let  him  be  galiows-free  by  my  confent. 
And  nothing  fuffer  fince  he  nothing  meant; 
Hanging  fuppofes  human  foul  and  reafon. 
This  animal's  below  committing  treafon  : 
Shall  he  be  hang'd  who  never  could  rebel  ? 
That's  a  preferment  for  Achitophel. 
The  woman  that  committed  buggery. 
Was  rightly  fentenc'd  by  the  law  to  die; 
But  'twas  hard  fate  that  to  the  gallows  led 
The  dog  that  never  heard  the  ftatute  read. 
Railing  in  other  men  maybe  a  crime. 
But  ought  to  p;if^  for  mere  inftindl  in  him  : 
Iiiftincft  he  follows  and  no  farther  knows. 
For  to  write  verfe  with  him  is  to  tranfprofe. 
'Twere  pity  treafon  at  his  door  to  lay, 
Who  makes  heaven's  gate  a  lock  to  its  own  key  : 
Let  him  rail  on,  let  his  inve<5live  Mufe 
Have  four  and  twenty  letters  to  abufe. 
Which,  if  he  jimnbles  to  one  line  of  fenfe, 
Indidt  him  of  a  capital  offence, 
In  fire-works  give  him  loave  to  vent  his  fpight, 
Thofe  are  the  only  ferpcnts  he  can  write  ; 
The  height  of  his  ambition  is,  we  know. 
But  to  be  mafter  of  a  puppet-fhow. 
On  that  one  ihigc  his  works  may  yet  appear. 
And  a  month's  harvcft  keeps  him  all  the  year. 
Now  ftop  your  nufes,  readers,  all  and  fome. 
For  here's  a  tun 
Og  from  a  tiea 


your  nufes,  readers,  all  and  fome,  "% 
tun  of  midnight-work  to  come,  > 
eafon-tavcrn  rowling  home.  j 
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Round  aa  a  ^'obe,  and  liquor'd  every  chink, 
Goodly  and  great  he  fails  behind  hi?  link  ; 
With  all  this  bulk  there'-  nothing-  loil;  in  Og, 
For  ev'iry  inch  that  is  not  fool  is  rogue  : 
Amonftrruf  mafsof  foul  corrupted  matter, 
V^-S  all  the  devils  had  fpew'd  to  make  the  batter, 
When  wine  has  given  him  c-mrage  to  blalphems, 
He  curfcs  God,  but  God  before  curft  him  ; 
And,  if  man  could  have  reafon,  none  has  more, 
That  made  his  paunch  fo  rich,  and  him  fo  poor. 
With  wealth  he  wa>  not  truflied,  for  heaven  knew 
Wiiat  'twas  of  old  to  pamper  up  a  Jew  ; 
To  what  would  he  on  quail  and  pheafant  fwell, 
That  ev'n  on  tripe  and  carrion  could  rebel  ? 
But  tho'  heaven  made  him  poor,  with  reverence 

fpeaking, 
He  never  was  a  poet  of  God's  making  ; 
The  midwife  laid  her  hand  on  his  thick  fkull. 
With  this  prophe'ic  blefTing — Be  thou  dull : 
Drink,  fwear  and  roar,  forbear  no  lewd  delight 
Fit  for  thy  bulk,  d  >  any  thing  but  write  : 
Thou  art  of  lading  make,  like  thoughtlefs  men, 
A  ftrong  nativity — but  for  the  pen  ! 
Eat  opium,  mingle  arfenic  in  thy  drink. 
Still  thou  mayft  live,  avoiding  pen  and  ink. 
1  fee,  I  fee,  'tis  counfel  given  in  vain, 
Fer  treafon  botchtln  rhyme  will  be  thy  bane: 
Rhyme  is  the  rock  on  which  thou  art  to  wreck, 
' Tis  fatal  to  thy  fame  and  to  thy  neck  : 
Why  fliould  thy  metre  good  king  David  blaft  ? 
A  pfalm  of  his  will  furely  be  thy  laft. 
Dar'ft  thou  prefume  in  verfe  to  meet  thy  foes. 
Thou  whom  the  penny  pamphlet  foil'd  in  profe  ? 
Doeg,  wrhom  Gf)d  for  mankind's  mirth  has  made, 
O'er-toos  thy  talent  in  thy  very  trade  ; 
Doeg  to  thee,  thy  paintings  are  fo  coarfe; 
A  poet  is,  though  he's  the  poet's  horfe. 
A  double  noofe  thou  on  thy  neck  doft  pull 
For  writing  treafon,  and  for  writing  dull ; 
To  die  for  fadlion  is  a  common  evil. 
But  to  be  hang'd  for  nonfenfe  is  the  devil  : 
Had  thou  the  glories  of  thy  king  expreft, 
Thy  praifes  had  been  fatyr  at  the  bed; 
But  thou  in  ciumfy  verfe,  unlickt,  unpointed, 
Haft  fhamefully  defy'd  the  Lord's  anointed  : 
I  will  nut  rake  the  dimghill  for  thy  crimes. 
For   who   Would   read  thy   life    that   reads   thy 

rhymes  ? 
But  of  king  David's  foes  be  this  the  doom. 
May  all  be  like  the  ydung  man  Abfalom  ! 
And  for  my  foes,  may  this  their  bkfling  be. 
To  talk  like  Doeg,  and  to  write  like  thee  !" 
..  Achitdphel,  each  rank,  degree,  and  age, 
For  various  ends  negleAs  not  to  engage  ; 
The  wife  and  rich  for  purfe  and  counfel  brought, 
The  fools  and  beggars  for  their  number  fought : 
Who  yet  not  only  on  the  town  depends. 
For  ev'n  in  court  the  fa<3:ion  had  its  friends; 
Thefe  thought  the  places  they  poffeft  too  fmall, 
And  in  their  hearts  wifii'd  court  and  king  to  fall  : 
Whofe  names  the  Mufe  difdaining,  holds  i^  th'  dark , 
Thruft  in  the  villain  herd  without  a  mark  ; 
With  parafites  and  libel-fpawning  imps, 
ptriguing  fops,  dull  jefters,  and  v/orfe  pim^s, 


Difdain  the  rafcal  rabble  to  purfue. 

Their  fet  cabaU  are  yet  a  viler  crew; 

bee  where  involv'd  in  common  ftnoak  they  fit ; 

Some  for  our  mirth,  fome  f'lr  our  fatyr  tit ; 

Thefe  gloomy,  thoughtful   and  on  miichief  bent, 

VThile  th'ife  for  mere  go  .d  fellowfhio  ftequefat 

Th'  appointed  club,  can  let  ledition  pafs, 

Senfc,  nonfenfe,  any  thing  t'employ  the  glafs  ; 

And  who  believe  in  iheir  dull  honeft  hearts. 

The  reft  talk  treafon  but  to  fhew  their  parts; 

Who  ne'er  had  wit  or  will  for  mifchief  yetj 

But  plras'd  to  be  reputed  of  a  fet. 

,    But  in  the  fatred  annals  '>f  our  plot, 

Induftripus  Arod  never  be  forgnt  : 

The  labours  of  this  midnjght-magiftrate, 

May  vie  with  Corah's  to  preferve  the  flats. 

In  fearch  if  arm^  he  fail'd  not  to  lay  hold 

On  war's  mod  powerful  dangerous  weapon,  gold. 

And  lad,  to  take  fmm  Jebufites  all  odds. 

Their  al-ars  pilldg'd,  dole  their  very  gods; 

Oft  would  he  cry,  when  treafure  he  furpris'd, 

'  I'is  Baalifh  gold  in  David's  coin  difguis'd. 

Which  to  his  houfe  with  richer  reliqiies  came. 

While  lumber  i.lols  only  fed  the  flame  : 

For  our  wife  rabble  ne'er  took  pains  t'  inquire, 

Wliat  'twas  he  biirnt,  fo't  made  a  loufuig  fire. 

^A'ith  which  our  elder  v/as  enricht  no  mote 

Than  falfe  Gehazi  with  the  Syrian's  dure  ; 

So  poor,  that  when  our  chufing-tribes  were  met, 

Ev'n  for  his  dinking  votes  he  ran  in  debt ; 

For  meat  the  wicked,  and  as  authors  think. 

The  faints  he  chous'd  for  his  elccfting  drink  ; 

Thus  every  diift  and  fubtle  ri-:ethod  pad. 

And  all  to  be  no  Zaken  at  'he  lad. 

Now,  rais'd  on  Tyre's  fad  ruins,  Pharaoh's  pride 
Soar'd  high,  his  legions  threatning  far  and  wide  ; 
As  when  a  battering  dorm  engender'd  high, 
By  wind-  upheld,  hangs  hovering  in  the  Iky, 
Is  gaz'd  upon  by  every  trembling  fwain. 
This  for  his  vineyard  fears,  and  that  his  grain  ; 
For  blooming  plants,  and  flowers  new  opening, 

thefe, 
For  lambs  yean'd  lately,  and  for  labouring  bees  : 
To  guard  hisdock  each  to  the  gods  does  call. 
Uncertain  where  the  fire-charg'd  cloud?  will  fall  ; 
Ev'n  fo  the  donbtlul  nations  watch  hJs  arms, 
With  terror  each  cxpedting  his  alarms. 
Where,  Judah,  where  was  now  thy  lion's  roar? 
Thou  only  couldd  the  captive  land?  redore  : 
But  thou,  witli  inbred  broils  and  fadlion  pred. 
From  Jigypt  need'd  a  guardian  with  the  reft.  ' 
Thy  prince  from  fanhedrims  na  trud  allow'd. 
Too  milch  the  reprefenters  of  the  crowd. 
Who  for  their  own  defence  give  no  fupply, 
But  what  the  crown's  prerogatives  mud  buy  : 
As  if  their  monarch's  rights  to  violate 
More  needful  were,  than  to  preferve  the  date  ! 
From  prefent  dangers  they  divert  their  care, 
And  all  their  fears  are  of  the  royal  heir ; 
Whom  now  the  reigning  malice  of  his  foes, 
Unjudg'd  would    fcntence,  and   ere   crown  de» 

pofe. 
Religion  the  pretence,  but  their  decree 
To  bar  his  reign,  whate'er  his  faith  fliall  be ! 
Dij 
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By  fanhedrims  and  clamarous  crowds  thus  p'red. 
What  paflions  rent  the  righteous  David's  hrcaft. ! 
Who  knows  not  how  t'  oppol'e  or  to  comply, 
Unjuft  to  grant  and  dangerous  to  deny  '. 
How  near  in  this  dark  juncliirc  Ifrael's  fate, 
Whofe  peace. one  <ole  exnetlient  could  create, 
"U'liich  yet  th'  extrcnicll  virtue  did  rcc]uire, 
Ev'n  of  that  prince  whofc  dowi.fal  they  confpirc  ! 
His  abfcnce  David  docs  wiili  tears  advife 
T'appeafe  their  rajrf.     Undaunted  he, complies  ; 
Thus  he  who  prodigal  of  blood  and  eafe, 
A  royal  life  expos'd  to  winds  and  feas, 
At  once  contending  with  the  waves  and  fire, 
And  heading  danger  in  the  wars  of  Tyre, 
Inglorious  now  forfakes  his  native  fand. 
And  like  an  exile  quits  the  promis'd  land  I 
Our  monarch  fcarcc  from  prtffing  tears  refrains, 
And  painfully  his  royal  ftate  maintains 
Wlio  now  embracing  on  th'extremeft  fhore 
Almoft  revokes  what  he  enjoin'd  before  : 
Concludes  at  Lift;  more  truft  to  be  allow'd 
To  ftorms  and  feas  than  to  the  raging  crowd  ! 
Forbear,  rafti  Mufe,  the  parting  fcene  to  draw, 
With  filence  charm'd  as  deep  as  their'sthat  faw. 
Not  only  onr  attending  nobles  weep. 
But  hardy  failcirs  fwell  with  tears  the  deep! 
The  tide  refiraiw'd  licr  courfc,  and  more  amaz'd, 
The  twin-ftars  rtn  the  royal  brothers  gaz'd.': 
While  this  fole  fear — 
Docs  trouble  to  our  fuffering  hero  bring, 
JLcfl  next  the  popular  rage  opjirels  the  king  ! 
Thi.s  parting,  each  for  th' others  danger  griev'd, 
Tlie  fhore  tlie  king,  and  feas  the  prince  receiv'd. 
Go,  injur'd  hero,  while  propitious  gales. 
Soft  as  thy  conforl's  breath,  infpire  thy  fails  ; 
Well  may  flic  truft  her  beauties  on  a  flood, 
Where  tiiy  triumphant  fleets  fo  oft  have  rode  ! 
Safe  on  thy  breaft  rcclin'd  her  reft  be  deep, 
Rock'd  like  a  Nereid  by  the  waves  afleep  ; 
While  happiefc  dreams  her  fancy  entei  tjiu. 
And  to  Eiyfian  fields  convert  tiie  main  I 
Go,  injur'd  hero,  while  the  ihorcs  of  Tyre 
At  thy  approach  fo  fiient  fhall  admire, 
Who  on  thy  tliunder  ftill  their  thoughts  employ, 
And  greet  thy  landing  with  a  trembling  juy. 

On  heroes  tlius  the  pro]>hcl's  fate  is  thrown, 
Admir'd  by  every  nation  hut  their  own  ; 
Yet  while  our  (aOlious  Jews  his  wortli  deny, 
Their  aking  confcience  give--  lluir  tongue  the  lie. 
Lv'n  irr  the  vvorft  of  men  the  noblcft  parts 
Confefs  him,  and  he  triumphs  in  ihcir  hearts. 
Whom  to  his  king  the  belt  refpetfls  commend 
Of  fubjtvft,  foldicr,  kinlniaii,  prince,  and  friend  ; 
All  facred  f.ames  ol  n>  ft  divine  efttem. 
And  to  pe-ifecUon  all  lullaii.'el  by  him, 
Wift,  juft,  and  coiiftant,  courtly  without  art, 
^wifc  to  dilcern  and  to  reward  dcftrt; 
No  hour  of  his  In  fruitlels  ca(e  ekftroy'd. 
But  on  the  noblcft  fubjck'ils  ftill  employ'd  : 
Whole  ftcady  foul  ne'er  learnt  to  leparate 
Between  his  nionarcii's  hitereft  and  the  ftate, 
But  heaps  thofc  bleflings  on  the  royal  head, 
Which  lie  well  knows  muft  be  on  lubje<its  llied. 
On  what  pretence  could  then  the  vulgar  rage 
Agaicil  hie  woidi  and  native  rights  engage  i 


Religious  fears  their  ar^^ument  are  macTcr, 

Religious  fears  his  facred  rights  invade 

Of  future  fiiperftiti"n  they  comrlain, 

And  Jebufiiic  worftiip  in  his  reign  : 

With  fuch  alarms  his  foes  the  crowd  deceive. 

With  dangers  fright  which  not  'hemlelves believe. 

Since  nothing  can  our  facred  rites  remove, 
Whate'er  the  faith  of  the  fucceftor  prove  : 
Our  Jews  their  ark  fliall  undifturb'd  retain. 
At  leaft  while  their  religion  is  their  gain. 
Who  know  by  old  experience  Baal's  commands 
Not  only  claini'd  their  confcience  but  their  lands; 
They  grudge  God's  titles,  how  therefore  fhall  they 
An  idol  full  polIeHion  of  the  field  ?  [yield 

Grant  fuch  a  prince  enthron'd,  we  muft  conlefs 
'Ihe  people's  fuifcrings  than  that  monarch's  kf% 
Who  muft  to  hard  ccnditioi  s  ftill  be  bound. 
And  for  his  quiet  with  the  crowd  C(  nipound  ; 
Or  fhould  his  thoughts  to  tyranny  incline. 
Where  are  the  means  to  compals  the  dcfign  ? 
Our  crown's  revenues  arc  too  fhort  a  ftore, 
And  jealous  fanhedrims  would  give  no  more. 

As  vain  our  tears  of  Egypt's  potent  aid. 
Net  fo  has  Pharaoh  learnt  ambition's  trade, 
Nor  ever  with  fuch  nieafurcs  can  comply. 
As  ftiock  the  common  rules  of  policy  ; 
None  drc?d  like  him  the  growth  of  Ifrael's  king. 
And  he  idone  fufFicient  aids  can  bring  ; 
Who  knows  that  prince  to  Egypt  can  give  law, 
That  on  our  ftubboni  tribes  his  yoke  could  draw. 
At  fuch  profound  expence  he  liaa  not  ftood. 
Nor  dy'd  for  this  his  hands  fo  deep  in  blood ; 
Would  ne'er  through  wrong  and  right  hisprogref* 

take. 
Grudge  his  own  reft,  and  keep  the  world  awake, 
'i'o  fix  a  lawlefs  prince  on  Judah's  throne, 
Firft  to  invade  our  rights,  and  then  his  own; 
His  dear-gain'd  conquefts  cheaply  to  defpoil. 
And  reap  the  harveft  of  his  crimes  and  t.^il. 
We  grant  his  wealth  vaft  as  our  ocean's  fand, 
And  curfe  its  fatal  influence  on  mir  land, 
Wliich  our  brib'd  Jews  fo  numeroufty  i>artake, 
nhat  ev'n  an  hoft  his  penftontrs  would  make; 
From  thel'e  deceivers  our  divifions  fpring. 
Our  wtaknefs,  and  the  growth  of  Egypt's  king; 
Thefe  with  prerendcd  friendfliip  to  the  ftate, 
Our  crowd's  fiilpicion  of  their  prince  create, 
Both  pleas'd  and  irightcn'd  with  the  fpccious  cry, 
'i'o  guard  their  fac.  ed  rights  and  property  ; 
'I'o  ruin,  thus  the  chofen  flock  arc  fold. 
While  wolves  are  ta'cn  for  guardians  of  tlie  fold; 
Scdiic'd  by  thefe  we  groutldleI^ly  complain, 
And  loath  the  manna  of  a  gentle  reign  : 
'J'luis  our  forefathers  crooked  ]>ath8  are  trod. 
We  truft  our  prince  no  more  than  they  their  God. 
Hut  all  in  vain  our  reafoning  pri'phcts  preach, 
To  thofc  whcm  fad  txperience  ne'er  could  teach. 
Who  can  tommencc  new  broils  in  bleeding  fears, 
And  frelh  remembrance  of  inteftine  wars; 
Wlien  the  lame  hoiiftiould  mortal  foes  did  yield, 
And  brothers  ftain'dwith  brothers  blood  the  fields 
When  foi.s  curft  fteel  the  fathers  gore  did  ftain, 
And  mothers  moutn'd  for  fons  by  fathers  flain  ! 
When  thick  as  Egypt's  locufts  on  the  fand,  [land, 
Our  tribes  lay  flaughtcr'd  Uirough  the  proulis'd. 
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Whofe  few  furvivors  with  worfe  fate  remain, 
To  dra^  the  bondage  of  a  tyrant's  reign  : 
Which  fccne  of  woes,  unknowinoTj  we  renew, 
And  madly,  ev'n  thofe  ills  we  fear,  purfue  ; 
While  Pharaoh  laughs  at  cur  domeftic  broils. 
And  fafely  crowds  his  tents  with  nations  i'poils. 
Yet  our  fierce  fanhedrim  in  reftlefs  rage, 
Againfl  our  abfent  hero  ftiU  engage. 
And  chiefly  urge,  fuch  did  their  frenzy  prove, 
The  only  fuit  their  prince  forbids  to  move. 
Which  till  obtain'd  they  ceafe  affairs  of  ftate, 
A.nd  real  dangers  wave  for  groundlefs  hate. 
I^nng  David's  patience  waits  relief  to  bring. 
With  all  th'  indulgence  of  a  lawful  ki:;g, 
Expedhing  till  the  troubled  ■si/aves  would  ceafe, 
But  found  the  raging  billows  ftill  increafe. 
The  crowd,  whofe  infolence  forbearance  fwells, 
While  he  forgives  too  far,  almofl  rebels. 
At  laft  his  deep  refentmencs  fiience  broke, 
Th'  imperial  palace  fhook,  while  thus  he  Ipoke, 
Then  Juftice  wake,  and  Rigor  take  her  tune, 
For  lo  I   our  mercy  is  become  our  crime. 
W'-jilc  halting  Punifl-.ment  her  flroke  d(  lays. 
Our  fovereign  right,  heaven's  facrcd  truft,  decays! 
For  whofe  fupport  ev'n  fubjeAs  interell  calls. 
Woe  to  that. kingdom  where  the  monarch  fulls ! 
TIjat  prince  who  yields  the  leali  of  regal  Iway, 
So  far  his  people's  freedom  does  betray. 
Right  lives  by  law,  and  law  fiibfifls  by  power  ; 
Difarm  the  ftiepherd,  wolves  the  flock  devour. 
Hard  lot  of  empire  o'er  a  ftubborn  race. 
Which  heaven  itfelf  in  vain  has  try'd  ivith  grace  I 
When  will  our  reafon's  long-charm'd  eyes  uncl:>fe, 
.And  Ifrael  judge  between  her  friends  and  foes  ? 
When  Ihall  we  fee  expir'd  deceivers  fway. 
And  credit  what  our  God  and  monarchs  fay  i 
Diffembled  patriot";,  brib'd  with  Egypt's  gold, 
Ev'n  fanhfdrjras  in  blind  obedience  hoid  ; 
'J'hiife  pairiirts  falfliood  in  their  a6lions  fee. 
And  judge  hy  the  pernicious  fruit  the  tree ; 
If  aught  for  which  fo  loudiy  they  declaim. 
Religion,  laws,  and  freedom,  were  their  aim  ; 
Our  fcpates  in  due  methods  tbey  had  led,  [dread; 
T'  avoid    thofe  mifchiefs  which  they  leem'd   to 
But  firft  ere  yet  they  propt  the  finkij-g  ftate, 
T'  impeach  and  charge,  as  urg'd  by  private  hate  ; 
Proves  that  they  ne'er  bcliev'd  the  fears  they  nrefl, 
£iit  haibaroufly  dcftrcy'd  the  nation's  refl  1 
O  1  whither  will  nngovern'd  lenates  drive. 
And  to  what  bounds  licentious  votes  arrive  ? 
Wl)en  their  injuftice  we  are  prels'd  to  fhare. 
The  monarch  urg'd  t' exclude  the  lawful  heir; 
Are  princes  thus  dillinguifh'd  from  the  crowd. 
And  this  the  privilege  oi  royal  blood  .' 
Eut  grant  we  ihculd  coniirm  the  v/rongsthey  pref?, 
His  fuflerings  yet  were  than  the  people's  lefs ; 
Coudemn'd  for  life  the  murdering  fword  to  wield, 
And  on  their  heirs  entail  a  bloody  field  : 
Thus  madly  their  own  freedom  they  betray, 
And  f' r  th'  opprellion  vvhich  they  fear  make  way; 
t^uccefiion  fix'd  by  heaven,  the  kingdom's  bar, 
Which  once  diffolv'd,  admits  the  flood  of  war; 
Wafle,  rapine,  fpoil,  without,  th'  affault  begin, 
/isiJ  our  mad  tribes  fupphnt  the  fence  within. 


Since  then  their  good  they  will  not  underdand, 

'Tis  time  to  take  the  monarch's  }X)wer  in  hand; 

Authority  and  force  to  join  Vi'ith  fltill, 

And  fave  the  lunatics  againfl  their  will. 

The  fame  rough  means  that  fwagc  the  crowd,  ap- 

peafe 
Our  fenates  raging  with  the  crowd's  difeafe. 
Henceforth  uiibiafs'd  nieafures  let  them  draw 
From  no  falfe  glofs,  but  genuine  text  of  law  ; 
Nor  urge  thofe  crimes  upon  religion's  fcore, 
Themfelves  fo  much  in  Jebufites  abhor. 
Whont  laws  convidl,  and  only  they,  Ihall  bleed. 
Nor. pharifees  by  pharifees  be  fi eed. 
Impartial  jufl;ice  from  our  throne  (hall  fljower. 
All  fhall  have  right,  and  we  our  fovereign  power. 

He  faid,  th'  attendants  heard  with  awful  joy. 
And  glad  prefages  their  fix'd  thoughts  employ  ; 
From  Flebron  now  the  fufTering  heir  return'd, 
A  realm  that  long  with  civil  dilcord  mourn'd; 
'Fill  iiis  approach,  like  fomc  arriving  God, 
Conipos'd  and  heai'd  the  place  of  his  abode  ; 
The  deluge  check'd  that  to  Judea  fpread. 
And  ilopp'd  fedition  at  the  foimtain's  head. 
Thus  in  forgiving  David's  paths  he  drives. 
And,  chas'd  froni  Ifrael, Ifrael's  peace  contrives. 
The  field  confefs'd  his  power  in  arms  before. 
And  feas  proclaitn'd  his  triumphs  to  the  fliore; 
As  nolily  has  his  fway  in  Hebron  fnown, 
H.>w  fit  i' inherit  godUke  David's  throne. 
'Fhrough  Sion's  ftreets  his  glad  arrival's  fpread, 
And  confcious  fadlion  fhrinks  her  fnaky  head  ; 
His  train  their  fufferings  think  o'erpaid,  to  fee 
The  crowd's  api'laufc  with  virtue  once  agree. 
Sticccfs  charms  all,  but  zeal  for  worth  uiltred, 
A  virtue  proper  to  the  brave  and  befl ; 
'Mongfl  whom  was  Jothran,  Jothran  always  bent 
lo  ferve  the  crown,  and  loyal  by  delccnt, 
W'iiofc  conllancy  fo  firm,  and  condu6l  ju*l, 
Dclcrv'd  at  once  two  riiyal  maRers  truii  ; 
Wiio  Tyre's  proud  arms  had  manfully  withftood 
On  feas,  and  gather'd  laurels  from  the  flood; 
Of  learning  yet,  no  portion  was  d^ny'd. 
Friend  to  the  Mufes  and  the  Mules'  pride. 
N  ir  can  Eenaiah's  worth  forgotten  lie. 
Of  fteady  foul  when  public  florms  were  high  ; 
V/hofii  condufi,  while  the  Moor  fierce  onfetsmadc, 
Secur'd  at  once  our  honour  and  (>ur  trade. 
Such   were    the   chiefs  who  moft    his  fulTcrings 

mourn'd. 
And  vievv'd  with  filcnt  joy  the  prince  return'd  ; 
While  thofe  that  fought  his  abfeiice  to  betray,- 
Prcfb  firft  their  nauleous  falfe  rcfpeifls  to  pay  ; 
Him  ftill  th'  officious  hypocrites  molefc, 
AikI  with  malicious  duty  break  his  rcif. 

While  real  trinlports  thus  his  friends  employ, 
And  foes  are  louct  in  their  diflembled  joy, 
His  triumhps  lb  relcunded  iar  and  near, 
R^ifs'd  not  his  young  T.mbltious  rival's  ear  ;  ■ 
And  as  when  joyful  huriAers  clamourous  train 
Some  numbering  lion  wak?s  in  Moab's  plain, 
Wlio  oft  had  forc'd  the  bida  gfiajldiits  yield. 
And  fcatter'd  his  purfuers  thro.jjh  the  field, 
Difdaining,  furls  his  mane  and  tec^s  the  ground. 
His  eyes  inflaming  all  the  dcfert  rou^d, 
D  hj 
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With  roar  of  feas  direi5^s  his  chaftr«  wny, 
Provokes  froni  far,  and  ciarcs  them  to  the  fray  ; 
Such  raee  ftorm'd  row  in  Abfalcmi's  fierce  bread, 
StJfh  ir.dignatiori  his  fir'd  eyes  confeft  ; 
Where  now  was  the  iiiftrucftor  of  his  pride  ? 
Slept  th'   old  pilot  in  fo  n  ugh  a  lide  ? 
Whofe  wiles  had  fmni  the  hap|  y  ihorc  betray'd. 
And  thus  on  {helves  thecreduousyoiuh  convc'y'U; 
In  deep  revolving  thoughts  he  weighs  his  flatc, 
Siecurc  of  craft,  nor  doubts  to  baffle  fate. 
At  leaft,  if  hi<  florm'd  bark  muft  go  adrift, 
To  baulk  hi^  charge,  and  for  himlelf  t(   fhift, 
In  which  Ins  dextrous  wit  hM  oft  been  {hewn, 
And  in  the  wreck  of  kingdoms  iav'd  his  own  ; 
But  now  with  more  than  ct  mmon  danger  preft. 
Of  variou   refolutioii  ftands  pnffef}, 
Perceives  the  crowd's  unftablc  zeal  decay, 
Left  their  reeantirg  chief  the  caui'e  betray. 
Who  on  a  father's  grace  his  hopes  may  ground. 
And  fdr  his  pardon  with  their  heads  compound. 
Him  fhere'.'ore,  ere  his  fortune  flip  her  time. 
The  ftatefman  plots  t'  en'^age  in  fome  bold  crime 
Pafl  pardon,  whether  to  attempt  his  bed, 
Or  threat  viith  open  arms  the  royal  head. 
Or  other  daring  method,  and  unjuft, 
That  may  confirm  him  in  the  pO'ple's  truft. 
But  failing  thus  t'  enfnare  liim,  nor  fccure 
How  long  his  foil'd  ambition  may  endure, 
Plots  next  to  lay  him  by  as  paft  his  date. 
And  try  fnme  new  pretender's  luckier  fate; 
Whofe  hopes  with  equal  toil  he  w.  uld  purfue, 
Nor  cares  what  claimer's  crown'd,  except  the  true. 
Wake,  Abfaloni,  approaching  ruin  Ihiin, 
And  fee,  O  fee,  for  whom  thou  art  undone  ! 
How  are  thy  honours  and  thy  fame  betray'd. 
The  property  of  dcfperatt  villains  made  ? 
Lofl  pow  er  and  confcious  fear  their  crimes  create. 
And  guilt  in  them  was  little  lefs  than  fate; 
But  why  ftiould'ft  thou,  from  every  grievance  free, 
Torfake  thy  vineyards  for  their  flormy  fca  ? 
For  thee  did  Canaan's  milk  and  honey  flow, 
Love  drcfs'd  thy  bowers,  and  laurels  fought  thy 

brow. 
Preferment,  wealth,  and  power,  thy  vafTals  were. 
And  of  a  monarch  all  things  but  the  care. 
Oh  (hould  our  crimes  again  that  curfe  draw  down. 
And  rebel-arms  once  more  attempt  the  crown, 
Sure  luin  waits  unhappy  Abfaloni, 
Alike  by  conqucft  or  defeat  undone ; 
Who  could  rtlcntU'fs^fee  fuch  youth  and  charms, 
£xpire  with  wretched  fate  in  impious  arms  ? 
A  prince  fo  form'd  with  earth's  and  heaven's  ap- 

plaufe, 
To  triumph  o'er  crown'd  heads  in  David's  caufe  : 
Or  grant  him  vidlor,  ftill  his  hopes  mi"ft  fail. 
Who  conquering  would  not  for  hmifeli  prevail; 
The  facftion  whom  he  trufts  for  future  fway, 
Him  and  the  public  would  al'Kc  betray; 
Aniongft  themfelves  dividrthc  captive  Ihite, 
And  found  their  hydra-«"pire  in  his  fate  ! 
Thus  having  beat  the  -louds  with  painful  flight, 
The  pity'd  youth,  vith  fcepters  in  his  fight, 
So  have  their  cru'i  politics  decreed, 
Mjifl,  by  thit'^fcw  that  Riadc  him  guilty,  bleed! 


For  could  their  pride  brook  any  prince's  fway, 

Who!'.i  but  mild  David  wou!d  they  chufe  t'  obey? 

Who  once  at  futh  a  geii'le  reign  repine. 

The  fall  of  moi  archy  itfflf  delign; 

From  hate  to  that  ihcir  reformations  fpring. 

And  David  not  their  grievance,  but  the  kii:g. 

Stiz  d  now  with  panic  tear  the  fadlion  lies. 

Left   this   clear   truth  ftrike  Abfulom's  charm'd 

eyes. 
Left  he  perceive,  from  long  enchantment  free, 
V/hat  allbefide  the  Ibuier'd  youtli  muft  fee. 
But  whatt'er  doubts  big  troubled  biioni  fwell. 
Fair  carriage  ftill  became  Achitophel. 
Who  now  an  envious  feftival  inftals. 
And  to  furvey  their  llrength  the  fadlion  calls. 
Which  fraud,  religious  worfhip  too  muft  gild  ; 
But  oh  how  weakly  does  fedition  build? 
For  lo!  the  royal  mandate  iflues  forth, 
Dafhing  at  once  their  treafoii,  zeal,  and  mirth! 
So  have  I  feen  difaftrrus  chance  invade, 
Where  careful  emmets  had  their  forage  laid. 
Whether  fierce  Vulcan's  rage  the  furzy  plain 
Had  feiz'd,  engcndcr'd  by  fome  carelels  fwain; 
Or  fwelling  Neptune  lawiefs  inroads  made. 
And  to  their  cell  of  ftore  his  flood  convcy'd ; 
The  commonwealth  broke  up,  diftra(fted  go. 
And  in  wild  hafte  their  loaded  mates  o'erthrow; 
Ev'n  fo  our  fcatter'd  guefts  confus'dly  meet. 
With  boil'd,  bak'd,  roaft,  all  julUing  in  the  ftreet  i 
Deje(5ling  all,  and  ruefully  difmay'd, 
For  fhekel  without  treat  or  treafon  paid. 

Sedition's  dark  eclipfe  now  fainter  Ihews, 
More  bright  each  liour  the  royal  planet  grows. 
Of  force  the  clouds  of  envy  to  dilpcrfe. 
In  kind  conjuniflion  of  aflifting  ftars. 
Here,  labouring  Mufe,  thofe  glorious  chiefs  relate. 
That  furn'd  the  doubtful  Icalc  of  David's  fate; 
The  reft  of  that  jlluftrious  hand  rehearfe, 
Immortaliz'd  in  laurel'd  Ala)  h's  verfe  : 
Hard  talk !  yet  will  not  I  thy  flight  recal, 
View  heaven,  and  then  onjoy  thy  glorious  fall, 

Firft  write  Bezaliei,  whofe  illuftrious  name 
Foreftalls  our  praifc,  and  gives  his  poet  fame. 
'I'he  Kenites  rocky  province  his  commaud, 
A  barren  limb  of  fertile  Canaan's  land ; 
Which  for  its  generous  natives  yet  could  be 
Held  vvorihy  fuch  a  prefident  as  he ! 
Bezaliei  with  each  grace  and  virtue  fraught. 
Serene  his  Icioks ;  fertne  his  life  and  thought ; 
On  whom  fo  largely  nature  heap'd  her  ftore. 
There  fcarce  rcmain'd  for  arts  to  give  him  morel 
To  aid  the  crown  and  ftate  his  greatift  zeal, 
His  fecond  care  that  fervicc  to  conceal; 
Of  duesobfervant,  firm  to  every  truft, 
And  to  the  needy  always  more  than  juft. 
Who  truth  from  fpccious  falfhoodcaii  divide, 
Has  all  the  gownfmcns  fkill  without  their  pride; 
Thus  crown'd  with  worth  from  heights  of  honour 

won, 
Sees  all  his  glories  copy'd  in  his  fon, 
Whole  forward  fame  iliduld  every  Mufe  engage: 
M'hofe  youth  boafts  Ikill  dtny'd  to  others'  age. 
Men,  manntrs,  language,  books  of  nobleft  kind. 
Already  arc  the  coiujucft  of  his  mind. 
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Whofe  loyalty  before  its  date  was  prime; 
Nor  waited  the  dull  courfe  of  rolling;  time : 
The  monfter  fa<Slion  early  he  difmay'd. 
And  David's  caufe  long  fince  confei's'd  his  aid. 

Brave   Abdael  o'er  the  prophet's   fchool   was 
plac'd; 
Abdael  with  all  his  father's  virtue  grac'd  ; 
A  hero,  who,  while  ftars  look'd  wondering  down. 
Without  one  Hebrew's  blood  reftor'd  the  crown. 
Thai-  praife  was  his;  what  therelorc  did  remain 
For  following  chiefs,  but  boldly  to  maintain 
That  crown  reftor'd  ;  and  in  this  rank  of  fame, 
Brave  Abdael  with  the  firft  a  place  niuft  claim. 
Proceed,  illuftrious,  happy  chief '  proceed, 
Forel'cize  the  garlands  for  thy  brow  decreed, 
While  th'  infpir'd  tribe  attend  with  nobleft  flrain 
To  regifter  the  glories  thou  flialt  gain  : 
For  lure  the  dew  fhall  Gilboah's  hills  forfake. 
And  Jordan  mix  his  ftream  with  Sodom's  lake  ; 
Or  feas  retir'd  their  fecret  ftores  difclofe, 
And  to  tho  fun  their  fcaly  brood  cxpofe, 
Or  fwell'd  above  the  clifta  their  billows  raife, 
Before  the  Mufes  leave  their  patron's  praife. 
i-iiab  our  next  labour  does  invite, 
And  hard  the  talk  to  do  Eiiab  right : 
.I^ong  with  the  royal  wanderer  he  rov'd, 
And  firm  in  all  the  turns  of  fortune  prov'd  ! 
Such  ancient  fervice  and  defert  fo  large. 
Well  claim'd  the  royal  houlhold  for  his  charge. 
His  age  with  only  one  mild  hcirels  bleft, 
In  all  the  bloom  of  fmiling  nature  dreft, 
And  bleft  again  to  fee  his  flower  ally'd       [bride  ! 
To    David's   ftock,    and    made    young    Othniel's 
The  bright  reftorer  of  his  father's  youth, 
Devoted  to  a  ions  and  fubjedl's  truth  : 
Refolv'd  to  bear  that  prize  of  duty  home, 
So  bravely  f<  ught,  while  fought  by  Abfalom. 
Ah  prince  !  th'  ilWftrious  i)lanet  of  thy  birth, 
And  thy  more  powerful  virtue  guard  thy  worth  ; 
That  no  Achitophel  ihy  ruin  boaft  ; 
Ifrael  too  much  in  one  fuch  wreck  has  loft. 

Ev'n  envy  muft  confem  to  Helen's  worth, 
Whofe  foul,  though  Egypt  glories  in  his  birth, 
Could  for  our  captive-ark  its  2«al  retain. 
And  Pharaoh's  altars  in  their  por.ip  difdain : 
To  flight  his  gods  was  fmall ;  with  nobler  pride, 
He  all  th'  allurements  of  his  court  de^y'd. 
Whom  profit  nor  example  could  betray, 
Blit  Ifrael's  friend,  and  true  to  David's  fwiy. 
What  adis  of  favour  in  his  province  fall, 
On  merit  he  ccnfers,  and  freely  all. 

Our  lift  of  nobles  next  let  Amri  grace, 
Whufe  merits  claim'd  the  Abethdin's  high  place; 
Who  with  a  loyalty  that  did  excel. 
Brought  all  th'  endowments  of  Achitophel. 
Sincere  was  Amri,  and  not  only  knew, 
But  llrael's  faniftions  into  praiStice  drew  ; 
Our  laws,  that  did  a  boundlefs  ocean  fecm, 
Were  coafted  all,  and  fathom'd  ah  b/  him. 
No  rabbin  fpeaks  like  him  their  myftic  fenfe, 
So  juft,  and  with  fuch  charms  of  eloquence  ; 
To  whom  the  double  blefling  does  belong. 
With  Moles'  infpiration,  Aaron's  tongue. 

Then  Sheva  none  more  loyal  zeal  have  fhown, 
Wakeful  as  Judah's  lion  for  the  crown. 


Who  for  that  caufe  ftill  combats  in  bis  age, 
For  which  his  youth  with  danger  did  engage. 
In  tain  our  fadioHS  priefts  the  cant  revive  ; 
In  vain  feditious  fcribes  with  libel  ftrive 
T'  enflame  the  crowd;  while  he  with  watchful  eye 
Obferves,  and  (hoots  their  treafons  as  they  fly  : 
Their  weekly  frauds  his  keen  replies  deted ; 
He  undeceives  more  faft  than  they  infed. 
So  Mofes,  when  the  peft  on  legions  prey'd, 
Advanc'd  his  fignal,  and  the  plague  was  ftay'd. 

Once  more,  my  fainting  Mufe,  thy  pinions  try. 
And  ftrength's  exhautted  ftore  let  love  fupply. 
What  tribute,  Afaph,  fliall  we  render  thee  i     ■ 
We  '11  crown  thee  vv'ith  a  wreath  from  thy  own 

tree ! 
Thy  laurel  grove  no  envy's  flafli  can  blaft ; 
The  fong  of  Afaph  (hall  for  ever  laft. 

With  wonder  late  pofterity  Iball  dwell 
On  Abfalom  and  falfe  Achitophel : 
Thy  ftrains  Ihall  be  our  flumbring  prophets  dreajn. 
And  when  our  Sion  virgins  fing  their  theme; 
Our  jubilees  (hall  with  thy  verfe  be  grac'd, 
The  fong  of  Afaph  Ihall  for  ever  laft.. 

How  fierce  bis  fatyr  loof'd ;   reftrain'd,  how 
tame ; 
How  tender  of  th'  offending  young  man's  fame  ! 
How  well  his  worth,  and  brave  adventures  ftil'd; 
Juft  to  his  virtues,  to  his  error  mild. 
N)  page  of  thine,  that  feats  tbe  ftrivSteft  view, 
But  teems  with  juft  reproof,  or  praife  as  due  ; 
Not  Edei!  could  a  fairer  profpedl  yield. 
All  paradife  without  one  barren  field  : 
Whofe  wit  the  cenfure  of  his  foes  has  paft. 
The  fong  of  Afeph  (hall  forever  laft. 

Still  Hebron's  honour'd  happy  foil  retains 
Our  royal  hero's  beauteous  dear  remains; 
Who  now  fails  off"  with  winds  nor  wifhes  flack. 
To  bring  his  fufferings'  bright  companion  back. 
But  ere  fuch  tranfport  can  our  fenfe  employ, 
A  bitter  grief  mull  poifon  half  our  joy  ; 
Nor  can  our  coafts  reftor'd  thofe  blcflings  fee 
Without  a  bribe  to  envious  deftiny  ! 
Curs'd  Sodom's  doom  for  ever  fix  the  tide 
Where  by  inglorious  chance  the  valiant  dy'd  ! 
Give  not  infulting  Alkalon  to  know. 
Nor  let  Oath's  daughters  triumph  in  our  woe  ! 
No  failor  with  the  news  (well  Egypt's  pride, 
By  what  inglorious  fate  our  vaUant  dy'd! 
Weep,  Arhon  !  Jordan,  weep  thy  fountains  dry. 
While  Sioii's  rock  diflblves  for  a  fupply. 

Calm  were  the  elements,  night's  filence  deep, 
'I  he  \vavesfcarcemurmuring,and  the  winds  afleep; 
Yet  fate  for  ruin  takes  fo  ftill  an  hour, 
And  treacherous  fands  the  princely  bark  devour; 
Then  death  unworthy  feiz'd  a  generous  race. 
To  virtue's  fcindal,  and  the  ftars  difgrace  1 
Oh  !  had  th'  indjlgcnt  powers  vouchfaf'd  to  yifld, 
Inftead  of  laithlefsflielves,  a  lifted  field  : 
A  lifted  field  of  Hea-^en's  and  David's  foes, 
Fierce  as  the  troops  tha\  did  his  youth- oppofe, 
Each  life  had  on  his  flaugfater'd  heap  retir'd. 
Not  tamely,  and  unconqutr^qg  thus  expir'd  : 
But  deftiny  is  now  their  only  Kg, 
And  dying  ev'n  o'er  that  they  trVjjnph  too  ; 
With  loud  laft  breaths  their  mafter'si-.ape^applaud 
D  iiij 


of  whom  kind  force  could  fcarce  the  ♦'ate.s  defraud; 

Who  for  fuch  followers  loft,  O  matchkfs  mind  ! 

At  his  own  fafe-y  now  ahr-  ft  repin'd  '■ 

Say,  royal  Sir,  by  all  your  fiir.e  in  arms 

Yourpraifc  in  peace,  and  by  Urania's  charms; 

If  all  your  fuft'erinos  paft  fo  nearly  prcft, 

Or  pierc'd  with  half  fo  painful  giiefyi  ur  breaft  ? 

Thus  fome  diviner  Mufe  her  hero  f.  rms, 
Kot  fmooth'd  with  foft  delights,  hut  toft  in  ftornis. 
Nor  ftrctch'd  on  lo  es  in  the  myrilc  grove, 
Nor  crowns  his  days  with  mitth,  his  nights  with 

love. 
But  far  remov'd  in  thundering  camps  is  found, 
■  His  flunibers  fhort,  his  bed  the  herblcfs  ground  : 
In  talks  of  danger  always  fecn  the  firft, 
Feed''  from  the  hedge,  and  flakes  with   ice   his 

thirft. 
L^'iig  murt  his  patience  ftrive  with  fortune's  rage, 
And  long  oppofing  gods  themfelves  engage, 
JVIuft  fee  his  country  flame,  his  friends   deftroy'd, 
Before  the  promis'd  empire  be  enjr.y'd : 
Such  toil  of  fa'e  muft  build  a  man  of  tame. 
And   fuch,  to  Ilrael's  crown,  the  god-like  David 

came. 
What  fudden  bean-.s  difpd  the  clouds  fo  faft, 
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Whofe   drenching   rains  laid    all   cur   vineyard!( 

wafte ! 
The  fpripg  fo  far  behind  her  ccurfe  delay'd, 
On  th'  inftant  is  in  all  her  bloom  array'd  ; 
The  winds  breathe  low,  the  elements  ferene; 
Yet  mark  what  motion  in  the  waves  is  feen  ! 
Thronging  and  bufy  as  Hyblxan  fwarms, 
Or  ftrcgglcd  foldiers  fummon'd  to  their  arms. 
See  where  the  princely  bark  in  loofeft  pride. 
With  all  her  guardian  fleet,  adorns  the  tide! 
High  on  her  deck  the  royal  lovers  ftand, 
Our  crimes  to  pardon  ere  they  touch'd  our  land. 
Welcome  to  Ifrael  and  to  David's  breaft  ! 
Here  all  your  toils,  here  all  your  fufferings  reft. 

This  year  did  Ziloah  rule  Jerufalcm, 
And  boldly  all  fedition's  Syrtes  fteni, 
Howe'er  incuniber'd  with  a  viler  pair, 
Than  Ziph  or  Shimel  to  affift  the  chair  ; 
Yet  Ziloah's  loyal  labours  fo  prevail'd 
That  fadion   at  the  next  eledion  fail'd. 
When  ev'n  the  coinmofi  cry  did  juftice  found, 
And  merit  by  the  multitude  was  crown'd  : 
With  David  then  was  Ifrael's  peace  reftor'd, 
Crowds  mourn'd  their  eiror,  and  obey'd  their 
lord. 


ABSALOM    AND    ACHITOPHEL. 


5? 


KEY  TO  ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL. 


Mdael,  General  Monk,  Duke  of-Albemarle, 
Abethdin,  The  name  given,  through  this  poem,  to 

a  Lord  Chancellor  in  general. 
Abfalom,  Duke  of  Monmouth. 
Achitophel,  The  Earl  of  Shaftefbury. 
Adriel,  Earl  of  Mulgrave. 
Agog,  Sir  Edmundbury  Godfrey. 
Amiel,  Mr.  Seymour,  Speaker   of  the  Houfe  of 

Commons. 
Amr'i,  Sir  Heneage  Finch,  Earl  of  Winchelfea,  and 

Lord  Chancellor. 
Annaltel,  Duchefs  of  Monmouth. 
Arod,  Sir  William  Waller. 
Afapb,  A  charaifter  drawn  by  Tate  for  Dryden, 

in  the  fecond  part  of  this  poem. 
Balaam,  Earl  of  Huntingdon. 
Balaak,  Barnet. 
Barzillai,  Duke  of  Ormond. 
Bathjheba,  Duchefs  of  Portfmouth. 
Bcnaiah,  General  Sackville, 
Ben  Jtchanati,  Rev.  Mr.  Samuel  Johnfon. 
Bezatid,  Duke  of  Beaufort. 
Caleb,  Lord  Grey. 
Corah,  Dr.  Gates. 
Ba-vid,  Charles  II. 
Boeg,  Elkanah  Settle. 
Egypt,  France. 

Eliah,  Sir  Hen.  Bcnnet,  E.  of  Arlington. 
Ethnic-Plot,  The  Popifli-Plot. 
Gaib,    The    Land   of    Exile,    more   particularly 

Bruffels,    where   King    Charles    II.   long    re- 

fided. 
Hebron,  Scotland. 
Hchretu  Brieffs,  The  Church  of  England  Clergy. 


Helen,  Hyde,  Earl  of  Faverfham, 
Hujhai,  Earl  of  Rochefter. 
Jebufites,  Papifts. 
Jenifilem,  London. 
Jeivs,  Engliftl. 

Jonas,  Sir  William  Jones. 

Jordan,  Dover. 

Jatham,  Marquis  of  Halifax. 

Joihran,  Lord  Dartmouth. 

JJhhofieti,  Richard  Cromwell. 

Ijrael,  England. 

Iffachar,  Thomas  Thynne,  Efq. 

Judas,  Mr.  Fcrgufon,  a  canting  teacher. 

JJhban,  Sir  Robert  Clayton. 

Mephibojheth,  Pordage. 

Mkhal,  Queen  Catharine. 

Nadab,  Lord  Howard  of  Efcrlek. 

Og,  Shadwell. 

Phaleg,  Forbes. 

Pharaoh,  King  (;f  France. 
Rahjheka,  Sir  Thomas  Player. 

Sagan  of  Jcrujalem,    Dr.    Crampton,   Bifliop  of 

London. 
Sanhedrim,  Parliament. 
Saul,  Oliver  Cromwell.| 
Shimei,  Sheriff  Bethel. 
SLeva,  Sir  Roger  Lellrange. 
Solymean  Rout,  liondon  Rebels, 
Tyre,  Holland. 
Uzza,  Jack  Hall. 

Xadoc,  Sancroft,  Archbifliop  of  Canterbury. 
Zaken,  A  Member  of  the  Houfe  ef  Commons, 
Ziiiiri,  Villiers,  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
Zilcah^  Sir  Joha  Moor. 
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A  SATIRE  AGAINST  SEDITION, 


EPISTLE    TO    THE    WHIGS. 


r  Or  to  'whom  can  I  dedicate  this  poem,  with  fo 
JniUch  juftice  a'^  to  you  ?  It  is  the  reprefentation  rf 
your  own  hero  :  it  is  the  jiidlure  drawn  at  length 
■which  you  admire  and  prize  fo  much  in  littlt. 
None  of  your  ornaments  are  wanting;  neither 
the  landfcape  of  your  Tower,  nor  the  rifing  fun  ; 
nor  the  Anno  Domini  of  your  new  fovcreign's 
coronation.  This  muft  needs  be  a  grateful  under- 
taking to  your  whole  party  ;  efpecially  to  thofe 
who  have  not  been  fo  happy  as  to  purchafe  the 
original.  I  hear  the  graver  has  made  a  good 
market  of  it :  all  his  kings  are  brought  up  al- 
ready ;  or  the  value  of  the  remainder  fo  inhaiiced, 
that  many  a  poor  Polander,  who  would  be  glad 
t«  worfhip  the  image,  is  not  able  to  go  to  the  coft 
of  him ;  but  muft  be  content  to  fee  him  here.  I 
imift  confcfs  1  am  xio  great  artift  ;  but  fign-poft 
painting  will  fcrve  the  turn  to  remember  a  friend 
by  ;  efpecially  when  better  is  not  to  be  had.  Yet, 
for  your  comfort,  rhe  lineaments  are  true;  and 
though  he  fat  not  five  times  to  me,  as  he  did  to  B. 
yet  I  have  confulted  hiftory,  as  the  Italian  pain- 
ters do,  when  they  would  draw  a  Nero  or  a  Ca- 
ligula ;  though  they  have  not  feen  the  man,  they 
can  help  their  imagination  by  a  ftatue  of  him, 
and  find  out  the  colouring  from  Suetonius  and 
Tacitus.  Truth  is,  you  might  have  fpared  one 
fide  of  your  Medal :  the  head  would  be  feen  to 
more  advantage  if  it  were  placed  on  a  fpike  of 
the  tower,  a  little  nearer  to  the  fun,  which  would 
then  break  out  to  a  better  purpofe. 


You  tell  us  in  your  preface  to  the  No-protc ftant 
Plot,  that  you  (hall  be  forced  hereafter  to  leave  off 
your  modefly  :  I  fuppofe  yon  mean  that  litrlewhich 
is  left  you  :  for  it  was  worn  to  rags  when  you  put 
out  this  Medal.  Never  was  there  pratftifed  fuch 
a  piece  of  notorious  impudence  in  the  face  of  an 
eftablifhed  government.  I  believe,  when  he  is  dead 
you  will  wear  him  in  thumb-rings,  9s  the  Turks 
did  Scandei  beg  ;  as  if  there  wtxe  virtue  in  his 
bones  to  prefcrve  you  againfl:  monarchy.  Yet  all 
this  while  you  pretend  not  only  zeal  for  the  public 
good.biit  a  due  veneration  for  the  perfon  of  the  king. 
But  all  men  who  can  fee  an  incii  before  them,  may 
eaiily  dcted  thofc  grols  fallacies.  That  it  is  ne- 
ceflary  fi)r  men  in  your  circuuiftances  to  pretend 
both,  is  granted  you  ;  for  without  them  there 
be  no  ground  to  raife  a  fadlion.  But  I  would 
afk  you  one  civil  queftion,  What  right  has  any  man 
among  you,  or  any  aflbciation  of  men,  to  come 
nearer  to  you,  who,  out  of  parliament,  cannot  be 
confidered  in  a  public  capacity,  to  meet  as  you 
daily  do,  in  faflious  club>,  to  vilify  the  govcrn- 
mtnt  in  yoiir  difcourfes,  and  to  libel  it  in  all  your 
writings  ?  Who  made  you  judges  in  Ilrael  ?  Or 
how  is  it  confiftent  with  yeur  zeal  for  the  public 
welfare,  to  promote  fcdition  ?  Does  your  defini- 
tion of  loyal,  which  is  to  ferve  the  king  accord- 
ing to  the  laws,  allow  you  the  licenfc  cf  traduc- 
ing the  executive  power  with  which  you  own  h^ 
i«  invefled  .'  You  complain  that  his  majtlly  hat 
loft  the  love  and  confidence  of  bis  people  ;  and, 
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by  your  very  urging  it.  you  endeavour  what  in 
you  lies  t:  make  him  lofe  them.  All  good  i'ub- 
je€ts  abhor  the  thought  of  arbitrary  power,  whe- 
ther it  be  in  one  or  many  :  if  you  were  the  pa- 
triots you  would  feem,  you  would  not  at  this 
rate  inccnfe  the  multitude  to  affume  it  ;  for  no 
fobcr  man  can  fear  it,  either  from  the  king's  dif- 
pofition  or  his  pra(5lice  ;  or  even,  where  you  would 
odioufly  lay  it,  from  his  miniflers.  Give  us  leave 
to  enjoy  the  government  and  benefit  of  laws  under 
which  we  were  born,  and  which  we  dtfire  to 
tranfmit  to  our  pofterity.  You  are  not  the  truf- 
tees  of  the  public  liberry ;  and  if  you  have  not 
right  to  petition  in  a  crowd,  much  lefs  have 
you  to  intermeddle  in  the  management  of  affairs, 
or  to  arraign  what  you  do  rot  like  ;  which  in  ef- 
fe<S  is  every  thing  that  is  done  by  the  king  and 
council.  Can  you  imagine  that  any  reafonable 
man  will  believe  you  refpedl  the  perfon  of  his 
,Majefty,  when  it  is  apparent  that  your  feditious 
pamphlets  are  fluffed  with  particular  refledlions 
on  him  ?  If  you  have  the  confidence  to  deny  this, 
it  is  eafy  to  be  evinced  from  a  thoufand  paff;'ges, 
which  I  only  forbear  to  quote,  becaufe  I  defire 
they  (hould  die  and  be  forgotten  I  have  peruled 
many  of  your  papers ;  and  to  fnew  you  that  [ 
liave,  the  third  part  of  your  NojTotellant  Plot 
is  much  of  it  ftolen  from  your  dead  author's 
pamphlet,  called  the  Gr^iwth  of  Popery,  as  ma- 
nifelily  as  Miltt  n's  Defence  of  the  Englifh  People 
is  from  Buchan  de  jure  regni  apud  Scctos  :  or 
your  firfl  Covenant  and  new  Affociation  from  the 
holy  league  of  the  French  Guifards  Any  one 
who  reads  Davila,  may  trace  your  practices  all 
along.  There  were  the  fame  pretences  for  refor- 
mation and  loyalty,  the  fame  afperfions  of  the 
king,  and  the  fame  grounds  of  a  rebellion.  I 
know  not  v^hether  you  will  take  the  hiftorian's 
v>'ord,  who  fays  it  was  reported,  that  Pohrot  a 
Hugonot  murdered  Francis  Duke  of  Guife,  by 
the  inftigations  of  Theodore  Btza,  or  that  it 
Vifas  a  Hugcnct  minifter,  otherwife  called  a  Pref- 
byterian  ;  for  our  church  abhors  fo  devi'ilh  ater.et, 
whofirft  wr;t  a  treatife  of  the  lawfulnef?  of  depofing 
a:id  murdering  kings  of  a  different  perfuafion  in  re- 
ligion :  but  I  am  able  to  prove,  from  the  doc- 
trine of  Calvin,  and  principles  of  Buchanan,  that 
tliey  fet  the  peeple  above  the  magiflrate  ;  which, 
if  I  miflake  not,  is  your  own  fundamental,  and 
which  carries  your  loj'alty  no  further  than  your 
liking.  When  a  vote  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons 
goes  on  your  fide,  you  are  as  ready  to  obferve  it, 
as  if  it  were  paffed  into  a  law;  but  when  you 
are  pinched  with  any  former  and  yet  unrepealed 
^  *a&  of  parliament,  you  declare  that  in  f.me  cafes 
you  will  not  be  obliged  by  it.  The  paffage  is  in 
the  fame  third  part  of  the  Non-proteflant  Plot, 
and  is  too  plain  to  be  denied.  The  late  copy  of 
your  intended  aflociation,  you  neither  wholly  juf- 
tify  nor  condemn ;  but  as  the  papifls,  when  they 
I  are  unoppofed,  fly  out  into  all  the  pageantries  of 
I  worfhip  ;  but  in  times  of  war,  when  they  are 
'  hard  preffed  by  arguments,  lie  clofe  intrenched 
fccbind   the   Council  of  Trent :   fo  now,  when 


your  affairi  are  in  a  low  cnndition,  you  dare  no^ 
pretend  that  to  be  a  legal  combination ;  bnt 
whenfoever  you  are  afloat,  I  doubt  not  but  it  will 
be  maintained  and  juftified  to  pnrpofe.  For  in- 
deed there  is  nothing  to  defend  it  but  the  fword  : 
it  is  the  proper  time  to  fay  any  thing,  when  men 
have  all  things  in  their  power. 

In  the  mean  time,  you  would  fain  be  nibbling 
at  a  parallel  betwixt  this  affociation  and  that  in 
the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  But  there  is  this 
fmall  difference  betwixt  them  that  the  ends  of  th^ 
one  are  directly  oppofite  to  the  other  :  one  with, 
the  queen's  apprebation  and  conjundlion,  as  head 
of  it,  the  other  without  either  the  confent 
or  knowledge  of  the  king,  againil  whofe  au» 
thority  it  is  manifefl;!y  defigned.  Therefore 
you  do  well  to  have  recrurfe  to  your  lafl  evafion, 
that  It  v/as  contrived  by  your  enemies,  and  Ihuf- 
flcd  into  the  papers  that  were  feized  ;  which  yet 
ycu  fee  the  nation  is  not  fo  eafy  to  believe  as 
your  ovvfn  jury  ;  but  the  matter  is  not  difficult  to 
find  twelve  men  in  Newgate  who  would  acquit  a 
malefadlor. 

I  have  one  only  favour  to  defire  of  you  at 
parting,  that  when  you  think  of  anfwering  this 
poem,  you  would  employ  the  fame  pens  againfl 
it,  who  have  combated  with  fo  much  fuccefs 
againfb  Abfalc<m  and  Achitophel :  for  then  you 
affure  yourfclves  of  a  clear  victory,  without  the 
leaft  reply.  Rail  at  me  abundantly  ;  and,  not  to 
break  a  cuflom,  do  it  without  wit  :  by  this  me- 
thod you  will  gain  a  confiderable  point,  which  is 
wholly  to  wave  the  anfwer  of  my  arguments. 
Never  own  the  bottom  of  youi  ptinciples,  for 
fear  they  fhouid  be  treafon.  Fall  feverely  on  the 
mifcartiages  of  government ;  for  if  fcaiidal  be  not 
allowed,  you  are  not  freeborn  fiibje6ts.  If  God 
has  not  blefled  you  with  the  tilent  of  rhyming, 
make  ufe  of  my  poor  ffock  and  welcome;  let 
your  verfes  run  upon  my  feet ;  and,  for  the  ut- 
mofl:  refuge  of  ncftorious  blockheads,  reduced  to 
the  laft  extremity  of  fenfe,  turn  my  own  lines  up- 
on me,  and,  in  utter  deipair  of  your  own  fatyr, 
make  me  fatyrize  myfelf.  Some  of  you  have  been 
driven  to  this  bay  already  ;  but,  above  all  the  reft, 
commend  me  to  the  noii-conformift  parfon,  who 
writ  the  Whip  and  Key.  I  am  afraid  it  is 
not  read  fo  much  as  the  piece  deferves,  becaufe 
the  bookfeller  is  every  week  crying  help  at  the 
end  of  his  Gazette,  to  get  it  off.  You  fee  I  am 
charitable  enough  to  do  him  a  kindnefs,  that  it 
may  be  publiflied  as  well  as  printed ;  and  that  fo 
much  fkill  in  Hebrew  derivations  may  not  lie  for 
wafte  paper  in  the  ffiop.  Yet  I  half  fufpedt  he 
went  no  farther  for  his  learning,  than  the  indtr 
of  Hebrew  names  and  etymologies,  which  is 
printed  at  the  end  of  fome  Englifh  bibles.  If 
Achirophel  fignify  the  brother  of  a  fool,  the  au- 
thor of  that  poem  will  pafs  with  his  readers  for 
the  next  of  kin ;  and  perhaps  it  is  the  relation 
that  makes  the  Idndnefs.  Whatever  the  verfes 
are,  buy  them  up,  I  befeech  you,  out  of  pity ;  foe 
I  hear  the  conventicle  is  fhut  up,  and  the  brother 
of  Achitophel  out  of  fervjce. 


6o 


THE    WORKS    OF    DRYDEN. 


Now  footmen,  yru  know,  have  the  generofity 
to  make  a  purfe  f <  r  a  member  of  their  Ibciety, 
■who  has  had  his  livery  pulled  over  his  cars  ;  and 
even  proteftant  focks  are  bought  up  amorjr  ycu 
out  of  veneration  to  the  name.  A  diflenter  in 
poetry  from  ftnfe  ard  Erglifh  will  make  as  good 
a  protcdant  rhymer  as  a  ciiflcnter  from  the  church 
of  England  a  groteilant  parlon.  Befide?,  if  y<  u 
encourage  a  young  beginner,  who  knows  but  he 
may  elevate  his  ilyle  a  little  above  the  vulgar 
epithets  of  ptophane  and  fawcy  Jack,  andatheiflic 
ilribltT,  with  which  he  treats  me,  when  the  fit  of 
cnthufiafm  is  firorg  upon  him  ;  by  which  well- 
rnanncrcd  and  charitable  cxprcffions  I  was  certain 
of  his  fcift  before  1  knew  his  name.     What  would 


you  have  more  of  a  man  ?  He  has  datnned  me  in 
your  caule  from  Genefis  to  the  Revelations;  and 
hasha:f  the  ttxts  of  both  tiie  Tcflanients  againft 
ine,  if  ycu  will  be  fo  civil  to  yourff  Ivcs  as  to  take 
him  for  your  interpreter,  and  not  to  take  them 
for  Irifli  witncfl'es.  .After  ail,  pcihaps,  you  will 
tell  me,  that  ycu  retained  him  only  for  the  opening 
of  your  cavife,  and  tliat  your  main  lawyer  is  yet 
behind.  Now  if  it  fo  happen  he  meet  wirh  no 
otl'.cr  reply  than  his  jircdccefTors,  you  n:ay  ei- 
ther conth;de  that  I  truft  to  the  goodiiefs  of  my 
caufe,  or  fear  my  adverfary,  or  dildain  him,  or 
what  you  plcafe  ;  for  the  ihort  if  it  is,  it  is  in- 
different to  your  humble  fervaut  whatever  your 
party  fays,  or  thinks  of  him. 
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Of  all  our  antique  fights  and  pageantry. 

Which  Englifh  ideots  run  in  crowds  to  fee, 

The  Polifli  ATedal  bears  the  prize  alone  :  ~) 

A  monfter,  more  the  favourite  of  the  town  > 

Than  either  fairs  or  theatres  have  fhcwn.  J 

Never  did  art  fo  well  with  nature  flrive; 

N(,r  never  idol  fceni'd  fo  much  alive  : 

So  like  the  man  ;  fo  golden  to  the  C^ht, 

So  bafe  within,  fo  counterfeit  and  light. 

One  fide  is  fiU'd  with  title  and  with  face  ; 

And,  left  the  king  fliould  want  a  legal  place, 

On  the  reverfe,  a  tower  the  towai  furveys; 

O'er  which  our  mounting  fun  his  beams  difplays. 

The  word,  prononc'd  aloud  by  fhiieval  voice. 

I.cctamur,  which,  in  Polifli,  is  rejoice. 

The  day,  month,  year,  to  the  great  adl  are  join'd: 

And  a  new  canting  holiday  defign'd. 

Five  days  he  fat,  for  every  cait  and  look  ; 

Four  more  than  God  to  finifli  Adam  took. 

But  who  can  tell  what  eflcnce  angels  arc. 

Or  how  long  heaven  was  making  Lucifer  ? 

Oh,  could  the  ftile  that  copy'd  every  grace, 

And  plough'd  fuch  furrows  for  an  eunuch  face, 

Could  it  have  forni'd  his  everchanging  will, 

The  various  piece  had  tir'd  tlie  graver's  (kill ! 

A  married  hero  firft,  with  early  care. 

Blown  like  a  pigmy  by  the  winds,  to  war. 

A  beardlefs  Qhief,  a  rebel,  e'er  a  man  ; 

So  youug  his  hatred  to  his  prince  began. 

Next  this,  how  wildly  will  ambition  fteer  ! 

A  vermin  wriggling  in  th'  ufurper's  ear. 

Bartering  his  venal  wit  for  funis  of  gold. 

He  caft  hlmlelf  into  the  faint-like  mould  ;    [gain, 

Groan'd,  figh'd,  and  pray'd,  while  godlinefs  was 

The  loudeft  bagpipe  of  the  fqueaking  train. 

But,  as  'tis  hard  to  cheat  a  juggler's  eyes. 

His  open  lewdnefs  he  could  ne'er  difguife. 

There  fplit  the  faint ;  for  hypocritic  zeal 

Allows  np  fins  but  thofc  it  can  conceal. 


Whoring  to  fcandal  gives  too  large  a  fcope  : 
Saints  mnft  not  trade  ;  but  they  may  interlope. 
Th'  uivgodly  principle  was  all  the  fame  ; 
But  a  grofs  cheat  betrays  his  partner's  game. 
Befides,  their  peace  was  formal,  grave,  and  flack; 
His  nimble  wit  outran  the  heavy  pack. 
Yet  ftill  he  found  his  fortune  at  a  ftay ; 
Whole  droves  of  blockheads  choaking  up  his  way  j 
They  took,  but  not  rewarded,  his  advice ; 
Villain  and  wit  exa{5l  a  double  price. 
Power  was  his  aim  :  but,  thrown   from  that  "J 
pretence,  / 

The  wretch  tuni'd  loyal  in  his  own  defence;      l" 
And  malice  reconcil'd  him  to  his  prince.  3 

Him,  in  the  anguifh  of  his  foul  he  ferv'd  ; 
Rewarded  fafter  ftill  than  he  deferv'd. 
Bc;hold  him  now  exalted  into  truft  ; 
His  couiifel's  oft  convenient,  feldom  juft, 
Ev'n  in  the  moft  fincere  advice  he  gave 
He  had  a  grudging  ftill  to  be  a  knave. 
The  frauds  he  leattv'd  imhis  fanatic  years 
Made  him  unealy  in  his  lawful  gears. 
At  beft  as  little  honeft  as  he  could. 
And  like  white  witches  mifchievoufly  good. 
To  his  firft  bias  longingly  he  leans  ; 
And  rather  would  be  great  by  wicked  means. 
Thus  fram'd  for  ill,  he  loos'd  our  triple  hold; 
Advice  unfafe,  precipitous,  and  bold. 
From  hence  thofe  tears !  that  Ilium  of  our  woe  ! 
Who  helps  a  powerful  friend,  fore-arms  a  foe. 
What  wonder  if  the  waves  prevail  fo  far 
When  he    cut   down  the   banks   that  made  the 

bar  .' 
Seas  follow  but  their  nature  to  Invade  ; 
But  he  by  art  our  native  flrength  betray'd. 
So  Samfon  to  his  foe  his  force  confeft; 
And  to  be  ftiorn  lay  flumbering  on  her  breafi. 
But  when  this  fatal  counfe),  found  too  late, 
Expo.s'd  its  author  to  the  publik  hate  j 
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When  his  jufl  fovereign,  by  no  impious  way 
Could  be  feduc'd  to  arbitrary  fway  ; 
Forfaken  of  the  hope  he  (hifts  his  fail,  T 

Drives  down  the  current  with  a  popular  gale ;    > 
And  (hews  the  fiend  confefs'd  without  ^  veil,     j 
He  preaches  to  the  crowd,  that  power  is  lent, 
But  not  convey'd  to  kingly  government ; 
That  claims  fuccefiive  bear  no  binding  force, 
Tha:  coronation  oaths  are  things  of  coutfe  ! 
Maintains  the  multitude  can  never  err  ; 
And  fets  the  people  in  the  papal  chair. 
Th:  reafon  's  obvious  ;  intereft  never  lies;  ") 

The  mofl  have  ftill  their  intereft  in  their  eyes;  / 
The  power  is  always  their's,  and  power  is  ever  C 
wife.  3 

Almighty  crowd,  thou  fhorteneft  all  difpiite ; 
Power  is  thy  eflence,  wit  thy  attribute  ! 
Nor  faith  nor  reafon  make  thee  at  a  ftay,     [way  ! 
Thou  leap'ft  o'er  all  eternal  truths  in  thy  Pindaric 
Athens  no  doubt  did  righteoufly  decide. 
When  Phocion  and  when  Socrates  were  try'd  : 
As  righteoufly  they  did  thofe  dooms  repent ; 
Still  they  were  wife  whatever  way  they  went : 
Crowds  err  not,  though  to  both  extremes  they  run ; 
To  kill  the  father,  and  recal  the  fon. 
Some  think  the  fools  were  moft  as  times  went  then, 
But  now  the  world's  o'crftock'd  with  prudent  men. 
The  common  cry  is  ev'n   religion's  teft. 
The  Turk's  is  at  Conftantinople  befl ; 
Idols  in  India  ;  popery  at  Rome  ; 
And  our  own  worfhip  only  true  at  home. 
And  true,  but  for  the  time  'tis  hard  to  know 
How  long  we  pleafe  it  fliall  continue  fo. 
This  fide  to-day,  and  that  to-morrow  burns ; 
So  all  are  God-almighties  in  their  turns. 
A  tempting  docSrine,  plaufible,  and  new  ; 
What  fools  our  fathers  were,  if  this  be  true  ! 
Who,  to  deftroy  the  feeds  of  civil  war, 
Inherent  right  in  monarchs  did  declare  : 
And  that  a  lawful  power  might  never  ceafe, 
Secui'd  fucccflion  to  fecure  our  peace. 
Thus  property  and  fovereign  fway  at  laft 
In  equal  balances  were  juftly  caft  : 
But  this  new  Jehu  fpurs  the  hot-mouth'd  horfe  ; 
Inftrufts  the  befl  to  know  his  native  force ; 
To  take  the  bit  between  his  teeth,  and  fly 
To  the  next  headlong  fteep  of  anarchy. 
Toi)  happy  Eni^land,  if  our  good  we  knew. 
Would  we  pofl'efs  the  freedom  we  purfue  ! 
The  lavifli  government  can  give  no  more  ; 
Yet  we  repine,  and  plenty  makes  us  poor. 
God  try'd  us  once ;  our  rebel- fathers  fought : 
He  glutted  them  with  all  the  power  they  fought ; 
Till,  niafter'd  by  their  own  ulurping  brave, 
The  free-born  fubjeiil  funk  into  a  flave. 
We  loath  our  manna,  and  we  long  for  quails ; 
Ah,  what  is  man  when  his  own  v?ifli  prevails ! 
How  ra(h,  how  fwift  to  plunge  himfelf  in  ill ! 
Proud  of  his  power,  and  boundltfs  in  his  will  1 
That  kings  can  do  no  wrong,  we  muft  believe  ; 
None  can  they  do,  and  muft  they  all  receive  i 
Help,  heaven  !  or  fadly  we  fliall  fee  an  hour, 
When  neither  wrong  nor  right  arc  in  their  power  1 
Already  they  have  loft  their  beft  defence, 
The  benefit  of  laws  which  they  difpenfc. 


d  fore,    "y 
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No  juftice  to  their  righteous  caufe  allow'd  { 
But  baflled  by  an  atbitrary  crowd, 
And  medals  grav'd  their  conqueft  to  record. 
The  ftamp  and  coin  of  their  adopted  lord. 

The  man  who  laugh'd  but  once,  to  fee  an  afs 
Mumbling  to  make  the  crof'-grain'd  thiftles  pafs^ 
Might  laugh  again  to  fee  a  jury  chew 
The  prickles  of  unpalatable  law. 
The  witnefles,  that  leech-like  liv'd  on  blood, 
Sucking  for  'hem  was  med'cinally  good  ; 
But,  when  they  faften'd  on  (heir  fefter'd  fore. 
Then  juftice  and  religion  they  forfwore ; 
Their  maiden  oaths  debauch 'd  into  a  wl 
Thus  men  are  rais'd  by  facftions,  and  decry'd  ; 
And  rogue  and  faint  diftinguifti'd  by  their  fide. 
They  rack  ev'n  fcripture  to  confefs  their  caufe, 
Aud  plea'd  a  call  to  preach  in  fpite  of  laws. 
But  that's  no  news  to  the  poor  injur'd  page ; 
It  has  been  us'd  as  ill  in  every  age. 
And  is  conftrain'd  with  patience  all  to  take. 
For  what  defence  can  Greek  and  Hebrew  make? 
Happy  who  can  this  talking  trumpet  feize  ; 
They  make  it  fpeak  whatever  fenfe  they  pleafe  ! 
'Twas  frani'd  at  firft  our  oracle  t'  inquire  :         ~i 
But  finee  our  fedts  in  prophecy  grow  higher,     f 
The  text  infpires  not  them,  but    they  the  text  i" 
infpire.  ji 

London,  thou  great  emporium  of  onr  ifle, 

0  thou  too  bounteous,  thou  too  fruitful  Nile  ! 
How  ftiall  I  praife  or  curfe  to  thy  defert .' 

Or  feparate  they  found  from  thy  corrupted  part  ? 

1  call'd  thee  Nile  ;  the  parallel  will  ftand  : 
Thy  tides  of  wealth  o'erflow  the  fatten'd  land ; 
Yet  monfters  from  thy  large  increafc  we  find, 
Engender'd  on  the  flime  thou  leav'ft  beliind. 
Sedition  has  not  wholly  feiz'd  on  thee. 

Thy  nobler  parts  are  from  infeiflion  free. 

Of  Ifrael's  tribe  thou  haft  a  numerous  band. 

But  ftill  the  Canaanite  i-  in  the  land. 

Thy  military  chiefs  are  brave  and  true  ; 

Nor  are  thy  difenchanted  burghers  few. 

The  head  is  loyal  which  thy  heart  commands, 

But  what's  a  head  with  two  fuch  gouty  hands  ? 

The  wife  and  wealthy  love  tiie  fureft  way, 

And  are  content  to  thrive  and  to  obey. 

But  wifdom  is  to  floth  too  great  a  fiave  ; 

None  are  fo  bufy  as  the  fool  and  knave,        [urge/ 

Thofe  let   me   curfe  ;  what  vengeance  will  they 

Whofe  ordures  neither  plague  nor  fire  can  purge  ? 

Nor  fliarp  experience  can  to  duty  bring. 

Nor  angry  heaven,  nor  a  forgiving  king  I 

In  gof|)o!-phrafe,  their  chapmen  they  betray  ; 

Their  fliops  arc  dens,  the  buyer  is  their  p^ey. 

The  knack  of  trades  is  living  on  the  fpoil; 

They  boaft  even  when  each  other  they  beguile. 

Cuftoms  to  fteal  is  fuch  a  trivial  thing. 

That  'tis  their  charter  to  defraud  their  king. 

All  hands  unite  of  every  jarring  fcdl  ; 

They  cheat  the  country  firft,  and  then  infecft. 

'I'hcy  for  God's  cawfc  their  monarchs  dare  dethrone/- 

And  they  '11  be  fur^"  fo  make  his  caufe  their  own. 

Whether  the  plotting  jcfuit  lay'd  the  plan 

of  murdering  king-',  or  the  Trench  pnritan. 

Our  facrilegious  !ciil;s  their  guides  outgo, 

And  kings  and  kingly  power  would  murder  UiOt 
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What  means  that  traiterouscombinatiors  lefs, 
Too  plain  t'  evade,  too  (hameful  to  confefs. 
But  treafon  is  not  own'd  when  'tis  defcry'd  ; 
Succefsful  c  imes  alone  are  juftify'd. 
The  men  who  no  confpiracy  would  find 
Who  doubts  ?  hut  had  it  taken,  they  had  join'd, 
Join'd  in  a  mutual  covenant  of  defence; 
At  firft  without,  at  laft  againft,  their  prince. 
If  fovereign  right  by  fovereign  power  they  fcan, 
The  fame  bold  maxim  holds  in  God  and  man  : 
God  were  not  fafe,  his  thunder  could  they  ftiun; 
He  fhould  be  forc'd  to  crown  another  fon. 
Thus,    when  the   heir    was   from    the   vineyard 

throv/n, 
The  rich  pofftflion  was  the  murderer's  own. 
In  vain  to  fophiftry  they  have  recourfe  ;  n 

By   proving   their's  no    plot,   they   prove    'tis/ 
woife;  f 

Unmaft'd  rebellion,  and  audacious  force  ;  J 

Which  though  not  adtual,  yet  all  eyes  may  fee 
'Tis  working  in  th'  immediate  power  to  be ; 
For  from  pretended  grievances  they  rife, 
Firft  to  diflike,  and  after  to  defpife. 
Then  cyclop-like  in  human  flelh  to  deal. 
Chop  up  a  mipifter  at  every  meal  : 
Perhaps  not  wholly  to  melt  down  the  king ; 
But  clip  his  regal  rights  within  the  ring  ; 
From  thence  t'  affume   the  power  of  peace  and 

war ; 
And  eafe  him  by  degrees  of  public  qare. 
Yet,  to  confulthis  dignity  and  fame,  ~i 

He  fhould  have  leave  to  exercife  his  name  ;        / 
And  hold  the  cards  while  commons  play'd  the  f 
game.  3 

For  what  can  power  give  more   than  food  and 

drink. 
To  live  at  eafe,  and  not  be  bound  to  think  ? 
'  Thefe  are  the  cooler  methods  of  their  crime, 
But  their  hnt  zealots  think  'tis  lols  of  time  ; 
On  utmoft  bounds  of  loyalty  they  ftand,  ~) 

And  grin  and  whet  like  a  Croatian  band  ;  > 

That  waits  impatient  for  the  laft  command.        J 
Thus  outlaws  open  villainy  maintain. 
They  fteal  not,  but  in  fcjtiadrons  fcour  the  plain  : 
And  if  their  power  the  paflengcrs  fubdue, 
The  moft  have  right,  the  wrong  is  in  the  few. 
Such  impious  axioms  focilifhly  they  fhew, 
For  in  fome  foils  republics  will  not  grow  : 
Our  temperate  ifle  will  no  extremes  fuftain, 
Of  popular  fway  or  arbitrary  reign  : 
;    But  Aides  between  them  bo'h  into  the  beft, 

Secure  in  freedom,  in  a  monarch  bleft, 
I    And  though  the  climate  vex'd  with  various  winds. 
Works  through  our  yielding  bodies  on  our  minds. 
The  wholefome  tempeft  purges  what  it  breeds, 
To  recommend  the  calmnefs  that  fucceeds. 

But  thou,  the  pander  of  the  people's  hearts, 
O  crooked  foul,  and  ferpentine  in  arts, 
Whofe  blandiftiments  a  loyal  land  have  whor'd, 
And  broke  the  bonds  ftie  plighted  to  her  lord ; 
What  curfes  on  thy  blafted  name  will  fall !  "i 

Which  age  to  age  their  legacy  fhall  call ;  / 

For  all  muft  curfe  the  woes  that  niuft  delcend  f 
to  ali.  J 


ngage,     T 
sit  age.     y 


Religion  thou  haft  none  :  thy  Mercury         [thee. 

Has  pafs'd  through  every  fedl,  or   theirs  through 

But  what  thou  giv'ft,  that  venom  ftill  remams  ; 

And  the  pox'd  nation  feels  thee  in  their  brains. 

What  elfe  infpires  the  tongues  and  fwells  thebreafts 

Of  all  thy  beilbwiug  rensgado  priefts, 

That  preach  up  thee  for  god  ;  difpenfe  thy  laws ; 

And  with  the  fcum  ferment  their  fainting  caufe  ? 

Frefh  fumes  of  madnefs  raife ;  and  toil  and  fweat 

To  make  the  formidable  cripj'le  great. 

Yet  fhould  thy  crimes  fucceed,  ftiould  lawlefs  power 

Compafs  thofe  ends  thy  greedy  hopes  devour. 

Thy  can  ring  friends  thy  mortal  foes  would  be. 

Thy  God  and  theirs  v/ill  never  long  agree; 

For  thine,  if  thou  haft  any,  muft  be  one 

That  lets  the  world  and  human  kind  alone  : 

A  joUy  god,  that  paffcs  hours  too  well 

To  promife  heaven,  or  threaten  us  with  hell. 

That  unconccrn'd  can  at  rebellion  fit. 

And  wink  at  crimes  he  did  himfelf  commit. 

A  tyrant  theirs ;  the  heaven  their  priefthood  paints 

A  conventicle  of  gloomy  fullen  faints ; 

A  heaven  like  Bedlam, flovenly  aiid  fad; 

Fore-doom'd  for  fouls,  with  falfe  religion,  mad. 

Without  a  vifiun  poets  can  foreftiow 
What  all  but  fools  by  common  fenfe  may  know: 
If  true  fucceffion  from  our  ifle  fhould  fail, 
And  crowds  prefane  with  impious  arms  prevail, 
Not  th  :u,  nor  thofe  thy  facSlious  arts  engage. 
Shall  reap  that  harveft  of  rebellious  rage 
With  which  thou  flattereft  thy  decrepit  age 
The  fwelling  poifon  of  the  feveral  feds. 
Which,  wanting  vent,  the  nation's  health  infedis. 
Shall  burft  its  bag ;  and  fighting  out  their  way 
The  various  venoms  on  eacli  other  prey.  » 
The  prefbyter  pufF'd  up  with  fpiritual  pride, 
Shall  on  the  necks  of  the  lewd  nobles  ride  : 
His  brethren  damn,  the  civil  power  defy ; 
And  parcel  out  republic  prelacy. 
But  fhort  ftiall  be  his  reigii  ;  his  rigid  yoke 
And  tyrant  power  will  puny  fe(Sls  provoke; 
And  frogs  and  toads,  and  all  the  tadpole  train. 
Will  croak  to  heaven  for  help,  from  this  devour- 
ing crane.  [jar. 
The  cut-rhtoat  fword  and  clamorous  gown  fhali 
In  ftiaring  their  ill-gotten  fpoils  of  war  : 
Chiefs  ftiall  be  grudg'd   the  part  which  they 

pretend  ; 
Lords  envy  lords,  and  friends  with  every  friend 
About  their  impious  merit  ftiall  contend. 
The  furly  commons  fhall  refpedl  deny. 
And  juftle  peerage  out  with  property. 
Theit  general  either  fhall  his  truft  betray, 
And  force  the  crowd  to  arbitrary  fway ; 
Or  they,  fufpeding  his  ambitious  aim, 
In  hate  of  kings  ftiall  caft  anew  the  frame 
And  thrufl  out  Collatine  that  bore  that  name, 

Thus  inborn  broils  the  fa<5i:ions  would  efigage, 
Or  wars  of  exil'd  heirs,  or  foreign  rage, 
Till  halting  vengeance  overtook  our  age  : 
And  our  wild  labours  wearied  into  reft, 
Reclin'd  us  on  a  rightful  monarch's  brcaft. 

" ^  Pudet  haec  opprobria,  vobis 

"  Et  dici  potuilTe,  &  non  potuiffe  refelli." 


=    } 

ame.    j 


TAR^UIN   AND    TU  L  L  I A 


In  times  when  princes  canccl'd  nature's  law. 
And  declarations  which  themfelves  did  draw  ; 
When  children  us'd  their  parents  to  dethrone, 
And  gnaw  their  way,  like  vipers,  to  the  crown ; 
Tarquin,  a  favage,  proud,  amhitious  prince, 
I'ronipt  to  expel,  yet  thoughtlefs  of  defence, 
The  envied  fceptre  did  from  Tullius  fnatch. 
The  Roman  king,  and  father  by  the  match. 
To  form  his  party,  hiftories  report, 
A  fandtuary  was  open'd  in  his  court, 
Where  glad  offenders  fafely  might  rcfort. 
Great  was  the  crowd,  and  wondrous  the  fuccefs, 
Fur  thofe  were  fruitful  times  of  wickcdnefs, 
And  (ill,  that  liv'd  obnoxioui  to  the  laws, 
l-'lock'd   to    prince    Tarquin,    and  tnibrac'd  his 

caufe. 
'Mongft  thefe  a  pagan  prieft  for  refuge  fled  ; 
A  prophet  deep  in  godly  fadlion  read  ; 
A  fycophant,  that  knew  the  niodilh  way 
I'o  cant  and  plot,  to  fla'ter  and  betray, 
U'o  whine  and  lin,  to  fcribble  ai;d  recant, 
A  fliamclefs  author,  and  a  lufbfiil  faint. 
To  ftrve  all  times  he  e<nild  dilLin<3ions  coin. 
And  with  great  eafe  flat  contraditlions  join  : 
A  traitor  now,  once  luyal  in  extreme, 
And  tlicn  obedience  was  his  only  theme  : 
He  fuiig  in  temples  the  mofl  paflive  lays, 
And  wearied  moiiarchs  with  repeated  praife; 
But  manag'd  aukwardly  that  lawful  part ; 
*i'o  vent  foul  lies  and  treafon  was  his  art, 
And  pointed  libels  at  crown'd  heads  to  dart, 
'J'his  pricl*,  and  others  learned  to  defame, 
I'irft  murder  injur'd  Tullius  in  his  name; 
With  blackeft  calumnies  their  fovere'gn  load, 
A  poil'on'd  III  other,  and  dark  league  abroad; 
A  fon  ui'juUly  top'd  upon  the  throne, 
A\'hith  yet  was  prov'd  undoubtedly  his  own  ; 
Though,  as  the  law  was  there,  'twas  his  behoof, 
Who  dilpoffefsM  the  heir,  to  bring  the  proof. 
This  hcllilh  charge  they  back'd  with  dihnal  frights, 
1  he  lof»  ot"  properly  and  facred  rijjlitii, 


And  freedom,  words  which  all  falfe  patriots  ufa 
As  fnrefl:  names  the  Romans  to  abufe. 
Jealous  of  kings,  and  always  malecontent, 
I'orward  in  change,  yet  certain  to  repent. 
Whilft  thus  the  plotteis  needful  fears  create, 
Tarquin  with  open  force  invades  the  (late. 
Lewd  nobles  join  him  with  their  feeble  might- 
And  atheift  fools  for  dear  religion  fight. 
The  prlefts  their  boalled  principles  difown. 
And  level  their  harangues  againlt  the  throne. 
Vain  promifis  the  people's  minds  allure. 
Slight  were  their  ills,  but  defperate  the  cure. 
'  ris  hard  for  kings  to  fleer  an  equal  courfe. 
And  they  who  banifh  one,  oft  gain  a  worfe. 
Thofe  heavenly  bodies  we  admire  above. 
Do  ever)'  day  irregularly  move  ; 
Yet  Tulliu«,  'tis  decreed,  niuft  lofe  the  crown, 
Tor  faults,  that  were  his  councirs,  not  his  own. 
He  now  in  vain  commands  cv'n  thofe  he  pay'd,"! 
15y  darling  troops  deferted  and  betray 'd,  f 

By  creatures  which  his  generous  warmth   hadi" 
made.  j 

Of  thefe  a  captain  of  the  guards  was  word, 
Whofe  memory  to  this  day  Hands  accuril. 
This  rogue,  advanc'd  to  military  trull 
By  his  own  whoredom,  and  his  filler's  lull, 
Forfook  his  mailer,  after  dreadful  vows. 
And  plotted  to  betray  him  to  his  foes; 
The  kindtlt  maftcr  to  the  viltlt  Have, 
•■^s  free  to  give,  as  he  was  furc  to  crave. 
His  haughty  female,  who,  as  books  declare, 
Did  always  tols  wide  nollrils  in  the  air. 
Was  to  the  younger  Tullia  goveniefs. 
Anil  (lid  a'tcnd  her,  when,  in  borrow'd  drcfs. 
She  fled  by  night  from  Tullius  in  dillrefs. 
This  wretch,  by  letters,  did  invite  his  foes, 
And  us'd  all  arts  her  father  to  depole ; 
A  father,  always  gencroufly  bent. 
So  kind,  tiiat  cv'n  her  wilhes  he'd  prevent.. 
'Twas  now  high  time  for  Tulliu-^  to  retreat, 
Wli«n  cv'n  his  Jauj^htcr  hallcn'd  his  defeat; 


Tar  qjj  I  N 

When  faith  and  duty  ranifh' J,  and  no  more 
The  name  of  father  and  of  king  he  bore  : 
A  kingjwhofe  right  his  foes  could  ne'er  difpute  ; 
So  mild,  that  mercy  was  his  attribute  ; 
Affable,  kind,  and  eafy  of  accefs  ; 
Swift  to  relieve,  unwilling  to  opprefs  ; 
Rich  without  taxes,  yet  in  payment  jufl ; 
So  honeft,  that  he  hardly  could  diflrufi;  : 
His  acftive  foul  from  labours  ne'er  did  ceafe, 
Valiant  in  war,  and  vigilant  in  peace  ; 
Studious  with  traffic  to  enrich  the  land ; 
Strong  to  protect,  and  Ikilful  to  command  ; 
,Liiberal  and  fplendid,  yet  without  excefs ; 
Prone  to  relieve,  unwilling  to  diftrefs ; 
In  fum,  how  godlike  mull  his  nature  be, 
Whofe  only  fault  was  too  much  piety !  [fit 

This  king  remov'd,   th'  affembled  flates  thought 
That  Tarquin  in  the  vacant  throne  fhould  fit ; 
Voted  him  regent  in  their  fenate-houfe. 
And  with  an  empty  name  endovv'd  his  fpoufe, 
The  elder  Tullia,  who,  fome  authors  feign. 
Drove  o'er  her  father's  corfe  a  rumbling  wain  : 
But  (he  more  guilty  numerous  wains  did  drive 
To  crufh  her  father  and  her  king  aiive  ; 
And  in  remembrance  of  his  haften'd  fall, 
Refolv'd  to  inflitute  a  weekly  ball. 
The  jolly  glutton  grew  in  bulk  and  chin, 
Feafted  on  rapine,  and  enjoy'd  her  fin  ; 
With  luxury  fhe  did  weak  rcafon  force,     [morfe ; 
Debauch'd    good-nature,    and    cram'd  down  rc- 
Yet  when  fhe  drank  cold  tea  in  liberal  fups, 
The  fobbing  dame  was  maudling  in  her  cups. 
But  brutal  Tarquin  never  did  relent, 
Too  hard  to  melt,  too  wicked  to  repent ; 
Cruel  in  deeds,  more  mercilefs  in  will, 
And  bleft  with  natural  delight  ia  ill. 
Vol.  VI. 


AND    TULLIA. 
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From  a  wife  guardian  he  recelv'd  his  doom 

To  walk  the  change,  and  not  to  govern  Rome. 

He  fwore  his  native  honours  to  difown. 

And  did  by  perjury  aicend  the  throne. 

Oh  !  had  that  oath  his  fwelling  pride  repreft, 

Rome  had  been  then  with  peace  and  plenty  bleft. 

But  Tarquin,  guided  by  deflirudlive  fate, 

The  country  wafted,  and  embroil'd  the  fi;ate, 

Tranfported  to  their  foes  the  Roman  pelf. 

And  by  their  ruin  hop'd  to  fave  himfelf. 

Innum.crable  woes  opprefs  the  land, 

When  it  fubmitted  to  his  curs'd  command. 

So  juft  was  heaven,  that  'twas  hard  to  tell, 

whether  its  guilt  or  loffcs  did  excel. 

Men  that  renounc'd  their  God  for  dearer  trade, 

Were  then  the  guardians  of  religion  made. 

Rebels  were  fainted,  foreigners  did  reign. 

Outlaws   return'd,    preferment  to  obtain. 

With  frogs,  and  toads,  and  all  their  croaking 

train. 
No  native  knew  their  features  nor  their  birth; 
They  feem'd  the  greaiy  offspring  of  the  earth. 
The  trade  was  funk,  the  fleet  and  army  fpsnt; 
Devouring  taxes  fwallow'd  leffer  rent  j 
Taxes  impos'd  by  no  authority ; 
Each  lewd  colledtion  was  a  robbery. 
Bold  felf-creating  men  did  flatutes  draw, 
Skill'd  to  eflablifh  villainy  by  law  ; 
Fanatic  drivers,  whofe  unjuft  careers     ' 
Prodtsc'd  new  ills  exceeding  former  fears. 
Yet  authors  here  except  a  faithful  band. 
Which  the  prevailing  fadtion  did  withftand; 
And  fome,  who  bravely  ftood  in  the  defence 
Of  baffled  juftice  and  their  exil'd  prince. 
Thefc  ihine  to  after-times,  each  facred  name 
Stands  ftill  recorded  in  the  roils  of  fame. 


SUUM    CUI^UE. 
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W  HEN  Irwlefs  men  tlieif  neighbours  difpoffefs, 
'The  tenants  they  extirpate  or  opprefs ; 
And  make  rude  havock  in  the  fruitful  foil, 
tVhich  the  right  owners  plough'd  with  careful 

toil, 
The  fame  proportion  does  in  kingdoms  holdj 
A  new  prince  breaks  the  fences  of  the  old ! 
And  will  o'er  carcafes  and  deferts  reign, 
Unlefs  the  land  its  rightful  lord  regain. 
He  gripes  the  faithlefs  owners  of  the  place,         "^ 
And  buys  a  foreign  army  to  dtf»ce  > 

The  fcar'd  and  hated  remnant  of  their  race.        J 
He  ftarves  their  forces,  aiid  obftruiilb  their  trade  ; 
Vafl  funis  are  given,  and  yet  no  native  paid. 
The  church  itfeif  he  labours  to  afl'ail. 
And  keeps  fit  tools  to  break  the  facred  pale. 

Of  thofe  let  him  the  guilty  roll  commence, 
Who  has  bctray'd  a  niaftcr  and  a  prince  ; 
A  mar,  fcditious,  lewd,  and  impudent ; 
An  engine  always  mJfchicvouily  bent : 
One  who  from  all  the  bands  of  duty  fwcrvers; 
No  tye  can  hold  but  that  which  he  deferves; 
An  author  dwindled  to  a  pamphleteer ; 
Skilful  to  forge,  and  always  infinccrc ; 
Careltfs  exploded  pradlices  to  mtnd  ; 
Bold  to  attack,  yet  feeble  to  dcftnd. 
I'atc's  blindfold  reign  the  athcift  loudly  owns, 
And  providence  blafphemoufly  dethrone-. 
In  vain  the  Iceiing  aclor  ftrains  his  tongue 
To  cheat,  with  tears  and  empty  iioifc,  the  throng. 
Since  all  men  know,  whate'er  he  fays  or  writes, 
Kevenge  or  ftronger  intereft  indites. 
And  that  tlic  wretch  employs  his  venal  wit 
How  to  confute  what  formerly  he  writ. 

Next  him  the  grave  Socinian  claims  a  place, 
XnUow'd  with  rcai'on,  though  bereft  of  grace ; 


A  preaching  pagan  cf  furpafling  fame  j 
No  regifter  records  his  borrow'd  name. 
0,had  the  child  more  happily  been  bred, 
A  radiant  mitre  would  have  grac'd  his  head  ? 
But  now  unfit,  the  moft  he  fliould  expedt. 
Is  to  be  enter'd  of  T F- 's  fctiL 

To  him  fucceeds,  with  looks  demurely  fad, 
A  gluoniy  ii>ul,  with  revelation  mad ; 
Fall'e  to  his  friend,  and  :areltfs  of  liis  word} 
A  dreaming  prophet,  and  a  griping  lord  ; 
He  fells  the  livings  which  he  can't  poflefs. 
And  farms  that  fine-cure  his  diocelc. 
Unthinking  man  !  to  qtiit  thy  barren  fee. 
And  vain  endeavours  in  chronology. 
For  the  more  fniitlef'-  care  of  royal  charity, 
I'hy  hoary  noddle  warns  thee  to  return, 
The  tieafoi)  of  old  age  in  Wales  to  mourn. 
Nor  think  the  city-poor  may  lofs  fufiain, 
I'hy  place  may  well  be  vacant  in  this  reiga. 

I  fluiuld  admit  the  booted  prelate  now. 
But  he  is  even  for  lam.pcon  too  low  : 
The  fcum  and  outcaft  of  a  royal  race ; 
The  nation's  grievance,  and  the  gown's  difgrace* 
None  fo  unlcarn'd  did  e'er  at  London  fit; 
Thi'-  driveler  does  the  fatret  chair  belh — t, 
I  need  not  brand  the  fpiritual  parricide. 
Nor  draw  the  weapon  (iangling  by  his  fide: 
Th*  afloiiifh'd  world  rcmendicrs  that  offence. 
And  knows  he  (lole  the  daughter  of  his  prince. 
'1  is  time  enough,  in  f  me  fuccecding  age, 
To  bring  this  mitred  captain  on  the  ilagc. 

Thefe  arc  the  leaders  in  apoftacy. 
The  wild  reformers  of  the  liturgy, 
And  the  blind  guides  of  poor  dedlive  majefty 
A  thnig  vvhicl]  commonwtaltirs-nien  did  dcvifc» 
Till  ploli  were  ripe,  to  catch  the  j'oopk's  eyes. 


ii 


S  tf  U  M    C  tJ  I  QjJ  i. 


if 


*fheir  king's  a  moftfter^  in  a  quagmire  born, 
Of  all  the  native  brutes  the  grief  and  fcorn  ; 
With  a  big  fnout,  caft  in  a  crooked  mould. 
Which  runs  with  glanders  and  an  inborn  cold. 
His  fubftance  is  of  clammy  fnot  and  phlegrh  j 
Sleep  is  his  effence,  and  his  life  a  dream. 
To  Capreae  this  Tiberius  does  retire. 
To  quench  with  catamite  his  feeble  fir^. 
Dear  catamite  !  who  rules  alone  the  (late, 
While  monarch  dozes  on  his  unpropt  height,       | 
Silenti  yet  thoughtlel'si  and  fecure  of  fats. 


Could  ynu  but  fee  the  fulfome  herd  led 

By  loathing  vaflals  to  his  noble  Hed  ! 

In  flannen  robes  the  cughing  ghoft  does  walk, 

And    his    moiith    moates    like  cleaner  breech  o| 

hawk, 
Corruption,  fpringing  from  his  canker \'  breaft^ 
Furs  up  the  chaiir.tl,  and  diftuirbs  his  rtft. 
With  head  propt  u}.  the  bolfter'd  engine  liesj 
If  pillow  flip  afiJe,  the  monarch  dies* 


S  ij 
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A     layman's     faith. 


AN     EPISTLE. 


THE     PREFACE. 


A  roEM  with  fo  bold  a  title,  and  a  name  pre- 
£xed  fn.m  which  the  handling  of.fo  fcrious  a  fub- 
\t&.  would  not  be  expe«5led,  may  reafonably  oblige 
the  author  to  fay  fomewhat  in  defence,  both  of 
himfelf  and  of  his  undertaking.  In  the  firft  place, 
if  it  be  objudtcd  to  me,  that,  being  3  layman,  1 
ought  not  to  have  concerned  myfclf  with  Ipecula- 
tions,  which  belong  to  the  profcffion  of  divinity  ; 
I  could  anfwer,  that  perhaps  laymen,  with  equal 
advantages  of  parts  and  knowledge,  are  not  the 
moll  incompetent  judges  of  facred  things  ;  but,  in 
the  due  fcnfc  of  my  own  wcahnefs  and  want  of 
learning,  I  plead  not  this  :  I  pretend  not  to  nial^e 
myfclf  a  judge  of  faith  in  others,  but  only  to  make 
a  confcfTion  of  my  own.  I  lay  no  uuliallowcd 
hand  upon  the  ark,  but  wait  on  it  with  the  teve- 
rcncc  that  becomes  me  at  at  a  diftance.  In  the 
next  place  I  will  ingenioufly  confefs,  that  the  helps 
1  have  ufed  in  this  fmall  treatife,  were  many  of 
them  taken  from  the  works  of  our  own  reverend 
divines  of  the  church  of  England ;  fo  that  the 
weapons  with  which  I  combat  irrcligion,  are  al- 
ready confccratcd  ;  though  I  fuppofe  they  may  be 
taken  down  as  lawfully  as  the  fword  of  Goliah 
srai  by  David,  when  they  are  to  be  employed  for  ^ 


the  common  caufe  againfl  the  enemies  of  piety. 
I  intend  not  by  this  to  intitle  them  to  any  of  my 
errors,  which  yet  I  hope  are  only  thofe  of  charity 
to  mankind ;  and  fuch  as  my  own  charity 
has  caufed  me  to  commit,  that  of  others  may  more 
eaiily  excufe.  Being  naturally  inclined  to  fcepti- 
cifm  in  philofophy,  I  have  no  reafon  to  impofe  my 
opinions  in  a  fubjc(fl  which  is  above  it ;  but, 
whatever  they  are,  I  fubmit  them  with  all  reve- 
rence to  my  mother  church,  accounting  them  no 
further  mine,  than  as  they  are  authurifcd,  or  at 
lead  uncondemncd,  by  her.  .And,  indeed,  to  fe- 
cure  myfelf  on  this  fide,  I  have  ufed  the  ncceffary 
precaution  of  flicwing  this  paper  before  it  was 
puhlifhed  to  a  judicious  and  learned  friend,  a  man 
indcfatigably  zealous  in  the  fervice  of  the  churchj 
and  ftate ;  and  whofe  writings  have  highly  dc- 
fcrved  of  both.  He  was  plc.iied  to  approve  thel 
body  of  the  difcourfe,  and  I  hope  he  is  more  myl 
friend  than  to  do  it  out  of  complaifance  :  it  is  trufl 
he  had  too  good  a  taftc  to  hkc  it  all ;  and 
mongft  fome  other  faults  recommended  to  mjl 
fecond  view,  what  I  have  written  perhaps  tofl 
boldly  on  ^St  Athnnalius,  which  he  advifed 
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wholly  to  omit,  I  am  fenfible  enough  that  I  had 
done  more  prudently  to  have  followed  his  opi- 
nion :  but  then  I  could  not  have  fatisfied  myfclf 
that  I  had  done  honeftly  not  to  have  written  what 
was  my  own.  It  has  always  been  my  thought, 
that  heathens  who  never  did,  nor  without  miracle 
could,  hear  of  the  name  of  Chrift,  were  yet  in  a 
polTibility  of  falvation.  Neither  will  it  enter  eafi- 
ly  into  my  belief,  that  before  the  comiiig  of  our 
Saviour,  the  whole  world,  exceptingonly  thejewifli 
nation,  fhould  lie  under  the  mevitable  necellity  of 
cverlafting  punifhnlent,  for  want  of  that  revelation 
which  was  confined  to  fo  fmall  a  fpot  of  ground 
as  that  of  Paleftine.  Among  the  fons  of  Noah 
we  read  of  one  only  who  was  accurfed  ;  and  if 
a  blefling  in  the  ripenefs  of  time  was  referved  for 
Japhet  (of  whofe  progeny  we  are),  it  fecms  un- 
accountable to  me,  why  fo  many  generations  of  the 
fame  offspring,  as  preceded  our  Saviour  in  theflefh, 
fhould  be  all  involved  in  one  common  condemna- 
tion, and  yet  that  their  pofterity  ihoukl  be  entitled  to 
the  hopes  of  falvation  :  as  if  a  bill  of  extlufion  had 
paffed  only  on  the  fathers,  which  debarred  not  the 
fons  from  their  fucceihon.  Or  that  fo  many  ages 
had  been  delirered  over  to  hell,  and  fo  many  re- 
ferved for  heaven,  and  that  the  devil  had  the  firft 
choice,  and  God  the  next.  Truly  I  am  apt  to 
think,  that  the  revealed  religion  v/hich  was  caught 
by  Noah  to  all  his  fons,  might  continue  for  fome 
ages  ,in  the  whole  pofterity.  That  afterwards  it 
was  included  wholly  in  the  family  of  Sem,is  mani- 
fell ;  but  when  the  progenies  of  Cham  and  Ja- 
phet fwarmed  into  colonies,  and  thofe  colonies, 
were  fubdivided  into  many  others  :  in  procefs  of 
time  their  defcendants  loft  by  little  and  little  the 
primitive  and  purer  rites  of  divine  worlhip,  r*' 
taining  only  the  notion  of  one  deity  ;  to  v/hich 
fucceeding  generations  added  others :  for  men  took 
their  degrees  in  thofe  ages  from  conquerors  to 
gods  Revelation  being  thus  eclipfedto  almofl  all 
mankind,  the  light  of  nature  as  the  next  in  digni- 
ty was  fubftituted ;  and  that  is  it  which  St.  Paul 
concludes  to  be  the  rule  of  the  heathens,  and  by 
which  they  are  hereafter  to  be  judged.  If  my 
fuppcfnion  be  true,  then  the  c>infequence  which 
I  have  affumed  in  my  poem  may  be  alfo  true ; 
namely,  that  Deifm,  or  the  principles  of  natural 
worfhip,  are  only  the  faint  remnants  nr  dying 
flrimes  of  revealed  religion  in  the  pofterity  of 
Noah:  and  that  our  modern  philofophers,  nay 
and  fome  of  our  philofophifing  divines,  have  too 
much  exalted  the  faculties  of  our  fouls,  when  they 
have  maintained  that,  by  their  force,  mankind  has 
been  able  to  find  out  that  there  is  one  fupreme 
agent  or  intelleclual  being,  which  we  call  God  : 
that  praife  and  prayer  are  his  due  worfliip ;  and 
the  reft  of  thofe  deducements,  which  I  am  confi- 
dent are  the  remote  effects  of  revelation,  and  un- 
attainable by  our  difcourfe,  I  mean  as  fimply  con- 
fidered,  and  without  the  benefit  of  divine  illumi- 
. nation.  So  that  we  have  not  lifted  up  ourfelves 
,  to  God,  by  the  weak  pinions  of  our  realon,  but  he 
has  been  plcafed  to  defcend  to  us  ;  and  what  So- 
crates faid  uf  him,  what  Plato  writ,  and  the  reft 
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of  the  heathen  philofophers  of  feveral  nations,  is 
all  no  more  than  the  twilight  of  revelation,  after 
the  fun  of  it  was  fet  in  the  race  of  Noah.  That 
there  is  fomething  above  U5,  fome  principle  of 
motion,  our  reafon  can  apprehend,  though  it  can- 
,not  dii'cover  what  it  is  by  its  own  virtue.  And 
indeed  it  is  very  improbable,  that  we,  who  by  the 
ftrength  of  our  facukies  cannot  enter  into  the 
knowledge  of  any  being,  not  fo  much  as  of  ouc 
own,  fhould  be  able  to  find  out  by  them,  that  fu- 
preme nature,  which  we  cannot  otherwife  define 
than  by  faying  it  is  infinite;  as  if  infinite  were 
definable,  or  infinity  a  fubje(5t  for  our  narrow  un- 
derftanding.  They  who  would  prove  religion 
by  reafon,  do  but  weaken  the  caufe  which  they 
endeavour  to  fupport  :  it  is  to  take  away  the  pil- 
lars from  our  faith,  and  to  prop  it  only  with  a 
twig  ;  it  is  to  defign  a  tower  like  that  of  Babel, 
which  if  it  were  pofTible,  as  it  is  not,  to  reach 
heaven,  would  come  to  nothing  by  the  confufion 
of  the  workmen.  For  every  man  is  building  a 
feveral  way;  impotentiy  conceited  of  his  own 
model  and  his  own  materials:  reafon  is  always 
ftriving,  and  aUvays  at  a  lof?;  and  of  necelTity  it 
muft  fo  come  to  pafs,  while  it  is  exercifcd  about 
that  which  is  n(<t  its  proper  objeift.  Let  us  be 
content  at  laft  to  know  God  by  his  own  methods; 
at  leaft,  fo  much  of  liim  as  he  is  pleafcd  to  reveal 
to  us  in  the  lacred  fcrij.turej :  to  apprehend  them 
to  be  the  word  of  God,  i;-,  all  our  reafon  has  to  do; 
for  all  beyond  it  is  the  work  of  faith,  v.hich  is  the 
feal  of  heaven  impreffcd  upon  our  human  undcr- 
fianding. 

And  now  for  what  concerns  the  holy  bifhop 
Alhauafius,  the  preface  of  whofe  creed  fecms  in- 
confiftent  with  my  opinion  ;  v\'hlch  is,  that  hea- 
thens may  podibly  be  faved  :  in  the  fnft  place  I 
defire  it  may  be  confidered  that  it  is  the  preface 
only,  not  the  creed  itfelf,  which,  till  I  am  bettex 
informed,  is  of  too  hard  a  digeftion  for  my  charity, 
it  is  not  that  I  am  ignorant  how  many  feveral 
texts  of  fcripture  feemingly  fupport  that  caufe  ; 
but  neither  am  I  ignorant  how  all  thofe  texts  may 
receive  a  kinder  and  more  mollified  interpretation. 
Every  man  who  is  read  in  cluirch  hiliory,  knows 
that  belief  was  drawn  up  after  a  long  conteftatioa 
with  Arius,  concerning  the  divinity  of  our  bltffcd 
Saviour,  and  his  being  one  fubftance  with  the  fa- 
ther; and  that  thus  compiled,  it  was  fent  abroad 
among  the  chriftian  cb.urchcs,  as  akindofteft, 
which  whofoever  took  was  looked  upon  as  an  or- 
thodo:{  believer.  It  is  manifeft  from  hence,  that: 
the  heathen  part  of  the  empire  was  not  concerned 
in  It;  for  its  bufinefs  was  not  to  diftinguiih  be- 
twixt Pagans  and  Chriftian?,  but  bctwisu  Here- 
tics and  true  Believers.  This,  Vt'eli  confidered, 
takes  off  the  heavy  weight  of  cenfure,  which  I 
would  willingly  avoid  from  fo  venerable  a  man  ; 
for  if  this  projjofition,  *  whofoever  will  be  faved/ 
be  reftrained  only  to  thofe  to  whom  it  was  in- 
tended, and  for  whom  it  was  compofed,  I  mean 
the  Chriilians  ;  then  the  anathema  reaches  not  the 
Heathens,  who  had  never  heard  of  Cririft,  and  wers 
nothing  inttrelled  in  tliat  difpute.     After  all,  I  ani 
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'  .r  from  blaming  even  that  prefatory  addition  to 
•^he  creed,  and  as  far  from  cav''^  ig  at  the  coniinu- 
atlon  c{  it  in  the  hturgy  of  the  church,  where  on 
the  days  appuipted  it  is  publicly  read  :  for  I  fup- 
pofe  th.ere  is  the  fame  reafon  for  it  now,  in  oppo- 
~  lirion  to  the  S"c|ni3ns.  a^  there  v.'as  then  againft 
t!»e  Arians;  the  one  heinjjr  a  Herefy,  which  feems 
fo  Jiave  i'een  relined  one  i)f  the  other;  and  with 
how  much  more  plauilbUity  of  reafon  it  combats 
€jur  rehglon,  with  to  much  niore  cautjon  it  ought 
to  he  avoided  ;  therefore  the  prudence  of  <  ur 
church  is  to  he  •  omniended,  which  has  iuter))ofed 
her  authority  for  the  recommei)(l;'.tinn  of  this 
creed-  Ye:  to  fueh  as  are  gtouu  ed  in  the  true 
t'lief,  thofe  explanatory  creeds,  the  Nicenc  and 
this  of  Athr.nafii-.s,  might  perhapb  be  fpared  ;  for 
V'liat  i'  fiipernatural,  will  always  be  a  myllcry  in 
fj  ight  of  tiLpifition;  and  for  my  own  part,  the 
plain  apoftles  creed  is  mnft  fuitahle  to  my  weak 
Vnder(l;tiK';iiig,  as  t}ie  iimpleft  diet  is  the  moil  eafy 
of  rii^'elriott. 

I  have  dwelt  longer  on  this  fiibjedt  than  I  in- 
tended, and  longer  than  perhaps  I  oueht ;  for 
having  !;ii(l  down,  as  niy  four.datinn,  tliat  the 
fcripture  is  a  rule;  that  ih  all  things  needful  to 
falvation  it  Is  clear,  fufficient,  and  ordained  by  God 
Almighty  fiT  that  purpofe,  1  have  left  myfelf 
no  right  to  interpret  obfci\re  places,  fuch  as  con- 
cern •hepofiibility  of  eternal  happincfs  to  heathens: 
■bccaufe  whatfoever  is  oblcure  is  concluded  not 
jieceffary  to  be  known. 

But,  by  afferting  the  fcripture  to  be  the  canon 
pf  our  faith,  I  have  unavoidably  created  to  myfelf 
two  forts  of  enemies:  the  papifis  indeed,  more 
'dire(5lly,bccaufe  they  have  kept  the  fcripture  from 
Vs  what  they  coidd;  and  have  rel'ervcd  to  them- 
felves  a  right  of  interpreting  what  they  have  de- 
livered under  the  pretence  of  infallihihty  :  and 
llie  fanatics  move  collaterally,  becaid'e  they  have 
afi'umed  whqt  amounts  to  an  infV.llibih'ty,  in  the 
'private  fi-'irit  ;  and  have  detorted  thofe  texts  pf 
fcripture  wliich  are  not  nectffary  to  falvation,  to 
jhe  damnable  ufes  of  fcdition,  difturbance  and 
iieftrui^ion  of  the  civil  government.  To  begin 
with  the  papiOr.,  and  to  Ipcak  freely,  I  think  them 
the  le!s  dangerous,  at  leaf!  in  aipeatance,  to  our 
J^'-elent  ftate;  far  not  only  the  penal  laws  are  in 
Jorct  againll  them,  and  their  number  is  contenipti- 
p'e ;  but  .■•lib  their  peers  and  conimons  ate  excluded 
from  parliament,  and  confec;ucntfy  ihcfe  laws  in 
tio  probabiliiy.f  being  repealed.  A  general  and 
tinintcnnpted  plot  ot  their  clergy,  ever  fii.ce  the 
RcforniHiion,  I  I'uppofe  all  protellaiits  believe;  for 
ii  i"  not  rcafoiia' le  to  thir.k  hut  that  fo  many  of 
their  orders,  ni  wers  oi:tcd  from  their  fat  pollef- 
fh'us,  Would  endeavour  a'rc^-cntcrance  againft  thofe 
•viliom  rlicy  account  heretics.  As  for  ij-.e  late  de- 
fign,  Mr.  Colemaii'slctters,  for  aught  I  know,  are 
the  btlL  evidmce;  and  what  thtv  difvoVer.  with- 
innt  wire-drawing 'heh- feiife'.tir  malicjcusgloiTts,  all 
turn  of  reafon  cutK-ludc  credible.  If  therebe  any  thing 
inorc  than  this  required  (pf  nit,  I  iinift  belie  vc  it  as 
^vell  aS  I  am  able,  in  fpight  of  tlie  wittufles,  and 
tut  uf  A  decent  ceijforir.iij  to  ih"  voics  i.f  ,  ;.iiia- 
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ment ;  for  I  fuppofe  the  fanatics  will  not  allow  the 
private  fpirit  in  this  cafe.  Here  the  infallibility  is 
at  leaft  in  one  part  of  the  government ;  and  ouf 
underllandings  as  well  as  our  wills  are  rcprefented. 
But  to  return  to  the  Ri>man  Catholics,  how  can 
we  be  fecure  from  the  pradlice  of  jefnited  papifts 
in  that  religion .'  For  not  two  or  three  of  that 
order,  as  fome  of  them  would  impofe  upon  us,  but 
aimoft  the  whole  body  of  them  are  of  opinion, 
that  their  infallible  mailer  has  a  right  over  Icings, 
not  only  in  fpiritualsbut  tcmpoials.  Not  to  name 
Mariana,  Bellarminp,  Emanuel  Sa,  Molina,  San- 
tare,  Simancha,  and  at  leaft  twenty  others  of  fo- 
reign countries;  we  can  produce  of  our  own  na- 
tion, Campian,  and  Dojeman  or  Parlons,  befides 
many  are  named  whom  I  have  not  read,  who  all 
of  them  atteft  thi"  doflrine,  that  the  pope  can  de- 
pofe  and  give  a\v'ay  the  right  of  any  fovereign 
prince,  "  fi  vel  paulum  defltxeret,"  if  he  fhall 
never  fo  little  waip:  but  if  he  oiice  comes  to  be 
excommunicated,  then  the  bond  of  obedience  is 
taken  off  from  fubjeds ;  and  they  may  and 
ought  to  drive  him  like  another  Nehuchadnezzar, 
"  ex  hominiim  ChrilHanorum  dominatu,"  from 
exercifing  dominion  over  Chnftians;  and  to  this 
they  are  bound  by  virtue  of  divine  precept,  and  by 
all  the  ties  of  conlcience,  under  no  lefs  penahy 
than  damnation.  If  they  anfvvcr  me,  as  a  learned 
pried  has  lately  written,  that  thif  doflrine  of  the 
Jefuits  is  not  "  de  fide;"  and  that  confequently 
tiiey  are  not  obliged  by  it ;  they  mud  pardon  me, 
if  1  think  they  have  faid  nothing  tp  the  purpofe; 
for  it  is  a  maxim  in  their  church,  W'here  points  of 
faith  are  not  decided,  and  that  dodlors  are  of  con- 
trary opinions,  they  may  follow  which  part  they 
pleafe ;  but  more  fafely  the  moft  received  and 
authorized.  And  their  champion  Bellannine  has 
told  the  world,  in  his  apology,  that  the  king  of 
England  is  a  vafl'al  to  the  pope,  "  ratione  dircdli 
"  Domini,"  and  that  he  holds  in  viljanage  of  his 
Roman  landlord.  Which  is  no  nevi-  claim  put  in 
lor  England.  Our  chronicles  are  his  authentic 
wjtncffes,  that  king  John  was  depofed  by  the  fame 
plea,  and  Philip  Auguftus  admitted  tenant.  And 
which  makes  the  more  for  BcUarmine,  the  French 
king  was  again  ejcded  when  our  king  fuhmitted 
to  the  ihiircb,  and  the  crown  was  received  undcf 
the  fordid  condition  of  a  v.iffalage. 

It  is  not  fufliciept  for  the  more  m(  derate  and 
well-meaning  pnpifls,  of  which  I  doubt  not  there 
are  many,  to  produce  the  evidences  ot  their  loyalty 
to  the  late  knig,  and  to  declare  their  innoccncy 
in  this  plot :  1  will  grant  their  behaviour  in  the 
hrft,  to  have  been  as  loyal  and  as  brave  as  they 
delire  ;  and  will  be  willing  to  hold  them  excufcJi 
as  to  the  fccnnd,  I  mean  when  it  conies  to  my 
turn,  and  after  my  bettcis;  for  it  is  a  madnels 
to  be  lobcr  alone,  while  the  nati<.n  continues 
drunk  :  but  that  faying  of  their  father  Cref.  is 
riill  running  in  my  head,  that  they  may  be  dif- 
pcnhd  with  in  their  obedience  to  an  heretic 
prince,  while  the  neccllity  of  the  times  fliall oblige 
them  to  it  :  for  that,  »•;  ar.oiherof  tliem  tells  u), 
is  only  the  eJleil  of  chrifiian  I'j-udcnce;  but  \vhc\| 
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•Kce  they  fliall  get  power  to  fliake  him  off,  an 
heretic  is  no  lawful  king,  and  confequently  to  rife 
againfl  him  is  no  rebellion.  I  fhould  he  glad, 
therefore,  that  they  would  follow  the  advice  which 
was  charitably  given  them  by  a  reverend  prelate 
of  our  church ;  namely,  that  they  would  join 
in  a  public  adl  of  difowning  and  detefting  thofe 
Jefuitic  principles ;  and  fubfcribe  to  all  doiflrines 
which  deny  the  pope's  authority  of  depofing  Idngs, 
and  releafing  fubjedis  from  their  oath  of  allegi- 
ance :  to  which  I  fliould  think  they  might  eafily 
be  induced,  if  it  be  true  that  this  prefent  pope  has 
condemned  the  dodtrine  of  king-kiliing,  a  thefis 
of  the  Jfcfuits  maintained,  amongft  others,  "  ex 
cathedra,"  as  they  call  it,  or  in  open  confiftory. 

Leaving  them  therefore  in  fo  fair  a  way,  if 
they  pleafe  themfelves,  of  fatisfying  all  reafonable 
men  of  their  linccrity  and  good  meaning  to  the 
government,  I  fhall  make  hold  to  confider  that 
ether  extreme  in  our  religion,  I  mean  the  fanatics, 
or  fchifmatics,  of  the  Englilh  church.  Since  the 
Bible  has  been  tranflated  into  our  tongue,  they 
have  ufed  it  fo,  as  if  their  bufinefs  was  not  to  be 
faved  hut  to  be  damned  by  its  contents.  If  we 
confider  only  them,  better  had  it  been  for  the 
Engiifh  nation,  that  it  had  ftill  remained  in  the 
original  Greek  and  Hebrew,  or  at  leaft  in  the 
honeft  Latin  of  St.  Jerome,  than  that  feveral  texts 
in  it  fliould  have  been  prevaricated  to  the  deflruc- 
ti'>n  of  that  government,  which  put  it  into  fo  un- 
grateful hands. 

How  many  herefies  the  firft  tranflation  of  Tin- 
dal  produced  in  few  years,  kt  my  lord  Herbert's 
hiftnry  of  Henry  the  Eighth  inform  you ;  info- 
much,  that  for  the  grofs  errors  in  it,  and  the  great 
mifchicfs  it  occafioned,  a  fentence  paffed  on  the 
firft  edition  of  the  Bible,  too  fliameful  almoft  to 
be  repeated.  After  the  (hort  reign  of  Edward 
the  Sixth,  who  had  continued  to  carry  on  the 
Reformation  on  other  principles  than  it  was  be- 
gun, every  one  knows  that  not  only  the  chief 
promoters  of  that  work,  Ivut  many  others,  whofe 
confciencts  would  not  difpenfe  with  popery,  were 
forced,  for  fear  of  perfecuticn,  to  change  climates : 
from  whence  returning  at  the  beginning  of  Queen 
Elizabeth's  reign,  m.any  of  them  who  had  been 
in  France,  and  at  Geneva,  brought  back  the  rigid 
opinions  and  imperious  difcipline  of  Calvin,  to 
graft  upon  our  reformation.  Which,  though  they 
cunningly  concealed  at  firll,  as  well  knowing 
how  riaui'eoufly  that  drug  would  go  down  in  a 
lawful  monarchy,  which  was  prefcribed  for  a  re- 
belliuus  common-wealth,  yet  they  always  kept  it 
in  referve  ;  and  were  never  wanting  to  thernfelves 
either  in  court  or  parliament,  when  either  they 
had  any  profpedt  of  a  numerous  party  of  fanatic 
inembers  of  the  one,  or  the  encouragement  of  any 
favourite  in  the  other,  whole  covetoufnefs  was 
gaping  at  the  patrimony  of  the  church.  They 
who  will  confult  the  works  of  our  venerable 
Hooker,  or  the  account  of  his  life,  or  more  parti- 
fularly  the  letter  written  to  him  on  this  fubject, 
by  George  Cranmer,  may  fee  by  what  gradations 
they  proceeded ;  fjrom  the  diflike  of  cap  and  fur- 


plice,  the  very  next  ftep  Was  admonitions  to  the 
parliament  againft  the  whole  government  eccle- 
fiaftical  :  then  came  out  volumes  in  Englifli  and 
Latin  in  defence  of  their  tenets  :  and  immediately 
pradlices  were  fet  on  foot  to  ereifl  their  difciplme 
without  authority.  Thofe  not  fucceeding,  fatire 
and  railing  was  the  next :  and  Martin  Mar-prr- 
late,  the  Marvel  of  thofe  times,  was  the  fitfl 
prefbyterian  fcribler,  who  fanclified  libels  and 
fcurrility  to  the  ufe  of  the  good  old  caufe.  Which 
was  done,  fays  my  author,  upon  this  account ; 
that  their  ferious  treatifes  having  been  fully  an-. 
fwered  and  refuted,  they  might  compafs  by  rail- 
ing what  they  had  iofl  by  reafoning ;  and,  when 
their  caufe  was  funk  in  court  and  parliament, 
they  might  at  leaft  hedge  in  a  ftake  amongft  th« 
rabble  :  for  to  their  ignorance  all  thingsr  are  wit 
which  are  abufive  ;  but  if  church  and  ftate  were 
made  the  theme,  then  the  dov'iloral  degree  of  wit 
was  to  be  taken  at  Billingfgate  ■  even  the  moft 
faintlike  of  the  party,  though  they  durft  not  ex- 
cufe  this  contempt  and  vilifying  of  the  govern- 
ment, yet  were  pleafed,  and  grinned  at  it  with  a 
pious  fmile  ;  and  called  it  a  judgment  of  God 
againft  the  hierarchy.  Thus  fcdaries,  we  may 
fee,  were  born  with  teeth,  foul-mouthed  and 
fcurrilous  from  their  infancy  :  and  if  fpiritual 
pride,  venom,  violence,  contempt  of  fuperiors, 
and  flander,  had  been  the  marks  of  orthodox  be- 
lief; the  prefbytery  and  the  reft  of  our  fchifmatics, 
which  are  their  fpawn,  were  always  the  moft 
vifible  church  in  the  chriftian  wfirld. 

It  is  true,  the  government  was  too  ftrong  at 
that  time  for  a  rebellion  ;  but  to  fhow  what  pro- 
ficiency they  had  made  in  Calvin's  fchoo],  even 
then  their  mouths  watered  at  it :  for  two  of  their 
gifted  brotherhood,  Hacket  and  Coppinger,  as 
the  ftory  tells  us,  got  up  into  a  peafecart  and 
harangued  the  people,  to  difpol'e  them  into  an 
infurredtion,  and  to  eftabhlh  their  difcipline  by 
force :  fo  that  however  it  comes  about,  that  now 
they  celebrate  Queen  Elizabeth's  birth-night,  as 
that  of  their  faint  and  patronefs ;  yet  then  they 
were  for  doing  the  work  of  the  Lord  by  arms 
againft  her  ;  and  in  all  probabihty  they  wanted 
but  a  fanatic  lord  mayor  and  two  flieiiffs  of  their 
party,  to  have  compaffed  it. 

Our  venerable  Hooker,  after  many  admonition* 
which  he  had  given  them,  towards  the  end  of  his 
preface,  breaks  out  into  this  prophetic  fpeech. 
"  There  is  in  every  one  of  thefe  confiderations 
"  moft  juft  caufe  to  fear,  left  our  haftinefs  to  em- 
"  brace  a  thing  of  fo  perilous  confequence  (mean- 
"  i«g  the  prefbyterian  difcipline)  flaould  caufe 
''  pofterity  to  feel  thofe  evils,  which  as  yet  arc 
"  more  eafy  for  us  to  prevent,  than  they  would 
"  be  for  them  to  remedy." 

How  fatally  this  Caffandra  has  foretold,  we 
know  too  well  by  fad  experience  :  the  feeds  were 
fown  in  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  the  bloody 
harveft  ripened  in  the  reign  of  King  Charles  the 
Martyr  :  and  becaufe  all  the  llieaves  cou'.d  noi 
be  carried  off  without  fliedding  fome  of  the  loofc 
grains,  another  crop  is  too  like  to  follow ;  nay,  ^ 
^  iiij 
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fear  it  is  unuvoidable  if  the  conventiclers  be  per- 
mitted ftill  to  fcatter. 

A  man  may  be  fufFered  to  quote  an  adverfary 
to  our  religion,  wben  he  fpeaks  truth  :  and  it  is 
the  obfervation  of  Maimbourg,  in  his  hiftory  of 
Calvinifm,  that  wherever  that  difciphne  was 
planted  and  embraced,  rebellion,  civil  war,  and 
mifery,  attended  it.  And  how  indeed  fhculd  it 
happen  otherwife  ?  Reformation  of  church  and 
ftate  has  always  been  the  ground  of  our  divifions 
in  England.  While  we  were  papifts,  our  holy 
father  rid  us,  by  pretending  authority  out  of  the 
fcriptures  to  depofe  prmces ;  when  we  fhook  off 
Jiis  authority,  the  fccflarie's  furnifhed  themfelves 
■with  the  fame  weapons ;  and  out  of  the  fame  ma- 
gazine, the  Bible :  fo  that  the  fcriptures,  which 
are  in  themfelves  the  greatefi  fecurity  of  govern- 
ors, as  commanding  exprefs  obedience  to  them, 
are  now  turned  to  their  deftrudlion  ;  and  never, 
iince  the  Reformation,  has  there  wanted  a  text 
of  their  interpreting  to  authorize  a  rebel.  And  it 
3S  to  be  noted  by  the  way,  that  the  doilrines  of 
Icing-killing  and  depiXing,  which  have  been  taken 
•up  only  by  the  worft  party  of  the  papifts,  the  mod 
frontlefs  flatterers  of  the  pope's  authority,  have 
fcecn  efpoufed,  defended,  and  are  flill  maintained 
ly  the  whole  body  of  non-conformifls  and  re- 
publicans. It  is  but  dubbing  themfelves  the 
people  of  God,  which  it  is  the  intcreft  of  their 
preachers  to  tell  them  they  are,  and  their  own 
interefl  to  believe  ;  and  after  that,  they  cannot  dip 
into  the  Bible,  but  one  text  or  another  will  turn 
Tip  for  their  purpofe  :  if  they  are  under  perfecu- 
tion,  as  they  call  it,  then  that  is  a  mark  of  their 
eledlion  ;  if  they  flourifh,  then  God  works  mirr.clcs 
for  their  deliverance,  and  the  faints  are  to  poflels 
the  earth. 

They  may  think  themfelves  to  be  too  roughly 


handled  in  this  paper  ;  but  I,  who  know  heft  herir, 
far  I  could  have  gone  on  this  fiibjcft,  muft  be  bold 
to  tell  them  they  are  fpared  :  though  at  the  fame 
time  I  am  not  ignorant  that  they  interpret  the 
mildnefs  of  a  writer  to  them,  as  they  do  the  mercy 
of  the  government  ;  in  the  one  they  think  it  fear, 
and  conclude  it  weaknefs  in  the  other.  The  beft 
way forthem  to  confute  me  if,as  I  before  advifed  the 
Papifts,  to  difclaim  their  principles  and  renounce 
their  pradtices.  We  ftiall  all  be  glad  to  think 
them  true  Englifhnien  when  they  obey  the  king, 
and  true  Proteflants  when  they  conform  to  the 
church-difcipline. 

It  remains  that  I  acquaint  the  reader,  that  thefe 
verfes  were  written  for  an  ingenious  young  gentle- 
man my  friend,  upon  his  tranflation  of  the  critical 
hiflory  of  the  Old  Teflamcnt,  compcfed  by  the 
learned  father  Simon ;  the  verfes  therefore  are 
addrelTed  to  the  tranflator  of  that  work,  and  the 
flyle  of  them  is,  what  it  ought  to  be,  epiftolary. 

If  any  one  be  fo  lamentable  a  critic  as  to  re- 
quire the  fmoothnefs,  the  numbers,  and  the  turn 
of  heroic  poetry  in  this  poem  ;  I  muft  tell  him, 
that  if  he  has  not  read  Horace,  I  have  ftudied 
him,  and  hope  the  ftyle  of  his  cpillles  is  not  ill 
imitated  here.  The  exprefTions  cf  a  poem  de- 
figned  purely  for  inftrudlion,  ought  to  be  plair» 
and  natural,  and  yet  niajeftic  :  for  here  the  poet 
is  prefumed  to  be  a  kind  of  lawgiver  ;  and  thofe 
three  qualities  which  I  have  named,  are  proper 
to  the  legiflative  flyle.  The  florid,  elevated,  and 
figurative  way  is  for  the  pafTions ;  for  love  and 
hatred,  fear  and  anger,  are  begotten  in  the  fon!^ 
by  Ihevving  their  objedls  out  of  their  true  propor- 
ticn,  either  greater  than  the  life,  or  lels :  but  ir- 
ftrudlion  is  to  he  given  by  fliewing  them  what 
they  naturally  are.  A  man  is  to  be  chcate*^  iQta 
paiBon,  but  to  be  reafoned  into  truth. 
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Dim  as  the  borrow'd  beams  of  moon  and  flars 

To  lonely,  weary,  wandering  travellers, 

Is  reafon  to  the  foul  :   and  as  on  high, 

Thofe  rolling  fires  difcover  but  the  ficy. 

Not  light  us  here ;  fo  reafon's  glimmering  ray 

Was  lent,  not  to  affure  o<ir  doubtful  way, 

But  guide  us  upward  to  a  better  day. 

And  as  thofe  rightly  tapers  difappear 

When  day's  bright  lord  afcends  our  hemifphere  ; 

So  pale  grows  reafon  at  religion's  fight ; 

So  dies,  and  fo  difiblves  in  fiipernatural  light,  [led 

Some  few,  v.'hofe  lamp  fhone  brighter,  have  been 

From  caufe  to  caufe,  to  nature's  fecret  head  ; 

And  found  that  one  firfl  principle  muft  be  : 

But  what,  or  who,  that  univerfal  He  ; 

Whether  fome  foul  incompaffing  this  ball 

Unmade,  unmov'd  ;  yet  making,  moving  all ; 

Or  various  atoms,  interfering  dance, 

Leap'd  into  form,  the  noble  work  of  chance  ; 

Or  this  great  all  was  from  eternity; 

Not  ev'n  the  Stagirite  himfelf  could  fee  ; 

And  Epicurus  guefs'd  as  well  as  he  : 

As  blindly  grop'd  they  for  a  future  ftate ; 

As  raflily  judg'd  of  providence  and  fate  : 

But  leafl  of  all  could  their  endeavours  find 

What  mofl  concern'd  the  good  of  human  kind 

For  happinefs  was  never  to  be  found  ; 

But.vanifh'd  from  them  like  enchanted  ground 

One  thought  concent  the  good  to  be  enjoy'd  : 

This  every  little  accident  deflroy'd  ; 


Ifteepi'J) 
>  deep ;  > 
eep.      J 


The  wifer  madmen  did  for  virtue  toil ; 
A  thorny,  or  at  bcfl  a  barren  foil : 
In  pleafure  fome  their  glutton  fouls  would  fteepj' 
But  found  their  line  too  fhort,  the  well  too  ( 
And  leaky  veffels  which  no  blifs  could  kee 
Thus  anxious  thoughts  in  endlefs  circles  roll. 
Without  a  centre  where  to  fix  the  foul : 
In  this  wild  maze  their  vain  endeavours  end  : 
How  can  the  lefs  the  greater  comprehend  ? 
Or  finite  reafon  reach  Infinity  ? 
For  what  could  fathom  God  were  more  than  He, 
The  Deifl  thinks  he  (lands  on  firmer  ground  ; 
Cries  iupfjxa,  the  mighty  fecret's  found  : 
God  is  that  fpring  of  good ;  fupreme,  and  beft  ; 
We  made  to  ferve,  and  in  that  fervice  bleft, 
if  fo,  fome  rules  of  worflilp  mufl  be  given, 
Diftributed  alike  to  all  by  heaven  : 
Elfe  Gcd  were  partial,  and  to  fome  deny'd 
The  means  his  juflice  fhould  for  all  provide. 
This  general  worfhip  is  to  praifc  and  pray  :    ' 
One  part  to  borrow  bleffings,  one  to  pay  : 
And  when  frail  nature  Hides  into  offence. 
The  facrifice  for  crimes  is  penitence. 
Yet,  fince  the  effecSs  of  providence,  we  find. 
Are  varioufly  difpens'd  to  human  kind; 
That  vice  triumphs,  and  virtue  fuffers  here, 
A  brand  that  fovereign  juftice  cannot  bear; 
Our  reafon  prompts  us  to  a  future  flate  : 
The  laft  appeal  from  fortune  and  from  fats  : 
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Where  God's  all-righteous  ways  will  be  declar'd  ; 
The  bad  meet  punifhmeiit,  the  good  reward. 

Thus   man    by   his   own    flrength    to   heaven 
would  foar  : 
And  would  not  be  oblig'd  to  God  for  more. 
Vain  wretched  creature,  how  art  thou  mifled 
To  think  thy  wit  thefe  god-like  notions  bred  I 
T-hefe  truths  are  not  the  produd  of  thy  mind, 
But  dropt  from  heaven,  and  of  a  nobler  kind. 
Reveal'd  rell-i;ion  firft  inform'd  thy  fight, 
And  reafon  lav/  not  till  faith  fjirinig  the  light. 
Hence  all  thy  natural  worfhip  takes  the  fource  : 
'Tis  revelation  what  thou  tliink'ft  dii'courfe. 
ElCe  how  com'fl  thou  to  fee  thefe  truths  fo  clear, 
Which  fo  obfcure  to  heathens  did  appear  ? 
Not  Plato  thefe,  nor  Ariftutle  found: 
Nor  he  whofe  wifdom  oracles  renown'd. 
Haft  thou  a  wit  fo  deep,  or  fi>  fubliaie. 
Or  canft  thou  lower  dive,  or  higher  climb  ? 
Canft  thou  by  reafon  more  of  godhead  know 
Than  Plutarch,  Seneca,  or  Cicero  ? 
Thofe  giant  wits  in  happier  ages  born, 
When  arms  and  arts  did  Greece  and  Rome  adorn, 
Knew  no  fuch  fyftem  :  no  I'uch  piles  could  raife 
Of  natural  worfliip,  built  on  prayer  and  praife 
To  one  fole  God. 

Nor  did  remcrfe  to  expiate  fin  prefcribe : 
But  flew  their  fellow-creatures  for  a  bribe  : 
The  guiltlefs  vitSlim  groan'd  for  their  offence; 
And  cruelty  and  blood  was  penitence. 
If  Iheep  and  oxen  could  atone  lor  men. 
Ah  1  at  how  cheap  a  rate  the  rich  might  fin  ! 
And  great  oppreffors  might  heaven's  wrath  be- 
guile, 
By  offering  his  own  creatures  for  a  fpoil ! 

Dar'ft  thou,  poor  worm,  offend  Infinity  ? 
And  muft  the  terms  of  peace  be  given  by  thee  ? 
Then  thou  art  Juftice  in  the  laft  appeal ; 
Thy  eafy  God  mllnuSs  thee  to  rebel  : 
And,  like  a  king  remote  and  weak,  muft  take 
What  fatisladlion  thou  art  pleas'd  to  make. 

But  if  there  be  a  power  too  juft  and  ftrong, 
To  wink  at  crimes,  and  bear  unpunifli'd  wrong; 
Look  humbly  upward,  fee  his  will  difclofe 
The  forfeit  firft,  and  then  the  fine  impofe  : 
A  mulct  thy  poverty  could  never  pay, 
Had  not  eicrnul  wildom  found  the  way  : 
And  with  celtiHal  wcahh  fupply'd  thy  ftore  : 
His  juflice  makes  the  fine,  his  mercy  quits  the 

fcorc. 
See  God  dtfcending  in  thy  human  frame  ; 
Th'  offended  fuffering  in  th'  offender's  name  : 
Ail  thy  mifdccds  to  him  imputed  fee, 
And  all  his  rightcoufnefs  dtvolv'd  on  thee,  [fence 

For,  granting  we  have  finn'd,  and  that  tli'of- 
Of  man  is  made  againfl  OmniiHitcncc, 
Borne  price  that  bears  i  roportion  muft  be  paid  ; 
And  infinite  with  infinite  be  weigh'd. 
See  then  the  Deift  h>ft  •  rcmorfc  for  vice, 
Not  paid  ;  or,  paid,  inadequate  in  price  : 
What  farther' means  can  reafon  now  direi>, 
Or  wliat  relief  from  human  wit  expedl  ? 
'J'hat  fiiews  us  fick ;  and  fadly  are  we  hire 
IStill  to  be  fick,  till  heaven  reveal  the  cuic  : 


If  then  heaven's  will  muft  needs  be  underflood, 
Which  muft,  if  we  want  cure,  and  heaven  be  good» 
Let  all  records  of  will  reveal'd  be  fhown  ;  ") 

With  fcriptuie  all  in  equal  balance  thrown,  v 

And  our  one  facred  book  will  be  that  one.  j 

Pf  oof  needs  not  here  ;  for  whether  we  compare 
That  impious,  idle,  fuperftitious  ware 
Of  rites,  luftrations,  offerings,  which  before. 
In  various  ages,  various  countries  bore. 
Which  chriftian  faith  and  virtues,  we  fiiall  find 
None  anfwering  the  great  ends  of  human  kind 
But  this  one  rule  of  life,  that  Ihews  us  beft 
How  God  may  be  appeas'd,  and  mortals  bleft. 
Whether  from  length  of  time  its  worth  we  draw. 
The  word  is  fcarce  more  ancisnt  than  the  law  : 
Heaven's  early  care  prefcrib'd  for  every  age; 
firft,  in  the  foul,  and  after,  in  the  page. 
Or,  whether  more  abftracSedly  we  look, 
Or  on  the  writers,  or  the  written  book,  [arts. 

Whence,  but  from  heaven,  could  men  unlkill'd  ia 
111  feveral  ages  born,  in  feveral  parts, 
Weave  fuch  agreeing  truths  ?  or  how,  or  why, 
Should  all  confpire  to  cheat  us  with  a  lye  ? 
Unafk'd  their  pains,  ungrateful  their  advice. 
Starving  their  gain,  and  martyrdom  their  price. 

If  on  the  book  itfelf  we  caft  our  view. 
Concurrent  heathens  prove  the  ftoiy  true  : 
The  dodtrinc,  miracles ;  which  muft  convince. 
For  heaven  in  them  appeals  to  human  fcnfe  : 
And  though  they  prove  not,   they  confirm  the 

caufe. 
When  what  is  taught  agrees  with  nature's  laws. 

Then  for  the  ftile,  majeftic  and  divine. 
It  fpeaks  no  lefs  than  God  in  every  line  : 
Commanding  words;  whofe  force  is  ftill  the  fame 
As  the  firft  fiat  that  produc'd  our  frame. 
All  faiths  befide,  or  did  by  arms  afcend  ; 
Or  fenfe  indulg'd  has  made  mankind  their  friend  : 
This  only  doClrine  does  our  lufts  oppofe  : 
Unftd  by  nature's  foil,  in  which  it  grows ; 
Crofs  to  our  interefts,  curbing  fenfe  and  fin  ; 
Opprefs'd  without,  and  undeimin'd  within. 
It  thrives  through  pain  ;  it's  own  tormentors  tires; 
And  with  a  ftubborn  patience  ftill  afpires. 
To  what  can  reafon  fuch  effeiils  afi'ign 
Tranlcciiding  nature,  but  to  laws  divine  ; 
Which  in  that  facred  volume  are  contain'd; 
Sufficient,  clear,  and  for  that  ul'e  ordain'd  i 

But  flay  :  the  deift  here  will  urge  anew. 
No  fupernatural  worfhip  can  be  true  ; 
Becaule  a  general  law  is  that  alone 
Which  muft  to  all,  and  every  where,  be  known  : 
A  flile  fo  large  as  not  this  boi  k  can  claim, 
Nor  ought  that  bears  reveal'd  religion's  name 
Tis  faid  the  found  of  a  Mcfliah's  birth  ., 

Is  gout  through  all  the  habitable  earth  :  J 

But  ftill  that  text  muft  be  confin'd  aloix  J 

I'o  what  was  then  inhabited  and  known  : 
And  what  provifion  could  from  thence  accrue 
To  Indian  fouls,  and  worlds  difcovcr'd  new  i 
In  otiur  parts  it  helps  'h^f  ^g'^s  P^'^j         [brac'd. 
The  Icriptures  there  were  known,   and  were  erO' 
Till  fin  fpread  once  again  the  fhades  of  night  : 
What's  that  to  ihcfe,  wLo  atvcr  law  the  light  \ 
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of  all  obie(51ions  this  indeed  is  chief 
To  ftartle  reafon,  ftagger  frail  belief ; 
We  p;rant,  'tis  true,  that  heaven  from  human  fenfe 
Has  hid  the  fecret  paths  of  provideiice  : 
But  boundlcfs  wifdom,  boundiefs  mercy,  may 
Find  ev'n  for  thofe  bewilder'd  fouis,  a  way  : 
If  from  his  nature  foes  may  pity  claim,       .  [name. 
Much  more  may  flrangers  who   ne'er  heard  his 
And  though  no  name  be  for  falvation  known, 
But  that  of  his  eternal  Son's  alone  ; 
Who  knows  how  far  tranfcending  goodnefs  can 
Extend  the  merits  of  that  Son  to  man  ? 
Who  knows  what  reafons  may  his  mercy  lead ; 
Or  ignorance  invincible  may  plead  ? 
Nr)t  only  charity  bids  hope  the  heft, 
But  more  the  great  apoftie  has  exprell ; 
"  That  if  the  Gentiles,  whom  no  law  infpir'dj 
By  nature  did  what  was  by  law  requir'd  ; 
1  hey,  who  the  written  rule  had  never  known, 
Wc»-e  to  themfelves  both  rule  and  law  alone  : 
To  nature's  plain  indicftment  they  (hall  plead  ; 
And  by  their  confcience  be  condemn'd  or  freed." 
Mofl  righteous  doom  !  becaufe  a  rule  reveal'd 
Is  none  to  thole  from  whom  it  was  conceai'd. 
Then  thofe  who  follow 'd  reafon's  didlates  right ; 
Liy'd  up,  and  lif  ed  high  their  natural  light ; 
With  Socrates  may  fee  their  Maker's  face, 
While  thoufand  rubric  martyrs  want  a  place. 

Nor  does  it  baulk  my  charity,  to  find 
Th'  Egyptian  bifliop  of  another  mind  : 
For  though  his  crctd  eternal  truth  contains, 
*Tis  hard  for  man  to  doom  to  endlefs  pains 
All  who  believ'd  not  all  his  zeal  requir'd ; 
Unlefs  he  firfl  could  prove  he  was  inlpir'd. 
Then  let  ys  either  think  he  meant  to  fay 
This  faith,  where  publifli'd,  was  the  only  way; 
JDr  elfe  conclude  that,  Arius  to  confute. 
The  good  old  mac,  too  eager  in  difpute, 
Flew  high  ;  and  as  his  chrillian  (ury  rofe, 
panin'd  all  for  heretics  who  durft  oppole. 

Thus  far  my  charity  this  path  has  try'd ; 
A  much  iinflcilful,  but  well-meai.ing  guide  :  [bred 
Yet  what  they  are,  ev'n  thcfe  crude  thoughts  were 
By  reading  that  which  better  thou  hall  read. 
Thy  niatclikls  author's  work  :   which  thou,  my 

friend, 
T5y  well  tranflating  better  doft  commend  : 
Thofe  youthful  hours  which,  of  thy  equals  mofl 
In  toys  have  fquander'd,  or  in  vice  have  lofl, 
Thofe  hours  ball  thou  to  nobler  ufe  employ'd  ; 
V5.nd  the  fevere  delights  of  truth  enjoy'd. 
AlVitnefs  thjs  weighty  book,  in  which  appears 
The  crabbed  tojl  of  many  thoughtful  years, 
fcpent  by  my  author,  in  the  fifting  care 
Of  rabbins  old  fophifticated  ware 
From  gold  divine  ;  which  he  v\'ho  well  can  fort 
May  afterwards  make  algebra  ajport. 
A  treafure,  which  if  country  curates  buy, 
I'hey  Junius  and  Treniellius  may  dtfy  : 
Save  pains  in  various  readings,  and  tranflations  ; 
And  without  Hebrew  make  moll  iearn'd  quota- 
tions. 
,A.  work  fo  full  with  various  learning  fraught, 
i^  WJcely  ponder'd,  yet  fo  llror^ly  wrought, 


As  nature's  height  and  art's  lafl  hand  requir'd : 
As  much  as  man  could  compafs,  uninfpir'd. 
Where  we  may  fee  what  errors  have  been  made 
Both  in  the  copyers  and  tranflators  trade  : 
How  Jewifh,  Popifh,  interefls  have  prevail' d. 
And  where  infallibility  has  fail'd. 

For  fome,  who  have  his  fecret  meaning  guefs'd. 
Have  foand  cur  author  not  too  much  a  ptieft : 
For  falhion-fake  he  feems  to  have  recourfe 
To  pope,  and  councils,  and  tradition's  force  : 
But  he  that  old  traditions  could  fubdue, 
Could  not  but  find  the  weaknefs  of  the  new  : 
If  fcripture,  though  deriv'd  from  heavenly  birth. 
Has  been  but  carelefsly  preferv'd  on  earth  ; 
If  God's  own  people,  who  of  God  before 
Knew  what   v^'e   know,  and  had  been  promis'4 

more. 
In  fuller  terms,  of  heaven's  afCfting  care, 
And  who  did  neither  time  nor  fludy  fpare 
To  keep  this  book  untainted,  unperplext, 
I.et  in  groft  errors  to  corrupt  the  text. 
Omitted  paragraphs,  embroil'd  the  fenfe, 
With  vain  traditions  ilopt  the  gaping  fence, 
Which  every  common  hand  pulFd  up  with  eafe  : 
What  fafety  from  fuch  brufliwood-heljis  as  thefe? 
If  wriucn  words  from  time  are  not  fecur'd. 
How  can  we  think  have  oral  founds  endur'd  ? 
Which  tlius  tranfmitted,  if  one  mouth  has  fail'd. 
Immortal  lyes  on  ages  are  intail'd  ; 
And  that  fome  fuch  have  been,  is  prov'd  too  plain; 
If  we  confider  interefl,  church,  and  gain. 

O  but,  fays  one,  tradition  fet  afide. 
Where  can  we  hope  for  an  unerring  guide  ? 
For  fince  th'  original  fcripture  has  been  lofl. 
All  copies  difagreeing,  maim'd  the  mofl. 
Or  chriflian  faith  can  have  no  certain  ground, 
Or  truth  in  church-tradition  mufl  be  found. 

Such  an  omnifcient  church  we  wifh  indeed  ; 
'Twere  worth  both  Tellaments  4  call  in  thecpceds 
But  if  this  mother  be  a  guide  fo  fure, 
As  can  all  doubts  refolvt,  all  truth  fecurc. 
Then  her  iutallibihty,  as  well 
Where  copies  are  corrupt  or  lame,  can  tell ; 
Reflore  loft  canon  with  as  little  pains, 
As  truly  explicate  what  flill  remams  : 
Which  yet  no  council  dare  pretend  to  do ;  ") 

Unlefs  like  Efdras  they  could  write  it  new  :         > 
Strange  confidence  ftill  to  interpret  true,  j 

Yet  not  bei'ure  that  all  they  have  explain'd 
Is  in  the  blett  original  contaai'd. 
More  late,  and  much  more  modeft  'tis,  to  fay 
God  would  not  leave  mankind  without  a  vvay  : 
And  that  the  Icriptures,  though  not  every  whcrs 
Free  from  corruption,  or  intire,  or  clear, 
Are  uncorrupt,lufficicnt,  clear,  intire. 
In  all  things  which  our  needful  faith  require. 
If  others  iii  the  fame  gkfs  better  fee, 
'Tib  for  themfelves  they  look,  but  not  for  me  : 
For  my  lalvation  muft  its  doom  receive, 
>Jot  from  what  others,  but  what  1  belieife. 

Mufl  all  tradition  then  be  fet  afide  I 
rhis  to  a'ffirm,were  ignorance  or  pride. 
Are  there  not  many  points,  fome  needful  fure 
To  faving  faith,  that  Icriyture  leaves  obfcura  ? 
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Which  ffvery  fccSt  will  wrefl  a  fcveral  way, 
For  what  one  fe6i.  interprets,  all  fe6ls  may  : 
AVe  hold,  and  fay  we  prove  from  fcripture  plain,' 
That  Chrift  is  God;  the  bold  Socinian 
From  the  fame  fcripture  urges  he's  but  man. 
Now  what  appeal  can  end  th'  important  fuit  ? 
£oth  parts  talk  loudly,  but  the  rule  is  mute. 

Shall  I  fpeak  plain,  and  in  a  nation  free 
Affume  an  honert  layman's  liberty  ? 
I  think,  acCjording  to  my  little  ikill. 
To  my  own  mother-church  fubmitting  ftill. 
That  many  have  been  fav'd,  and  many  may. 
Who  nevtT  heard  this  queftion  brought  in  play. 
Th'  unktter'd  Chriftian,  who  believes  in  grofs, 
Plods  on  to  heaven  ;  and  ne'er  is  at  a  lofs;  : 
For  the  ftrcight-gate  would  be  made  freighter  yet, 
Were  none  admitted  there  but  men  of  wit. 
The  few  by  nature  forni'd,  with  learning  fraught. 
Born  to  inflrudl,  as  others  to  be  taught, 
Muft  fludy  well  the  facred  page  ;  and  fee 
W^hich  do<5lrine,  this,  or  that,  does  bcft  agree 
With  the  whole  tenor  of  the  work  divine  : 
And  plainlieft  points  to  heaven's  reveal'd  defign  : 
Which  expofition  flows  from  genuine  fenfe, 
And  which  is  forc'd  by  wit  and  eloquence. 
Jlot  that  tradition's  parts  are  ufelefs  here  : . 
When  general,  old,  dirintcrefted,  clear: 
That  ancient  Fathers  thw-  expound  the  page. 
Gives  truth  the  reverend  majefly  of  age  : 
Confirms  its  force  by  bideing  every  tefl  ; 
For  beft  authorities,  next  rules,  are  bell. 
And  ftill  the  nearer  to  the  fpring  we  go 
More  limpid,  more  iinfoil'd,  the  waters  flow. 
Thus  firft  traditions  were  a  proof  alouc  ; 
Could  we  be  certain  fuch  uxej  were,  fo  known  : 
But  fince  fomc  flaws  in  long  defcent  may  be, 
They  make  not  truth,  but  probability. 
F.v'n  Arius  and  Pelagius  durft  provoke 
To  what  the  centuries  preceding  fpokc. 
Such  difference  is  there  in  an  oft-told  talc  : 
But  truth  by  its  own  finews  will  prevail. 
Tradition  written  therefore  more  commends 
Authority,  than  what  from  voice  defcends  : 
And  this,  as  perfetSt  as  its  kind  can  be, 
Rolls  down  to  us  the  facred  hiflory  : 
Which,  from  the  univerlal  church  recciv'd, 
1*.  try'd,  and  after,  for  itftlf  believ'd. 

The  partial  Papids  would  infer  from  hence 
Their  church,  in  laft  rcfort,fliouid  judge  the  fenfe. 
But  firfl  they  would  affume  with  wondcrous  art, 
Thtmfclvcs  to  Lc  the  whole,  who  are  but  part 
Of  that  vaft  frame  the   church ;  yet  grant  they 

were 
The  handcrs-down,  can  they  from  thence  infer 
A  right  t'interprct  ?  or  would  they  sflonc. 
Who  brought  tlic  prcfent,  claim  it  for  their  own  ? 
The  book's  a  common  largefs  to  mankind  ; 
Not  more  for  them  than  every  man  dtfign'd  : 
*i"hc  welcome  news  is  in  the  letter  found  ; 
Tlic  carrier's  not  comniifnon'd  to  expound. 
It  fpeaks  itfclf,  and  what  it  docs  contain, 
In  all  things  needful  to  be  known  is  jdain. 

In  times  o'crgrown  with  rufl  and  ignorance, 
A  gainful  trade  thtir  clergy  did  advance  : 
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When  want  of  learning  kept  the  laymen  lew. 
And  none  but  ptiefts  were  authoriz'd  to  know  : 
When  what  fmall   knowledge  wa?,  in.  them  did 

dwell ; 
And  he  a  God  who  could  but  read  and  fpell ; 
Then  mother  church  did  mightily  prevail  : 
She  parcd'd  out  the  Bible  by  retail : 
But  ftill  expounded  what  flie  fold  or  gave  ; 
To  keep  it!  in  her  power  to  damn  and  fave  : 
ScriptOre  was  fcarce,  and,  as  the  market  went. 
Poor  laymen  took  falvation  on  content ; 
As  needy  men  take  money  good  or  bad  : 
God's  word  they  had  not,  but  the  prieft's  they  had. 
Ytt  vvhate'er  falfe  conveyances  they  made, 
1  he  lawyer  ftill  was  certain  to  be  paid.         [well. 
In  thofe  dark  times  they  learn'd   their  knack  fo 
Tliat  by  long  ufe  they  grew  infallible  : 
At  laft  a  knowing  age  began  t'inqi:ire 
If  they  the  boi  k,  or  that  did  them  infpire  : 
And  making  narrower  fearch  they  found,  though 

late. 
That  what  they  thought  the  prieft's,   was  their 

cftatc : 
Taught  by  the  will  produt'd,  the  written  word. 
How  long  they  had  been  cheated  en  record. 
Then  every  man  who  faw  the  title  fair, 
Cluim'd  a  child's  part,  and  put  in  for  a  fharc  : 
Confulted  fobcrly  his  private  good  ; 
And  fav'd  himfcit  as  cheap  as  e'er  he  could. 

'Tis  true,  my  fiiend,  and  lar  be  flattery  hence, 
This  good  had  fu'.l  as  bad  a  confequence  : 
7  he  book  thus  put  in  every  vulgar  hand. 
Which  each  [refuni'd  he  bcft  could  underftand. 
The  common  rule  was  made  the  common  prey  ; 
And  at  the  mercy  of  the  rabble  lay. 
The  tender  page  with  horny  fifts  was  gall'd  ; 
And  he  was  gifted  moft  that  loudeft  baul'd  : 
The  fpirit  gave  the  doctoral  degree  :  ^ 

And  every  member  of  a  company  > 

Was  of  his  trade,  and  of  the  Bible  free.  J 

FLiin  truths  enough  for  needful  ufe  they  found; 
But  men  would  ftill  be  itching  to  expound  : 
Each  was  ambiticus  of  tli'  obfcureft  place. 
No  mcafure  ta'en  from  knowledge,  all  from  grace. 
Study  and  pains  were  now  no  more  their  care  ; 
Texts  were  exylain'd  by  fafling  and  by  prayer  : 
This  was  tlic  fruit  the  private  fj'irit  brought ; 
Occafion'd  by  great  zeal  and  little  thonght. 
While  crouds  unkarn'd,  with  rude  devotion  warm, 
About  the  facred  viands  buz  and  fwarm. 
The  fly-blown  text  creates  a  crawling  brood  ; 
And  turns  to  m;iggcts  what  was  meant  for  food, 
A  thouCaiid  daily  fcdls  rife  up  and  die  : 
A  thoufaiid  more  tlic  pciifli'd  race  iiipply  : 
So  all  we  make  of  heaven's  difcovcr'd  will. 
Is  not  to  have  it,  or  to  ule  it  ill. 
The  danger's  much  the  fame ;  on  feveral  (helves 
If  others  wreck  us,  or  we  wreck  ourfelvcf. 

What  then  remains,  but,  waving  each  txtrcnu  , 
The  tides  of  ignorance  and  p:ide  to  ftcni? 
Neither  fo  rich  a  treafure  to  fiirej^o ; 
Nor  proudly  fttk  beyond  our  power  to  know  : 
Faiih  is  not  built  on  difquiiitions  vain; 
The  things  wc  muft  btiitve  aic  ftw  wnd  plaio  ; 
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But,  Cnce   men   will    believe    more   than   they 

need, 
And  every  man  will  make  himfelf  a  rt-eed, 
In  doubtful  qucftions  'tis  the  fafeft  way 
To  learn  what  unfufpedied  ancients  fay  : 
For  'tis  not  likely  we  fhould  higher  fear 
In  fearch  of  heaven,  than  all  the  church  before  : 
Nor  can  we  be  deceiv'd,  unlefs  we  fee 
The  fcripture  and  the  fathers  difagree. 
If  after  all  they  fland  fufpedled  flili, 
For  no  man's  faith  depends  upon  his  v/ill ; 
'Tis  feme  relief,  that  points  not  clearly  known 
Without  much  hazard  may  be  let  alone  : 


And,  after  hearing  what  our  church  can  fay. 
If  flill  our  reafon  runs  another  way. 
That  private  reafon  'tis  more  juft  to  curb. 
Than  by  difputes  the  public  peace  difturb  ; 
For  points  obCcure  are  of  fmall  ufe  to  learn. 
But  common  quiet  is  mankind's  concern. 

Thus  have  1  made  my  own  opinions  clear  : 
Yet  neither  praife  expecft,  nor  cenfure  fear  : 
And  this  unpolilh'd  rugged  verfe  I  chofe ; 
As  fitted  for  difcourfe,  and  neareft  profe  : 
For  v.'hiie  from  facred  truth  I  do  not  fwerve, 
Tom  Sterhhold's  or  Tom  Shadweil's  rhymes  will 
ferve. 
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This  tranflation  of  monfieUr  Boileau's  Art  of 
I*oc.;ry  was  made  in  the  year  1680,  by  Sir  Wil- 
liam Soame  of  Suffolk,  Baronet ;  who  being  very 
intimately  acquainted  with  Mr.  Dryden,  defired 
his  revifal  of  it.  I  faw  the  manufcript  lie  in  Mr 
Dryden's  hands  for  above  flx  months,  who  made 
very  confiderable  alterations  in  it,  particularly 
the  beginning  of  the  fourth  Canto  :  and  it  being 
his  opinion  that  it  would  be  better  to  apply  the 
poem  to  Englifh  writers,-  than  keep  to  the  French 


names,  as  it  was  firft  tranflatcd.  Sir  Williarii 
defired  he  would  take  the  pains  to  make  thai 
alteration ;  and  accordingly  that  was  entirely 
done  by  Mr.  Dryden. 

The  poem  was  flrft  publifhed  in  the  year  1683  ; 
Sir  William  was  after  fent  ambaffador  to  Con- 
ftantinople,  in  the  reign  of  king  James,  but  died 
in  the  voyage. 
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CANTO     i; 


K.AS&  author,  'tis  a  vain  prefumptuous  crime, 

To  undertake  the  facred  art  of  rhyme  ; 

If  at  thy  birth  the  ftars  that  rul'd  thy  fcnfe 

Shone  not  with  a  poetic  influence ; 

In  thy  ftrait  genius  tiiou  wilt  ftill  be  bound, 

Find  Phoebus  deaf,  and  Pegafus  unfuund, 

You  then  that  burn  with  the  defire  to  try 
The  dangt-rous  courfe  of  ciiarming  poetry} 
Forbear  in  fruitlefs  verfe  to  lofe  your  time, 
Or  take  tor  genius  the  defire  of  rhyme  : 
Fear  the  allurements  of  a  fpacious  bait. 
And  well  confider  your  own  force  and  weight. 

Nature  abounds  in  wits  of  every  kind, 
And  for  each  author  can  a  talent  find : 
One  may  in  verfe  defcribe  an  amorous  flame, 
Another  fharpen  a  fliort  epigram  : 
Waller  a  her.i's  miehty  acfts  extol, 
Spenfer  fmg  Rofalind  in  paOoral : 
But  authors  that  themfelves  too  much  efteem, 
Lofe  their  own  genius,  and  miitpke  their  theme} 
Thus  in  times  paft  Dubartas  vainly  writ, 
Allaying  facred  truth  Vi'ith  trifling  wit, 
ImpLninently,  and  v.'ithont  deligiu, 
Jbefcrib'd  ti;e  Ifiaelites  fviumpucint  flight, 
And  fr'liowing  Mofes  u'er  ;hcl'andy  plain, 
Perift'd  with  Pharaoh  in  th'  Arabian  main. 

Whatc'er  you  write  of  pi  .'afant  or  fublime. 
Always  k't  fenfe  accompany  your  rhyme  : 
Falfely  they  I'eem  each  other  to  oppofe  ; 
^Rhyme  muit  be  madr  w'ith  reafon's  laws  to  clofe: 
And  when  to  conquer  her  you  bend  your  force, 
The  mind  will  triumph  in  the  noble  cnurfe; 
To  reafon's  yoke  fhe  quickly  will  incline, 
Which,  far  from  hurting,  renders  her  divine  : 
But  if  neglected,  will  as  eafily  flray, 
Aui  mnficr  reaXon  which  Qxa  ibould  obey. 


Love  rcafon  then  ;  and  let  whate*er  yfiu  VrltC 
Borrow  from  her  its  beauty,  force,  and  hght. 
Moft,  writers  mounted  on  a  refty  Mufe, 
Extravagant  and  fenfelefs  objefts  chonfe; 
They  think  they  err,  if  in  their  verfe  they  fall 
On  any  thought  that's  plain  or  natural : 
Fly  this  excefs,  and  let  Italians  be 
Vain  authors  of  falfe  glittering  poetry. 
All  ought  to  aim  at  fenfe ;  but  moft  in  vain 
Strive  the  hard  pafs  and  flippery  path  to  gain  : 
You  drown,  if  to  the  right  or  left  you  ftray; 
Reafon  to  go  has  often  but  one  way. 
Somecimes  an  author,  fond  of  his  own  thought, 
Purfues  its  objetfts  till  'tis  over-wrought  J 
If  he  defcribes  a  houfe,  he  fiiews  the  face, 
And  after  walks  you  round  from  place  to  place; 
Here  is  a  vifla,  there  the  doors  unfold. 
Balconies  here  are  ballaftred  with  gold ; 
Then  counts  the  rounds  and  ovals  in  the  halls, 
"  The  fefloons,  freezes,  and  the  aftragals  :" 
Tlr'd  with  his  tedious  pomp,  away  I  run, 
And  fkip  o'er  twenty  pages  to  be  gone. 
Of  fuch  defcriptions  the  vain  folly  fee, 
And  fiiun  their  barren  fuperfluity. 
All  that  is  needlefs  carefully  avoid; 
The  mind  once  fatisfy'd  is  quickly  cloy  d  : 
He  cannot  waHc  vvJio  knows  riot  to  give  o'er^ 
To  mend  one  fau't,  he  makes  a  hundred  more  : 
A  Verfe  was  weak  ;  you  turn  it,  much  too  flirong 
And  grow  obfcure  for  frar  you  ihould  be  long. 
Some  are  not  gaudy,  but  arc  flat  and  dry ; 
Not  to  be  low,  another  foars  too  high. 
Would  you  of  every  one  deferve  fhe  praife  J 
In  writing,  vary  your  difcourfe  and  phrafe  S 
A  frozen  ftile  that  neither  ebbs  nor  flows, 
Inilead  of  pleafingi  makes  ua  gape  and  doz«-> 
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Thofc  tedious  authors  are  efteem'd  by  none 
Who  tire  us,  humming  the  fame  heavy  tone. 
Happy  who  in  his  verl'e  can  gently  fteer, 
From  grave  to  light,  from  pleafant  to  fevere ; 
His  works  will  he  admir'd  wherever  found, 
And  oft  with  buyers  will  be  conipaft  round. 
In  all  you  write,  be  neither  low  nor  vile  : 
The  nieanefl;  theme  may  have  a  proper  ftile. 

The  dull  biirlefque  appcar'd  with  impudence. 
And  pleas'd  by  novelty  in  fpite  of  fenfe. 
All,  except  trivial  points,  grew  out  of  date   ; 
Parnaffus  fpoke  the  cant  of  Billingfgaie  : 
Boiindlefe  and  mad,  diforder'd  rhyme  was  feen  : 
Difguis'd  Apollo  chang'd  to  Harlequin. 
This  plague,  which  firll  in  country  towns  began, 
Citiei  and  kingdoms  quickly  over-ran  : 
The  dulleft  fcribblers  fome  admirers  found, 
And  the  Mock  Tcmpeft  was  a  while  renown'd  : 
Eut  this  low  fluff  the  town  at  laft  dcfpis'd, 
And  fcorn'd  the  folly  that  they  once  had  priz'd  ; 
Difcinguifh'd  dull  from  natural  and  plain, 
And  left  the  villages  to  Fleckno's  reign. 
Let  not  fo  mean  a  ftile  your  Mufe  debafe; 
But  learn  from  Butler  the  buffooning  grace ; 
And  let  burlefque  in  ballads  be  employ'd  ; 
Yet  noify  bombafl  carefully  avoid, 
Nor  think  to  raife,  though  on  Pharfaliah's  plain, 
"  Millions  of  mourning  mountains  of  the  flain  :" 
Nor  with  Dubartas  bridle  up  the  floods, 
And  periwig  with  wool  the  baldpate  woods. 
Chool'e  a  jufl  ilile,  be  grave  without  conftraint, 
Great  without  pride,  and  lovely  without  paint  : 
Write  what  your  reader  may  be  pleas'd  to  hear; 
And  for  the  meafure  have  a  careful  ear. 
On  eafy  numbers  fix  your  happy  choice  : 
Of  jarring  founds  avoid  the  odious  noife  !■ 
The  fullefl;  verfe  and  the  mofl  labour'd  fenfe, 
Bifpleafe  us,  if  the  ear  once  take  offence. 
Our  ancient  verfe,  as  homely  as  the  times, 
Was  rude,  unmeafur'd,  only  tagg'd  with  rhymes ; 
Number  and  cadence  that  have  fince  been  fhewn, 
To  thofe  unpolifli'd  writers  were  unknown. 
Fairfax  was  he,  who,  in  that  darker  age, 
By  his  jufl  rules  rellrain'd  poetic  rage  ; 
f  pccrfer  did  next  in  paftorals  excel. 
And  taught  the  nobler  art  of  writing  well ; 
To  flridcr  lulcsthc  flanza  did  rcllrain, 
And  found  for  jioetry  a  richer  vein. 
Then  Davenant  tame,  v^'ho,  with  new-found  art, 
Chang'd  all,  fpoil'd  all,  and  had  his  way  apart ; 
His  haughty  Mufc  all  others  did  defpift. 
And  thought  in  triumph  to  bear  off  the  prize, 
Till  the  fharp-fightcd  critics  of  the  times 
In  their  Mock-Gondibert  cxpos'd  his  rhymes; 
The  laurels  he  pretended  did  refufe, 
And  dafli'd  the  hopes  of  his  afpiring  Mufe. 
This  headllrong  writer  falling  from  on  high, 
Made  following  authors  take  lefs  liberty. 
Waller  came  laft,  but  was  the  firft  whofe  art, 
Jufl  weight  and  meafure  did  to  verfe  impart ; 
That  of  a  wcU-piac'd  word  could  teach  the  force. 
And  fliew'd  forpoctiy  a  nobler  courfe  : 
His  liappy  genius  did  cur  tongue  refine, 
And  e4y  wofdt  with  picafing  numbcrsjoin  : 


His  verfes  to  goed  method  did  apply, 

And  chang'd  hard  difcord  to  foft  harmony. 

All  own' d  his  laws;  which,  long  approv'd  and 

try'd. 
To  prefcnt  authors  now  may  be  a  guide. 
Tread  boldly  in  his  fteps,  fccure  from  fear, 
And  be,  like  him,  in  your  expreffions  clear. 
If  in  your  verfe  you  drag,  and  fenfe  delay. 
My  patience  tires,  my  fancy  goes  aftray ; 
And  from  your  vain  difcourfe  I  turn  my  mind, 
Nor  fearch  an  author  troublefome  to  find. 
There  is  a  kind  of  writer  plea's'd  with  found, 
Whofe  fuftian   head    with    clouds  is    compafs'd 

round. 
No  reafon  can  difperfe  them  with  its  light. 
Learn  then  to  think  e'er  you  pretend  to  write. 
As  your  idea  's  clear,  or  elfe  obfcure, 
Th'  cxprefTion    follows  perfeJl  or  impure  : 
What  we  conceive  with  eafe  we  can  exprefs ; 
Words  to  the  notions  flow  with  readinefs. 

Obfervc  the  language  well  in  all  you  write. 
And  fwerve  not  from  it  in  your  loftiefl:  flight. 
The  fmoothefl:  verfe  and  the  exadieft  fenfe 
Difpleafe  us,  if  ill  Englifb  give  offence  ; 
A  barbarous  phrafe  no  reader  can  approve  ; 
Nor  bombaft,  noife,  or  affeiflation  love. 
In  Ihort,  without  pure  language,  what  you  write 
Can  never  yield  us  profit  nor  delight. 
Take  time  for  thinking;  never  work  in  hafte; 
And  value  not  yourfelf  for  writing  faft. 
A  rapid  poem,  with  fuch  fury  writ, 
•Shev^fs  want  of  judgment,  not  abounding  wit. 
More  pleas'd  we  are  to  fee  a  river  lead 
His  gentle  llreams  along  a  flowery  mead, 
Than  from  high  banks  to  hear  loud  torrents  roar. 
With  foamy  waters  on  a  muddy  fliore. 
Gently  make  hafle,  of  labour  not  afraid  : 
A  hundred  times  C!!nfider  what  you  've  faid  : 
Polifh,  rcpolidi,  every  colour  lay. 
And  fojnetimes  add,  l)ut  oftener  take  away. 
'  Fis  not  enough  when  fwarming  faults  are  writ. 
That  here  and  there  are  fcatter'd  fparks  of  wit  ; 
Each  objeifl  muft  be  fix'd  in  the  due  place. 
And  diffcriug  parts  have  correfponding  grace: 
'Fill,  by  a  curious  art  dlfpos'd,  we  find 
One  pcrledl  whole,  of  all  the  pieces  join'd. 
Keep  to  your  fubjecSt  clofe  in  all  you  lay  ; 
Nor  for  a  founding  ftntence  ever  fcray. 
The  public  ccnfure  for  your  writings  fear, 
And  to  yourfelf  be  critic  mofl  fevere. 
Fantaftic  wits  their  darling  follies  love  ; 
But  find  you  faithful  friends  that  will  approve, 
That  on  your  works  may  look  with  careful  eyes. 
And  of  your  faults  be  zealous  enemies  : 
Lay  by  an  author's  pride  and  vanity, 
And  from  a  friend  a  flatterer  dcfcry, 
Who  fcems  to  like,  but  means  not  what  he  fays  i 
I-xnbrace  true  counfel,  but  fufpe>5l  falfe  praife. 
A  fycophant  will  every  thing  admire  : 
Each  verl'e,  each  fentence,  fets  his  foul  on  fire  : 
All  is  divine  1  there's  not  a  word  amiii  ! 
He  (hakes  with  joy,  and  weeps  with  tenderncfs. 
He  overpowers  you  with  his  mighty  praife. 
Truth  never  moves  in  thole  impetuous  ways  *. 
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A  faithful  friend  is  careful  of  your  fame, 
And  freely  will  your  heedlefs  errors  blame  5 
He  cannot  pardon  a  negleded  line, 
But  verfe  to  rule  and  order  will  confine. 
Reprove  of  words  the  too  afFe«Sed  found  ; 
Here  the  fenfe  flags,  and  your  expreffion's  round. 
Your  fancy  tires,  and  your  difcourfe  grows  vain. 
Your  terms  improper,  make  them  juft  and  plain. 
Thus  'tis  a  faithful  friend  will  freedom  ufe ; 
But  authors,  partial  to  their  darling  Mufe, 
Think  to  protedl  it  they  have  juft  pretence, 
And  at  your  friendly  counfel  take  offence. 
Said  y«u  of  this,  that  the  expreffion's  flat  ? 
Your  fcrvant,  Sir,  you  muft  excufe  mc  that. 
He  anfwers  you.     This  word  has  here  nu  grace. 
Pray  leave  it  out:  That,  Sir,  'sthc  propercft  place. 
Vot.  VI. 


This  turn  1  like  not :  'Tis  a  approv'd  by  all. 
Thus,  refoiute  not  from  one  fault  to  fall. 
If  there's  a  fyllable  of  which  you  doubt, 
'Tis  a  fure  reafon  not  to  blot  it  out. 
Yet  ftill  he  fays  you  may  his  faults  confute, 
And  over  him  your  power  is  abfolute  : 
But  of  his  feign'd  hnmility  take  heed  ; 
'Tis  a  bait  laid  to  make  you  hear  him  read. 
And  when  he  leaves  you  happy  in  his  Mufe, 
Refllefs  he  runs  fome  other  to  abufe. 
And  often  finds  ;  for  in  our  fcribbling  times 
No  fool  can  want  a  fot  to  praife  his  rhymes  j 
The  flatteft  work  has  ever  in  the  court 
Met  with  fome  zealous  afs  for  its  fuppert ; 
And  in  all  times  a  forward  fcribbling  fop 
Has  found  fome  greater  fool  to  cry  him  vp« 
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PASTORAL. 

Asa  fair  nymph,  when  rifing:  from  her  hed, 
With  fpaikling  diamonds  dreffes  not  her  head, 
Eut,  without  gold  or  pearl,  or  coftly  fcents. 
Gathers  from  neighbouring  fields  hey  ornaments 
Such,  lovely  in  its  drefs,  bur  plain  withal, 
Ought  to  appear  a  perfe(5t  paftoral  ; 
Its  humble  method  nothing  has  of  fierce, 
But  hates  the  rattling  of  a  lofty  ycrfe  : 
There  native  beauty  pleafes,  and  excites, 
And  never  with  harfh  founds  the  ear  affrights. 
But  in  this  flile  a  po't  often  fpent, 
In  rage  throws  by  hir-  rural  inftrument, 
And  vainly,  when  diforder'd  thoughts  abound, 
Amidft  ihi  Eclogue  makes  the  trumpet  found  : 
Pan  flies  alarm'd  into  the  neighbouring  woods. 
And  frighted  nymphs  dive  down  into  the  floods. 
Oppos'd  to  this  another,  low  in  flyle, 
IMakes  fhephcrds  fpcak  a  language  bafe  and  vile  ; 
His  writings  flat  and  htavy,  without  found, 
KifTmg  tlie  earth,  and  creeping  on  the  ground; 
You'd  ^'wcar  that  Randal,  in  his  ruftic  ftrains. 
Again  was  quavering  to  the  country  fvvains, 
And  changing,  without  casre  of  found  or  drefs, 
Strephon  and  Phyllis,  into  Tom  and  Befs. 
'Twixt  thefe  extremes  'tis  bard  to  keep  the  right 
Tor  guides  take  Virgil,  and  read  Thcocrite  : 
Be  their  juR  writing,  by  the  Gods  infpir'd, 
Vour  conilant  pattern  pradlis'd  and  admir'd. 


By  them  alone  you'll  eafily  comprehend 
How  poets,  without  fhame,  may  condefcend 
To  fnig  of  gardens,  fields,  of  flowers,  and  fruit. 
To  flir  up  fhepherds,  and  to  tune  the  flute; 
Of  love's  rewards  to  tell  the  happy  hour. 
Daphne  a  tree,  Narciffus  made  a  flower. 
And  by  what  means  the  Eclogue  yet  has  power 
To  make  the  woods  worthy  a  conqueror  : 
This  of  their  writings  is  the  grace  and  flight ; 
Their  rifings  lofty,  yet  not  out  of  fight. 

ELEGY, 

The  Elegy,  that  loves  a  mournful  ftile, 
With  ui.bound  hair  weeps  at  a  funeral  pile  ; 
It  paints  the  lover's  torments  and  delights, 
A  miflrefs  flatters,  threatens,  and  invites  : 
But  well  thefe  raptures,  if  yyu'll  make  us  fee, 
Yoii  muft  know  love  as  well  as  poetry. 
I  hate  thofe  luke-warm  authors,  whofe  forc'd  fire 
In  a  cold  llile  dcfcribes  a  hot  defirc. 
That  figh  by  rule,  and  raging  in  cold  blood 
Their  fluggifh  Mufe  whip  to  an  amoroys  mood  : 
Their  tranlports  feign'd  appear  but  flat  and  vain  ; 
They  always  figh,  and  ;^lways  hug  their  chain. 
Adore  their  prifon,  and  their  fufl'erings  blefs. 
Make  fenfe  and  reafon  quarrel  as  they  pleal'e. 
'Twas  not  of  old  in  this  affcdlcd  tone. 
That  faiooth  I'ibulius  made  his  amorous  mQan  * 
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Nor  Ovid,  when  inftrufted  from  above, 
By  nature's  rules  he  taught  the  art  of  love. 
The  heart  in  Elegies  forms  the  difcourie. 


ODE, 

The  Ode  is  bolder,  and  has  greater  force, 
Mounting;  to  heaven  in  her  ambitious  flight, 
Amongft  the  gods  and  heroes  takes  delight ; 
Of  Piia's  wreftlers  tells  the  finewy  force, 
And  fings  tbe  dufty  conqueror's  glorious  courfe  : 
To  Simo's  ftreams  does  fierce  Achilles  bring. 
And  makes  the  Ganges  bow  to  Britain's  king. 
•Sometimes  flie  flies  like  an  induftrious  bee. 
And  robs  the  flowers  by  nature's  chemiftry, 
Defcribes  the  Ihepherd's  dances,  feafts,  and  blefs, 
And  boafls  from  Phyllis  to  furprize  a  kifs. 
When  gently  (he  reGfts  with  feign'd  remorfe. 
That  what  ftie  grants  may  feem  to  be  by  force. 
Her  generous  fliie  at  random  oft  will  part, 
And  by  a  brave  diforder  fhews  her  art. 
Unlike  thofe  fearful  poets,  whofe  cold  rhyme 
In  all  their  raptures  keeps  exa<Steft  time. 
That  fing  th'  illuftrious  hero's  mighty  praife 
(Lean  writers  1)  by  the  terms  of  weeks  and  days; 
And  dare  not  from  lead  circtinifiances  part. 
But  take  all  towns  by  flriAeft  rules  of  art  : 
Apollo  drives  thofe  fops  from  his  abode  ; 
And  fomchave  faid  that  once  the  humorous  god 
Refolving  all  fuch  fcribblers  to  confound. 
For  the  (hort  Sonnet  order'd  this  ftricfl  bound  : 
Set  rules  for  the  juft  meafure,  and  the  time. 
The  eafy  running  and  alternate  rhyme  ; 
But,  above  all,  thofe  licences  deny'd 
Which  in  thefe  writings  the  b.me  fenfe  fupply'd  ; 
Forbad  an  ufelefs  line  fhould  find  a  place, 
Or  a  repeated  word  appear  with  grace, 
A  faultlefs  Sonnet,  finifh'd  thus,  would  be 
Worth  tedious  volumes  of  loofe  poetry. 
A  hundred  fcribbliug  authors  without  ground, 
Believe  they  have  this  only  phcenix  found  : 
When  yet  th'  exadlefl;  fcarce  have  two  or  three, 
Among  whole  tomes  from  faults  and  ccnfurc  free, 
The  reft  but  little  read,  regarded  lefs. 
Are  fhovel'd  to  the  paftry  from  the  prefs. 
Clofing  the  fenfe  within  the  meafur'd  time, 
'Tis  hard  to  fit  the  reafon  to  the  rhyme. 


EPIGRAM. 

The  Epigram,  with  little  art  compos'd, 
Js  one  good  fentencc  in  a  diftich  clos'd. 
Thefe  points,  that  by  Italians  firft  were  priz'd, 
Our  ancient  authors  knew  not,  or  defpis'd  : 
The  vulgar,  dazzled  with  the  glaring  light. 
To  their  faife  pleafures  quickly  they  invite ; 
But  public  favour  fo  increas'd  their  pride, 
They  overwhelm'd  Parnaffus  with  their  tide. 
The  Madrigal  at  firft  was  overcome, 
^fijid  the  proud  Sonnet  fell  by  the  fame  doom  ; 


With  thefe  grave  Tragedy  adorn'd  l;er  flights. 

And  mournful  Ekgy  her  funeral  rites  : 

A  hero  never  fail'd  them  on  the  ftage, 

Without  his  point  a  lover  durft  not  rage  ; 

The  amorous  fhephcrds  took  more  care  to  prove 

True  to  his  point,  than  faithful  to  their  love. 

Each  word  like  Janus  had  a  double  face  : 

And  profe,  as  well  as  verfe,  allow'd  it  place : 

The  lawyer  with  conceits  adorn'd  his  fpeech. 

The  parfon  without  quibbling  could  not  preach. 

At  laft  affronted  reafon  look'd  about. 

And  from  all  ferious  matters  ftiut  them  out  : 

Declar'd  that  none  fhould  ufe  them  without  fhamp, 

Except  a  fcattering  in  the  Epigram  ; 

Provided  that  by  art,  and  in  due  time. 

They  turn'd  upon  tiie  thought,  and  not  the  rhymr. 

Thus  in  all  parts  diforders  did  abate  : 

Yet  qnibMers  in  the  court  had  leave  to  prate  : 

Infipid  jefters,  and  unpleafant  fool?, 

A  corporation  of  dull  punning  drolls. 

'Tis  not,  but  that  fometinics  a  Jexterous  Mufc 

May  with  advantage  a  turn'd  fenfe  abufe. 

And  on  a  word  may  trifle  with  addrcfs; 

But  above  all,  avoid  the  fond  excefs; 

And  think  not,  when  your  vcrfe  and  fenfe  are  lame, 

With  a  dull  point  to  tag  your  Epigram. 

Each  poem  his  perfection  has  apart ; 
The  Britifh  round  in  plainnefs  (hews  his  art. 
The  Ballad,  thougli  the  pride  of  ancient  time. 
Has  often  nothing  but  his  humorous  rhyme  -, 
The  Madrigal  may  fofter  paflions  move. 
And  breathe  the  tender  ecftafies  of  love. 
Defire  to  (hew  itfelf,  and  not  to  wrong, 
Arm'd  Virtue  firft,  with  Satire  in  its  tongue. 


SATIRE. 

Lucilus  vi'as  the  man  who,  bravely  bold. 
To  Roman  vices  did  this  mirror  hold, 
Protedled  humble  goodnefs  from  reproach, 
Shew'd  worth  on  foot,  and  rafcals  in  the  coach, 
Horace  hiopleafing  wit  to  this  did  add, 
And  none  uncenfur'd  could  be  fool  or  mad  : 
Unhappy  was  that  wretch,  whofe  name  might  be 
Squar'd  to  the  rules  of  their  (harp  poetry. 
Perfius  obfcure,  but  full  of  fenfe  and  wit, 
Affc<fted  brevity  in  all  he  writ  : 
And  Juvenal,  learned  as  thofe  times  could  be, 
Too  far  did  ll:retch  his  (harp  hyperbole; 
Though  horrid  truths  throtigh  all  his  labours  (hinc. 
In  what  he  writes  there's  fomething  of  divine. 
Whether  he  blames  the  Caprean  debauch. 
Or  of  Sejanus'  fall  tells  the  approach. 
Or  that  he  makes  the  trembling  fenate  come 
To  the  ftern  tyrant  to  receive  their  doom; 
Or  Roman  vice  in  coarfeft  habits  fhews. 
And  paints  an  emprefs  reeking  from  the  ftews : 
In  all  he  writes  appears  a  noble  fire  ; 
To  follow  fuch  a  mafter  then  defire. 
Chaucer  alone,  fix'd  on  this  folid  bafe. 
In  his  old  ftyle  conferves  a  modern  grace  : 
Too  happy,  if  the  freedom  of  his  rhymes 
Offended  not  the  method  of  our  time?, 
Fij 
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The  Latin  writers  decency  negled ; 

But  modern  authors  challenge  our  refpecfi, 

And  at  imniodcft  writings  take  offence, 

If  clean  expreflion  cover  not  the  fcnfe.  ' 

I  love  (harp  Satire,  from  obfcenenefs  free ; 

Uot  impudence  that  preaches  modefty  : 

Our  Englifh,  who  in  malice  never  fail, 

Hence  in  lampoons  and  libels  learn  to  rail ; 

Pleafant  detradtion,  that  by  Cnging  goes 

Trom  mouth  to  mouth,  and  as  it  marches  grows  : 

Our  freedom  in  our  poetry  we  fee. 

That  child  of  joy  begot  by  liberty. 

^ut,  vain  blafphemy,  tremble  when  you  choofe 

God  for  the  fubje(ft  of  your  impious  Mufe  : 

At  laft,  thofe  jefls  which  libertines  invent, 

XJring  the  lewd  author  co  juflpuniflimento 


Ev*n  in  a  fong  there  mull  be  art  and  fenfe  ; 

Yet  fometimes  we  have  feen,  that  wine,  or  chance. 

Have  warm'd  cold  brains,  and  given  dull  writers 

mettle, 
And  furnilh'd  out  a  fcene  for  Mr.  Settle. 
But  for  one  lucky  hit,  that  made  thee  pleafe. 
Let  not  thy  folly  grow  to  a  difeafe. 
Nor  think  thyfelf  a  wit ;  for  in  our  age 
If  a  warm  fancy  does  fome  fop  engage, 
He  neither  eats  nor  fleeps  till  he  has  writ. 
But  plagues  the  world  with  his  adulterate  wit. 
Nay  'tis  a  wonder,  if  in  his  dire  rage, 
He  prints  not  his  dull  follies  for  the  ftage  : 
And  in  the  front  of  all  his  fenfelefs  plays. 
Makes  David  Logan  crown  his  hea((  with  bayes^ 
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CANTO     ni. 


TRAGEDY, 

1  here's  not  a  monfter  bred  beneath  the  Iky 
But,  well  difpos'd  by  art,  may  pleafe  the  eye : 
A  curious  workman,  by  his  ikill  divine, 
From  an  ill  objeiSl  makes  a  good  defign. 
Thus,  to  delight  us,  Tragedy,  in  tears 
For  Oedipus,  provokes  our  hopes  and  fears  : 
For  parricide  Orelles  afks  relief ; 
And  to  increafe  our  pleafure  canfes  grief. 
You  then  that  in  this  noble  art  would  rife, 
Come ;  and  in  lofty  verfe  difpute  the  prize. 
Would  you  upon  the  ftage  acquire  renown. 
And  for  your  judges  fummon  all  the  town  ? 
Would  you  your  words  for  ever  Ihould  remain, 
And  after  ages  paft  be  fought  again  ? 
In  all  you  wrke,  obferve  with  care  and  art 
To  move  the  paffions,  and  incline  the  heart. 
If  in  a  labour'd  a<ft,  the  pleafing  rage 
Cannot  our  hopes  and  fears  by  turns  engige, 
Nor  in  our  mind  a  feeling  pity  raife ; 
In  vain  with  learned  fcenes  you  fill  your  plays. 
Your  cold  difcourfe  can  never  move  the  mind 
Of  a  ftern  critic,  naturally  unkind; 
Who,  juftly  tir'd  with  your  pedantic  flight. 
Or  fails  afleep,  or  cenfures  all  you  write. 
The  fecret  is,  attention  firft  to  gain; 
To  move  ox.-:  minds,  and  then  to  entertain  : 
That,  from  the  very  opening  of  the  fcenes. 
The  firft  may  Ihew  us  what  the  author  means. 
I'm  tir'd  to  fee  an  z&ox  on  the  ftage, 
That  knows  not  whether  he's  to  laugh  or  rage ; 
Who,  an  intrigue  unraveling  in  vain, 
Inftead  of  pleafing  keeps  my  mind  in  pain. 


I'd  rather  much  the  naufeous  dunce  fliould  faj^ 
Downright,  My  name  is  Hedlor  in  the  play  ; 
Than  with  a  mafs  of  miracles  ill-join'd. 
Confound  my  ears,  and  not  inftru(5i  my  mind. 
The  fubjeA's  never  foon  enough  expreft  ; 
Your  place  of  adion  muft  be  fix'd,  and  reft. 
A  Spanifti  poet  may  with  good  event. 
In  one  day's  fpace  whole  ages  reprefent ; 
There  oft  the  hero  of  a  wandering  ftage 
Begins  a  child,  and  ends  the  play  of  age  : 
But  we  that  are  by  reafon's  rules  confin'd. 
Will,  that  with  art  the  poem  be  defign'd. 
That  unity  of  action,  time,  and  place. 
Keep  the  ftage  full,  and  all  our  labours  grace. 
Write  not  what  cannot  be  with  eafe  conceiv'd  5 
Some  truths  may  be  too  ftrong  to  be  believ'd. 
A  foolifh  wonder  cannot  entertain  : 
My  mind's  not  mov'd  if  your  difcourfe  be  vain. 
You  may  relate  what  would  offend  the  eye  : 
Seeing,  indeed,  would  better  fatisfy ; 
But  there  are  objetSe  that  3  curious  art 
Hides  from  the  eyes,  yet  offers  to  the  heart. 
The  mind  is  moft  agreeably  fu^pris'd. 
When  a  well-woven  fubjedt,  long  difguis'd. 
You  on  a  fodden  artfully  unfold. 
And  give  the  whole  another  face  and  mould. 
At  finl  the  tragedy  was  void  of  art ; 
A  fong  ;  where  each  man  danc'd  and  fung  his  par; 
And  of.god  Bacchus  roaring  out  the  praife. 
Sought  a  good  vintage  for  their  jolly  days  : 
Then  wine  and  joy  were  feen  in  each  man's  ey 
And  a  fat  goat  was  the  heft  finger's  prize. 
Thefpis  was  firft,  who,  all  befmcar'd  wiih  lee. 
Began  this  pleafure  for  pofterity  1 
?  Jij 
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And  vv'rh  his  carted  a(?tors,  and  a  fong, 

Anius'd  the  people  as  he  pafo'd  along 

Next  ^rchyius  the  different  perfons  plac'd, 

And  with  a  better  maflc  his  players  grac'd  : 

Upon  3  theatre  his  verfe  exprefs'd, 

And  fliow'd  his  hero  with  a  bufkin  drefs'd. 

Then  Sophocles,  the  genius  of  his  age, 

increas'd  the  pomp  and  beauty  of  the  ftage, 

Engdg'd  the  chorus  fong  in  every  part. 

And  p;>lifli'd  rugged  verfe  by  rules  of  art  : 

Ke  in  the  Greek  did  thofe  perfedions  gain, 

Which  the  weak  Latin  never  could  attain. 

Our  pious  fathers,  in  their  prieft-rid  age. 

As  impious  and  prophane,abhor'd  theftage  : 

A  troop  of  filly  pilgrims,  as  'tis  faid, 

Fooliilily  zealous,  icandaloufly  play'd, 

Inftead  of  heroes,  and  of  love's  complaints, 

The  angels,  God,  the  virgin,  and  the  faints. 

At  la'ft,  right  reafon  did  his  laws  reveal. 

And  ihew'd  the  folly  of  their  ill-plac'd  zeal, 

Silenc'd  thofe  nonconformifls  of  the  age, 

And  raifs'd  the  lawful  heroes  of  the  flage ; 

Only  th'  Athenian  maik  was  laid  afide. 

And  chorus  by  the  mufic  was  fupply'd. 

Ingenious  love,  inventive  in  new  arts, 

Mingkd  in  plays,  and  quickly  touch'd  our  hearts: 

This  paffion  never  could  refiftance  find, 

But  knows  tiie  Ihortefl  paffage  to  the  mind. 

Paint  then,  I  'm  plcas'd  my  hero  be  in  love; 

13ut  let  him  not  like  a  tame  fhepherd  move ; 

l,et  not  Achilles  be  like  Thyrfis  fv;en, 

Or  for  a  Cyrus  ftiew  an  Artaben'; 

'I'hat  flruggling  oft  his  pafiions  we  may  find. 

The  frailty,  not  the  virtue  of  his  mind. 

Of  romance  heroes  fhun  the  low  deCgn  ; 

Yet  to  great  hearts  Ibme  human  frailties  yjin  : 

Achilles  mull  with  Homer's  heart  engage  ; 

For  an  affront  I  'm  pleas'd  to  fee  him  rage. 

Thofe  little  failings  in  your  hero's  heart. 

Shew  that  of  man  and  nature  he  has  part : 

To  leave  known  rules  you  cannot  be  allovv'd  ; 

Make  Aganien^non  covetous  and  proud, 

^Eneas  in  religious  rights  auflere. 

Keep  to  each  man  his  proper  charatSler. 

Of  countries  and  of  times  the  humours  know  ; 

I'Voxn  diiTerent  climates  different  cufloms  grow  : 

And  ilrive  to  fhun  their  fault  who  vainly  dreis 

An  autique  hero  like  fome  modern  afs; 

Who  make  old  Romans  like  our  Englifh  move, 

Shew  Cato  fparkifh,  or  make  Brutus  love. 

In  a  romance  thofe  errors  arc  excus'd  : 

There  'tis  enough  that,  reading,  wc  're  amus'd  : 

Rules  too  fcverc  would  there  be  ufclcfs  found; 

Hut  the  llriifl  fcene  rnufl  have  a  juller  bound : 

lixixtSt  decorum  wc  muft  always  find. 

If  then  you  form  fome  hero  in  your  mind, 

."Be  lure  your  image  with  itfelf  agree; 

J'or  what  he  firft  appears,  he  flill  mull  be. 

.Ifftcftcd  wits  will  niturally  incline 

'To  paint  their  figures  by  their  own  defign  : 

Your  bully  poets,  bully  heroes  write 

Chapman  in  Buffy  d'Ambois  took 

And  thought  perfc<5lioii  was  to  h' 

Wife  nature  by  variety  does  picafc; 

Cluthv  diffcnng  puCions  iii  a.  diflcring  dtcis 
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Bold  anger,  in  rough  haughty  words  appearsj 
Sorrow  is  humble,  and  diffolves  in  tears. 
Make  not  your  Hecuba  with  fury  rage. 
And  ("hew  a  ranting  grief  upon  the  ftage; 
Or  tell  in  vain  how  the  rough  Tanais  bore 
His  fevenftjld  waters  to  the  Euxine  fhore  j. 
Thefe  fwoln  exprefTions,  this  affedled  noife, 
Shews  like  fome  pedant  that  declaims  to  boys. 
In  forrow  you  muft  fofter  methods  keep  ; 
And,  to  excite  our  tears,  yourfelf  muft  weep. 
Thofe  noify  words  with  which  ill  plays  abound. 
Come  not  from  hearts  that  are  in  fadnefs  drown'd. 

The  theatre  for  a  young  poet's  rhymes 
Is  a  bold  venture  in  our  knowing  times  : 
An  author  cannot  eafily  purchaie  fame ; 
Critics  are  always  apt  to  hifs  and  blame  : 
You  may  be  judg'd  by  every  afs  in  town. 
The  privilege  is  bought  for  half  a  crown. 
'I'o  pleafe,  you  muft  a  hundred  changes  try; 
Sometimes  be  humble,  then  muft  foar  on  high  : 
In  noble  thoughts  muft  every  where  abound. 
Be  eafy,  pleafant,  folid,  and  profound  : 
To  thefe  you  muft  furprifing  touches  join. 
And  fliew  us  a  new  wonder  in  each  line  : 
That  all,  in  a  juft  method  well-dcfign'd. 
May  leave  a  ftrong  impreffion  in  the  mind. 
Thefe  are  the  arts  that  tragedy  maintain  : 


THE    EPIC. 

But  the  Heroic  claims  a  loftier  ftrain. 

In  the  narration  of  fome  great  defign. 

Invention,  art,  and  fable,  all  muft  join  : 

Here  fitftion  muft  employ  its  utnioft  grace  ; 

All  muft  affume  a  body,  mind,  and  face  i 

Each  virtue  a  divinity  is  feen  ; 

Prudence  is  Pallas,  beauty  Paphos'  queen.  . 

'Tis  not  a  cloud  from  whence  fwift  lightnings  fly; 

But  Jupiter,  that  thunders  from  the  (ky  : 

Nor  a  rough  ftorm  that  gives  the  failor  pain; 

But  angry  Neptune  plowing  up  the  main  : 

Echo's  fio  more  an  empty  airy  found; 

Bi:t  a  fair  nymph  that  weeps  her  lover  drown'd. 

Thus  in  the  endltfs  treafure  of  hi'?  mind, 

The  poet  does  a  thoufand  figures  find. 

Around  the  work  his  ornaments  he  pours, 

And  ftrews  with  lavifh  liand  his  opening  flowersj, 

'  ris  not  a  wonder  if  a  tempc.ft  bore 

The  Trojan  fleet  againft  the  Libyan  fhore; 

From  faithlcfs  fortune  this  is  no  furprize. 

For  every  day  'tis  common  to  our  eyes ; 

But  angry  Juno,  that  flie  might  deftroy, 

And  overwhelm  the  reft  of  niin'd  Troy  : 

That  j'Eolus  with  the  fierce  goddcfs  join'd, 

Open'd  the  hollow  prilons  of  the  wind  ; 

Till  angry  Neptune  looking  o'er  the  main, 

Rebukes  the  tf  mpcft,  calms  the  waves  again. 

Their  veflels  from  the  dangerous  quicki'ands  fteeri ; 

Thefe  are  the  fprings  that  move  our  hopes  and 

fears ; 
Wthout  thefe  ornaments  before  our  eyes, 
Th'  unfinew'd  poem  languiflics  and  dicj  : 
Your  poet  in  his  art  will  always  fail, 
And  tell  you  but  a  dull  iufipid  i<Uc' 
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In  vain  have  our  rrilftaken  authors  try'd 

To  lay  thde  ancient  ornaments  afide. 

Thinking-  our  God,  and  prophets  that  he  fent, 

Might  lid:  like  thofe  the  poets  did  invent, 

To  fright  poor  readers  in  each  line  with  hell, 

>\nd  talk  of  Satan,  Afhtaroth,  and  Bel; 

The  myfteries  which  Chriftians  muft  believe, 

DiidaiiJ  iuch  fliifting  pageants  to  receive: 

The  gofpel  cifcrs  nothing  to  cur  thoughts 

But  penitence,  or  punifhment  for  faults; 

And  mingling  falfehoods  with  thofe  myfteries, 

Would  make  our  facred  truths  appear  like  lies. 

Befides,  what  pleafure  can  it  be  to  hear 

The  bowlings  of  repining  Lucifer, 

Whofc  rage  at  your  imagin'd  hero  flies, 

And  oft  with  God  himfeif  difputes  the  prize  ? 

Taflb  you  '11  fay  has  done  it  with  applaufe  ? 

It  is  not  here  1  mean  to  judge  his  caufe  ; 

Yet  though  our  age  has  fo  extoll'd  his  name, 

His  works  had  never  gain'd  immortal  fame. 

If  holy  Godfrey  in  his  ecUafies 

Had  only  Conquer'd  Satan  on  his  knees; 

If  Tancrcd  and  Armida's  pleafing  form 

Did  rot  his  melancholy  ihenie  adorn. 

*Tis  not,  that  Chriftian  pocm«  ought  to  be 

Fill'd  with  the  fidions  of  idolatry  ; 

Eut  in  a  common  fubjeift  to  rejedl 

The  g"ds,  and  heathen  ornaments  negleft  ; 

To  banifh  Tritons  who  the  tas  invade. 

To  take  Pan's  whiftle,  or  the  Fates  degrade, 

To  hinder  Charon  in  his  leaky  boat 

To  pafs  the  fhepherd  with  the  man  of  note. 

Is  with  vain  fcruples  to  diilurb  your  mind, 

And  fearch  perfection  you  can  never  find  : 

As  well  they  may  forbid  us  to  prefent 

Prudence  or  Jufcice  for  an  ornament, 

To  paint  old  Janus  with  his  front  of  brafs, 

And  take  from  Time  his  fcythe,  his  wings  and 

glafs. 
ArH  every  where,  as  'twere  idolatry, 
Banfti  defcriptions  from  our  poetry, 
l^eavethem  their  pious  foIlie^,  to  purfue  ; 
But  let  our  reafon  fuch  vain  fears  fubdue  : 
And  let  ts  mt,  amongfl.  our  vanities. 
Of  the  trut  God  create  a  God  of  lies. 
In  fable  we  a  thoufand  pleafures  fee. 
And  the  fmonth  names  feem  made  for  poetry; 
As  HeiSlor,  Alexander,  Helen,  Phyllis, 
Uh'ffes,  Agamemnon,  and  Achilles  : 
i'n  fuch  a  crov.'d,  the  poet  were  to  blame 
To  choife  king  Chilperic  for  his  hero's  name. 
SonietinKs  the  name  being  well  or  ill  apply'd, 
Will  the  whole  fortune  of  your  work  decide. 
Would  you  your  reader  never  fhould  be  tir\i .' 
Choofe  fonie  great  hero,  fit  to  be  admir'd; 
][[  courage  fignal,  and  in  virtue  bright, 
Let  e'en  his  very  failings  give  delight ; 
Let  his  greai  adiions  our  attention  bind. 
Like  Caefar,  tr  like  Scipio,  frame  his  mindj 
And  not  like  Oedipus  his  perjur'd  race  ; 
A  cemmon  conqueror  is  a  theme  too  bafe. 
Choofe  not  yout  tale  of  accidents  too  full; 
Too  much  variety  may  make  it  dull : 
Achilles'  rage  alme,  when  wrought  with  flciil, 
Abundantly  does  a  whole  Iliad  filL 


Be  your  narrations  lively,  fhorr,  and  fmart ; 

In  your  defcriptions  fhew  your  nobleft  art  : 

There  'tis  your  poetry  may  be  employ 'd  : 

Yet  ytiU  muft  trivial  accidents  avoid. 

Nor  imitate  that  fool,  who,  to  defcribe 

The  wondrous  marches  of  the  chofen  tribe, 

Plac'd  on  the  fides  to  fee  their  armies  pafs. 

The  filhes  ftaring  through  the  liquid  glafs; 

Defcrib'd  a  child,  who,  with  his  little  hand, 

Pick'd  up  the  Ihining  pebbles  from  the  faiid. 

Such  objcifts  are  too  mean  to  ftav'  our  fight; 

Allow  your  work  a  juft  and  nobler  flight. 

Be  your  beginning  plain  ;  and  take  good  heed 

Too  foon  you  mount  not  on  the  airy  ftced  ; 

Nor  tell  your  reader  in  a  thundering  verfe, 

"  I  fiug  th.',  conqueror  of  the  univerfe." 

What  can  an  author  after  thi-^  produce  ? 

The  labouring  mountain  muft  bring  forth  amoufe. 

Much  better  are  we  pleas'd  with  his  addrefs, 

Who,  without  making  fuch  vaft  promifes, 

Says,  in  an  eafier  ftyle  aud  plainer  fenfe^ 

"   t  fing  the  combats  of  that  pious  prince 

"   Who  from  the  Phrygian  coift  hi*  armtes  bore, 

"  And  landed  firft  on  the  Lavinian  fhore." 

His  opening  Mufe  fets  not  the  world  on  fire, 

And  yet  performs  more  than  we  can  require: 

f^iuickly  you  'II  hear  him  celebrate  the  fame 

And  future  glory  of  the  Romau  namfi ; 

Of  Scyx  and  Acheron  defcribe  the  floods^ 

And  Cafar's  wandering  in  th'  Elyfian  woods  t 

With  figures  numberlefs  his  ftory*  grace. 

And  every  thing  in  beauteous  colours  trace. 

At  once  you  may  be  pleafmg  and  fublime  : 

I  hate  a  heavy  melancholy  rhyme  : 

I'd  rather  read  Orlando's  comic  tale, 

Than  a  dull  author  always  ftiff"and  ftaie, 

Who  thinks  himfeif  diftionour'd  in  bis  ftyle. 

If  on  liis  works  the  graces  do  but  fmile. 

'Tis  faid,  that  Homer,  matchlefs  in  his  art. 

Stole  Venus'  girdle  to  engage  the  heart : 

His  works  indeed  vaft  treafure=  do  unfold, 

And  whatfo-'er  he  touches  turns  to  gold  : 

All  in  his  hands  new  beauty  does  acquire; 

He  always  plcafes,  and  can  never  tire. 

A  happy  warmth  he  every  where  may  boaft; 

Nor  is  he  in  tio  long  digreflions  loft  : 

tiis  v-erfes  without  rule  a  method  find. 

And  of  themfelves  appear  in  order  join'd  : 

All  without  trouble  anfwers  his  intent ; 

Each  fyllable  i<  tending  to  th'  event. 

Let  his  er,amj5le  your  endeavours  raife  : 

To  love  his  writings  is  a  kind  of  praife. 

A  poem,  where  we  -all  perfesftions  find, 
Is  not  the  v.'ork  of  a  fantaftic  mind  : 
There    muft  be  care,   and  time,    and  flciil,    and 

pains; 
Not  the  firft  heat  of  uncxperienc'd  brains. 
Yet  fometim;s  artlefs  poets,  when  the  rage 
Of  a  warm  fancy  dses  their  minds  engage, 
Puff'd  with  valti  pride,  prcfame  they  underftand. 
And  boldly  take  the  trumpet  in  their  hand  ; 
Their  fuftian  Mufe  each  accident  confounds  ; 
Nor  can  flic  fly,  but  rife  by  leaps  an  fljounds. 
Till,  their  fmal!  ftock  of  learning  quickly  fpcntj 
Th«ir  pcerr.  dies  for  want  of  Rouriftiment. 

F  iiij  ' 


THE    WOR.RS    OF   DRYDEN. 


In  vain  manlund  the  hot-brain'd  fool  decries, 
No  branding  cenfures  can  unveil  his  eyes; 
With  impudence  the  laurel  they  invade, 
Refolv'd  to  like  the  monfters  they  have  made. 
Virgil,  compar'd  to  them,  is  flat  snd  dry ;  | 

And  Homer  underftood  not  poetry  ; 
Againft  their  merit  it'  this  age  rebel, 
To  future  tiir^es  for  juftite  they  appeal. 
But  waiting  till  mankind  Ihall  do  them  right, 
And  bring  tlieir  works  triumphantly  tohght; 
Negledted  heaps  wc  in  bye-comers  lay. 
Where  they  become  to  worms  and  moths  a  prey ; 
Forgot,  in  dull  and  cobwebs  let  them  reft, 
Whilft  we  return  fri^m  whence  we  firft  digreft. 
The  great  fuccefs  which  tragic  writers  found. 
In  Athens  firft  the  comedy  renown'd, 
Th'  abufivc  Grecian  there  by  pleafing  ways, 
Difpcrs'd  his  natural  malice  in  his  plays  ; 
Wifdom  and  virtue,  honour,  wit,  and  fenfe. 
Were  fubjedt  to  bufTooning  infolence  : 
Potts  were  publicly  approv'd,  and  fought, 
That  vice  extoll'd,  and  virtue  fet  at  nought ! 
A  Socrates  himitlf,  in  that  loofe  age, 
Wa«  made  the  paftime  of  a  fcoffing  ftage, 
At  laft  the  public  took  in  hand  the  caufe. 
And  cur'd  this  madnefs  by  the  power  of  laws; 
Forbad  at  any  time,  or  any  place, 
To  name  the  perfon,  or  defcribe  the  face. 
The  ftage  its  ancient  fury  thus  l«t  fall. 
And  comedy  diverted  without  gall  : 
By  mild  reproofs  recovtr'd  minds  difeas'd, 
And  fparing  perlbns  innocently  pleas'd. 
Each  one.  was  nicely  fliewn  in  this  new  glafs. 
And  fmil'd  to  think  he  was  not  meant  the  afs  : 
A  mifer  oft  would  laugh  zi  firft,  to  find 
A  faithful  draught  of  his  own  fordid  mind ;  | 

And  fops  were  with  fuch  care  and  cunning  writ,  | 
Thty  lik'd  the  piece  for  which  themfelves  did  fit.  i 
You  thtn  that  would  the  comic  laurels  wear,  I 

To  ftudy  nature  be  your  only  care  :  i 

Who'er  knows  man,  and  by  a  curious  art  | 

Difccrns  the  hidden  fecrets  tf  the  heart ;  | 

Hi'  who  obferves,  and  natarally  can  paint 
The  jealous  fool,  the  fawning  lycophant, 
A  I'obcr  wit,  an  enterprifing  afs, 
A  hunKTous  Otter,  or  a  Il'idibras; 
May  fafcly  in  thofe  noble  lifts  engage. 
And  malcc  them  a&.  and  fj>eak  upon  the  ftage. 
Strive  to  be  natural  in  all  you  write. 
And  paint  wiih  colours  'hat  may  pkafe  the  fight, 
Nature  in  various  figures  does  al'ound; 
And  in  each  n.ind  are  difterciit  honours  found  : 
A  glance,  a  touch,  difcovcrs  to  the  wife  ; 
i'lir  c-very  man  has  not  difcirning  eyes. 
Ail-^han('.ing  linie  dii^s  alio  change  the  mind  ; 
And  difi'^rtnt  age;,  diflueiit  jlcaluicb  find  : 


Youfh,  hot  and  furious,  cannot  brook  delay, 

By  flattering  vice  is  eafily  led  away  ; 

Vain  in  difcourfc,  inconftant  in  dcfire. 

In  cenfurc  rafli,  in  plesfures  all  on  fire. 

The  manly  age  does  fteadier  thoughts  enjoy; 

Povv'er  and  ambition  do  his  foul  employ : 

Againft  the  turns  of  fate  he  fets  his  mind ; 

And  by  the  paft  the  future  hopes  to  find. 

Decrepit  age  ftill  adding  to  his  ftores. 

For  other  heaps  the  treafure  he  adores. 

In  all  his  anions  keeps  a  frozen  pace; 

Paft  times  extols,  the  prefent  to  debafe : 

Incapable  of  pleafures  youth  abufe, 

fn  ethers  blames  what  age  does  him  refufe. 

Your  atSlors  muft  by  reafon  be  controui'd  : 

I^et  young  men  fpcaklike  young,  old  men  like  old: 

Obferve  the  town,  and  ftudy  well  the  court : 

For  thither  various  chara<Slers  refort : 

Thus  'twas  great  Johnfoa  purchas'd  his  renown. 

And  in  his  art  had  borne  away  the  crown  ; 

If,  lefs  defirous  of  the  people's  praifc. 

He  had  not  with  low  farce  debas'd  his  plays ; 

Mixing  dull  buffoonery  with  wit  refin'd, 

And  Harlequin  with  noble  Terence  join'd. 

When  in  the  Fox  I  fee  the  tortoife  hift, 

1  lofc  the  author  of  the  Alchemift. 

The  comic  wit,  botn  with  a  fmiling  air, 

Muft  tragic  grief  and  pompous  verfe  forbeaf  ; 

Yet  may  he  not,  as  on  a  market-place, 

With  baudy  jefts  amufe  the  populace  : 

With  well-bred  converfation  you  muft  pleafc, 

And  your  intrigue  unravel'd  be  with  eafe  : 

Your  adlion  ftill  fhould  reafon's  rules  obey, 

Nor  in  an  empty  fcene  may  lofe  its  way. 

Your  humble  flyle  muft  fometimes  gently  rife ; 

And  your  difcourfe  fententious  be,  and  wife  : 

The  pafilons  muft  to  nature  be  confin'd ; 

And  fcenes  to  fcenes  with  artful  weaving  join'dt 

Your  wit  muft  not  unfeafonably  play  ; 

But  follow  bus'nefsr  never  lead  the  way. 

Obferve  how  Terence  docs  this  error  fliun  ; 

A  careful  father  chides  his  amorous  fon  : 

Then  fee  that  fon,  whom  no  advice  can  move, 

Fofget  thofe  orders,  and  purfue  his  love: 

' Tis  not  a  well-drawn  pidure  we  difcovcr  : 

'Tis  a  true  fon,  a  father,  and  a  lover. 

I  like  an  author  that  reforms  the  age. 

And  keeps  the  right  decorum  of  the  ftage  ; 

That  always  pleales  by  juft  realon's  rule  : 

iiut  for  a  tcditius  droll,  a  quibblipg  fool, 

Whc)  with  low  naiiieous  baudry  filU  his  plays; 

Lit  him  be  gone,  and  on  two  trtflcls  raifc      • 

Sonic   Smithfield  ftage,   where    he   may  aifl  his 

pranks, 
And  make  Jack-Puddings  fp eak  to  mouutebanks. 


THE    ART    OF    POETRY, 


6  A  N  T  O      IV, 


In  Florence  dwelt  a  doflor  of  renown, 
The  fcourge  of  God,  and  terror  of  the  town, 
Who  all  the  cant  of  phyfic  had  by  heart, 
And  never  murder'd  but  by  rules  of  art. 
The  public  mifchief  was  his  private  gain  ; 
Children  their  flaughter'd  parents  fought  in  vain ; 
A  brother  here  liis  poifon'd  brother  wept ; 
Some  bloodlefs  dy'd,  and  fome  by  opium  flept. 
Colds,  at  his  prefence,  would  to  frenzies  turn  ; 
And  ague=,  like  malignant  fevers,  burn. 
Hated,  at  laft,  his  practice  gives  him  o'er; 
One  friend,  unkili'd  by  drugs,  of  all  his  ftore, 
In  his  new  country-houfe  affords  him  place ; 
'Twas  a  rich  abbot,  and  a  building  afs : 
Here  firfl  the  dodlor's  talent  came  in  play  ; 
He  feems  iiifpir'd,  and  talks  like  Wren  or  May : 
Of  this  new  portico  condemns  the  face, 
And  turns  the  entrance  to  a  better  place; 
Defigns  the  flair-cafe  at  the  other  end, 
His  friend  approves,  does  for  his  mafon  fend. 
He  conies;  thedoiftor's  arguments  prevail. 
In  fiiort,  to  finifh  fhis  our  humurous  tale. 
He  Galen's  dang,  -ous  fcience  does  rejedl. 
And  fnim  ill  doiftor  turns  good  architedl. 
In  this  example  we  may  have  our  part ; 
Rather  be  mafon,  'tis  a  ufeful  art ! 
Than  a  dull  poet ;  for  that  trade  accurft. 
Admits  no  mean  betwixt  the  beft  and  worft. 
In  other  fciences,  without  difgrace, 
A  candidate  may  fill  a  fecoi:d  place  ; 
But  poetry  no  medium  can  admit. 
No  reader  fuffers  an  indifferent  wit  : 
The  tuin'd  ftationers  againft  him  bani, 
Ard  herringham  degrades  him  from  his  flail. 
Burlefque,  at  leaft,  our  laughter  may  excite  : 
But  a  cgld  writer  never  can  delight. 


The  Counter-Scuffle  has  more  wit  and  art, 

Than  the  ftiff"  formal  ftile  of  Gondibert. 

Be  not  affeifted  with  th.it  empty  praife 

Which  your  vain  flatterers  will  fometimes  ralfCj 

And  when  you  read,  with  ecftacy  will  fay, 

"  The  finifh'd  piece  !  the  admirable  play  !" 

Which,  when  expos'd  to  cenfure  and  to  light, 

Cannot  endure  a  critic's  piercing  fight. 

A  hundred  authors  fates  have  been  foretold,     ' 

And  Shadwell's  works  are  printed,  but  not  fold. 

Hear  all  the  world ;  confider  every  thought ; 

A  fool  by  chance  may  ftumble  on  a  fault : 

Yet,  when  Apollo  does  your  Mufe  infpire. 

Be  not  impatient  to  expofe  your  fire  ; 

Nor  imitate  the  Settles  of  our  times, 

Thofe  tuneful  readers  of  their  own  dull  rhymesv 

Who  feize  on  all  th'  acquaintance  they  can  riseet^; 

And  flop  the  pafliengers  that  walk  the  ilreet : 

There  is  no  fanduary  you  can  choofe 

For  a  defence  for  their  purfuing  Mufe. 

I've  faid  before,  be  patient  when  they  blame; 

To  alfer  for  the  better  is  no  fhame. 

Yet  yield  not  to  a  fool's  impertinence  : 

Sometimes  conceited  fceptics,  void  of  fenfe. 

By  their  falfe  tafte  condemns  fome  finifh'd  part, 

And  blame  the  noblefl  flights  of  wit  and  arc. 

In  vain  their  fond  opinions  you  deride. 

With  their  lov'd  follies  they  are  fatisfy'd  ; 

And   their   weak  judgment,  void  of   fenfe  and 

light, 
Thinks  nothing  can  efcape  their  feeble  fight : 
rheiridangerous  counfels  do  not  cure,but  wound ;  'y 
To  ftiun  the  ftorm,  they  run  your  verl'e  aground,  y 
A.nd,  thinking  to  efcape  a  rock,  are  drovvn'd,      j 
Choofe  a  fure  judge  to  cenfure  what  you  write, 
U'hofe  rcafon  leads, and  knowledge  gives  you  light. 
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Whofc  fleady  hand  will  prove  your  faithful  guide, 

And  touch  the  darling  follits  you  would  hide  : 

He,  in  your  doubts,  will  carefully  advife, 

And  clear  the  mifl  before  your  feeble  eyes. 

'Tis  he  will  tell  you,  to  what  noble  height 

A  generous  Mufe  may  fomeiimes  take  her  flight ; 

When  too  much  fettcr'd  with  the  rules  of  art, 

May  from  her  flricler  boards  and  limits  part  : 

But  fuch  a  perfcdl  judge  is  hard  to  fee, 

And  every  rhymer  knows  not  poetry  ; 

Nay  fome  there  are,  for  writing  verfe  extoU'd, 

Who  know  not  Lucan'd  drofi  from  Virgil's  gold, 

Wf'uld  you  in  this-  great  art  acquire  renown  f 
Authors,  obferve  the  rules  I  here  lay  dcwn. 
In  prudent  leffons  every  where  aboimd  ; 
With  pkafant  join  the  ufeful  and  the  found  : 
A  fober  reader  a  vain  tale  will  flight; 
He  feeks  as  well  inftruc'ion  as  dchght. 
JLet  all  your  thoughts  to  virtue  be  confin'd, 
Still  offering  nobler  figures  to  our  mind : 
I  like  not  thofe  loofe  writers  who  employ 
Their  guilty  Mule,  good  manners  to  deftroy  ; 
Who  with  falfe  colours  ftill  deceive  our  eyes, 
And  (hew  us  vice  drefs'd  in  a  fair  difguife. 
Yet  do  I  not  their  fuUen  Mufe  approve, 
Who  from  all  modeft  writings  banifh  love  ;J 
That  flrip  the  play-houfe  of  its  chief  intrigue, 
And  make  a  murderer  of  Roderigue  : 
The  lightcfl:  love,  if  decently  expreft, 
W'ill  raife  no  vicious  motions  in  our  brcafl. 
Dido  in  vain  may  weep,  and  afk  relief; 
1  blame  her  folly  whilft  I  flare  her  grief. 
A  virtuous  author,  in  his  charming  art. 
To  pleafe  the  fenfc  needs  not  corrupt  the  heart ; 
His  heat  will  never  caufe  a  guilty  fire  : 
To  follow  virtue  then  be  your  dcfire. 
In  vain  your  art  aud  vigour  are  expreft  ; 
Th'  oblcene  exprtffion  fhews  th'  infetSled  breaft. 
But- above  all,  bafe  jealoufics  avoid. 
In  which  dctrading  poets  are  employ'd. 
A  noble  wit  dares  liberally  contend  ; 
And  fcorns  to  grudge  at  his  deferving  friend, 
liafe  rivals,  who  true  wit  and  merit  hate, 
Caballing  Hill  againfl  it  with  the  great, 
Malicioufly  afpire  to  gaiti  renown, 
By  {landing  up,  and  pulling  others  down. 
Uever  dtbafc  yourfelf  by  treacherous  ways. 
Nor  by  fuch  abjiiil  methods  feck  for  praife  : 
Let  not  your  only  bufincfs  be  to  write  ; 
Be  virtuous,  jufl,  and  in  your  friends  deliglit. 
'Tis  not  enough  your  poems  be  admir'd  ; 
But  fliive  your  converfation  be  dcfir'd  : 
V'^rite  for  immortal  fame  ;  nor  ever  choofe 
Gold  for  the  objcvSl.  of  a  generous  Mufe. 
I  know  a  i:oble  wit  may,  witiiout  crime, 
Receive  a  lawful  tribute  for  his  time  ; 
Yet  I  abhor  thofe  writers,  who  defpife 
Their  honour  ;  and  alone  their  proilts  prize; 
Who  their  Apollo  br.ftly  will  degrade. 
And  of  a  noble  fcicnce  make  a  trade. 
Before  kind  rcafon  did  her  light  difplay, 
And  government  taught  mortals  to  obey, 
Men,  like  wild  beads,  did  nature's  laws  purfuc. 
They  fed  on  htrbs,  and  drink  from  livers  Jiew  ; 


Their  brutal  force,  on  luft.  and  rapine  bent. 
Committed  murder  without  puiiifhment ; 
Reafon  at  laft,  by  her  all-conquering  arts, 
Reduc'd  thefe  favages,  and  turn'd  their  hearts; 
Mankind  from  bogs,  and  woods,  and  caverns  calls. 
And  towns  and  cities  fortifies  with  walls  : 
Thus  fear  of  juflice  made  proud  rapine  ceafe. 
And  fnclter'd  innocence  by  laws  and  peace. 

Thefe  benefits  from  poets  we  receiv'd. 
From  whence  are  rais'd  thefe  fidlions  iince  believ'd. 
Tlxat  Orpheus,  by  his  foft  harmonious  flrains, 
Tam'd  the  fierce  tigers  of  the  Thracian  plains  ; 
Aniphion'S  notes,  by"  their  melodious  powers. 
Drew  rocks   and   woods,  and   rais'd  the  Theban 

towers ; 
Thefe  miracles  from  numbers  did  arife  : 
Since  which,  in  verfe  heaven  tai.ght  his  myfierits, 
Aud  by  a  jriefl:,  pcffcfs'd  with  rage  divine, 
ApoUu  fpoke  from  his  propheiic  Ihrine. 
Soon  after  Homer  the  old  heroes  prais'd, 
Ai^.d  noble  minds  by  great  examples  rais'd; 
Then  Hefiod  did  his  Grecian  Ivvains  incline 
To  till  the  fields,  and  prune  the  bounteous  vine. 
Thus  ufcfiil  rules  were  by  tlie  poets  aid, 
In  eafy  numbers  to  rude  men  convey'd, 
And  pkafingly  their  precepts  did  impart; 
Firft  charm'd  the  ear,  and  then  engag'd  the  heart : 
The  Mufes  tlius  their  reputaiion  rais'd. 
And  with  jut1:  gratitude  in  Greece  were  praia'd. 
With  pleaiure  mortals  did  their  wonders  fee, 
And  facrific'd  to  their  divinity; 
But  want,  at  laft,  bafe  flattery  entertain'd. 
And  old  Parnafius  with  this  vice  was  ftain'd  : 
Dcfire  of  gain  dazzling  the  poets'  eyes, 
Tlieir  works  were  fiU'd  with  fulfoipc  flatteiies. 
Thus  needy  wits  a  vile  revenue  made. 
And  verfe  became  a  mercenary  trade. 
Debafe  not  with  fo  mean  a  vice  thy  art : 
If  gold  mud  be  the  idol  of  thy  heart. 
Fly,  fly  th'  unfruitful  Heliconian  llrand, 
Thole  flreams  are  not  enricli'd  with  gciiden  fand  i 
Great  wits,  as  well  as  warri<>rs,  only  gain  ' 

Laurels  and  honours  for  their  toil  and  pain  : 
But  what  ?  an  author  cannot  live  on  fame, 
Or  pay  a  reckoning  with  a  lofty  name  : 
A  poet  to  whom  fortune  is  unkind. 
Who  when  he  goes  to  bed  has  hardly  din'd; 
Takes  little  pleafure  in  Parnafius'  dreams. 
Or  rclilhcs  the  Heliconian  flreams. 
Horace  had  eafe  ar^d  plenty  when  he  writ,  Tj 

And,  free  from  eares  for  monc)  •    fiT  ir.eat,      ^ 
Did  not  expeA  his  dinner  from  i.i*  wit.  j 

'  lis  true  ;  but  verfe  is  cherifli'd  by  the  great, 
And  now  none  famifli  who  deferve  to  eat ; 
What  can  we  fear,  when  virtue,  arts,  and  fcnfe. 
Receive  the  flats  propitious  influence  ; 
When  ft  fliarp-fighted  prince,  by  early  grants. 
Rewards  your  merits,  and  prevents  ycur  wants  ? 
Sing  then  his  glory,  celebrate  his  fame; 
Your  noblefl  theme  is  his  immortal  name.  ' 
Let  mighty  Spenfcr  raife  Jiis  reverend  head, 
Cowley  and  Denham  ftart  up  from  the  dead; 
Waller  his  age  renew,  and  offering';  bring. 
Our  monarch's  praife  Itt  bright-cj-'d  virgins  fing  ; 


Canto  IV. 


THE    ART    OF    POETRY. 


9» 


Let  Dryden  with  new  rules  our  ftage  refine. 
And  his  great  models  form  by  this  defign  : 
But  where's  a  fecond  ^irgil  to  rehearfe 
Our  hero's  glories  in  his  epic  verfe  ? 
What  Orpheus  fing  his  triumphs  o'er  the  main, 
And  make  the  hills  and  forefts  move  again  ; 
Shew  his  bold  fleet  on  the  Batavian  Ihore, 
And  Holland  trembling  as  his  cannons  roar; 
Paint  Europe's  balance  in  his  fteady  hand,  ") 

Whilft  the  two  worlds  in  expe(flation  Hand  > 

Of  pe^ce  or  war,  that  wait  on  his  command  ?     j 
But  as  I  fpeak  new  glories  feize  my  eyes, 
Glories,  which  heaven  itfelf  does  give,  and  prize, 
Eleffings  of  peace,  that  with  her  milder  rays 
Adorn  his  reign,  and  bring  Saturnian  days  : 
Now  let  rebellion,  difcord,  vice,  and  rage, 
That  have  in  patriots  forms  debauch'd  onr  age, 
Vanifh  with  all  the  minifters  of  hell  : 
His  rays  their  poifonous  vapours  Ihall  difpel ; 


'Tis  he  alone  our  fafety  did  create. 

His  own  firm  foul  fecur'd  the  nation's  fate, 

Oppos'd  to  all  the  Bout'feu's  of  the  ftate, 

Authors,  for  him  your  great  endeavours  raife  ; 

The  loftiefl  numbers  will  but  reach  his  praife. 

For  me,  whofe  verfe  in  fatfre  has  been  bred. 

And  never  durft  heroic  meafures  tread ; 

Yet  you  fliall  fee  me,  in  that  famous  field, 

With  eyes  and  voice,  my  beft  afliflance  yield  ; 

Ofier  your  lefTons,  that  my  infant  Mufe 

Learnt,  when  fhc  Horace  for  her  guide  did  choofee 

Second  your  zeal  with  wiflies,  heart,  and  eyes. 

And  afar  hold  up  the  glorious  prize. 

But  pardon  too,  if,  zealous  for  the  right, 

A  ftri(St  obferver  of  each  noble  flight, 

From  the  fine  gold  I  feparate  the  allay. 

And  fliew  how  hafty  writers  fometimes  flray  i 

Apter  to  blame,  than  knowing  how  to  mend; 

A  Iharp,  but  yet  a  necefl'ary  friend. 


THRENODIA  AVGUSTALISi 


A  FUNERAL  PINDARIC  POEM, 


Sacred  to  the  happy  Memory  of 


KING    CHARLES  IL 


iHtrs  long  my  grief  has  kept  me  dumb  ; 
Sure  there's  a  lethargy  in  mighty  woe, 

Tears  ftand  congeal'd,  and  cannot  flow  ; 
And  the  fad  foul  retires  into  her  inmoft  room  : 
Tears,  for  a  ftroke  forefeen,  afford  relief ; 

But,  unprovided  for  a  fudden  blow, 

Like  Niobe  we  marble  grow ; 

And  petrify  with  grief, 

•ur  Brliifii  heaven  was  all  ferene. 

No  threatening  cloud  was  nigh, 

Not  the  Icaft  wrinkle  to  deform  the  fky; 

AVe  liv'd  as  unconcern'd  and  happily 
As  the  firfl  age  in  nature's  golden  fcene  ; 

Supine  aniidfh  our  flowing  (lore, 
"VVe  flept  fecurely,  and  we  drcrmt  of  more  : 

When  fuddcnly  the  tluinder-clap  was  heard, 

It  took  us  unprcpar'd  and  out  of  guard. 

Already  loft  before  we  fear'd. 
Th'  amazing  newsof  Charles  at  once  were  fpread. 

At  once  the  general  voice  dtclar'd, 


"  Our  gracious  prince  was  dcnd." 
No  ficknefs  known  before,  no  flow  difeafc,. 
To  foften  grief  by  juft  degrees. 
But  like  an  hurricane  on  Indian  feas, 
The  tempefl  rofe ; 
An  unexpedled  biirft  of  woes  ; 
With  fcarcc  a  breathing  fpace  betwixt. 
This  now  becalm'd,  and  periftiing  the  next. 
As  if  great  Atlas  from  his  height 
Should  fink  beneith  his  heavenly  weight. 
And  with  a  mighty  flaw,  the  flaming  wall 

As  once  it  fliall. 
Should  gape  immenfe,  and   rufliing  down,  o'er- 

whelm  this  nether  ball; 
So  fwift  and  fo  furprifing  wa*  our  fear  : 
^ur  Atlas  fell  indeed;  but  Hercules  was  ocar. 


IVs  pious  brother,  fure  the  beil 
Who  ever  bore  that  name, 
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Was  newly  rlfen  from  his  reft, 

And,  with  a  fervent  flame, 
His  ufual  morning,  vows  had  jnft  addreft 

For  his  dear  fovereign's  health  ; 
And  hop'd  to  have  them  heard, 
In  long  increafe  of  years, 

In  honour,  fame  and  wealth  : 

Guiltlefs  of  greatncfs  thus  he  always  pray'd, 

Ner  knew  nor  wifli'd  thofe  vows  he  made. 

On  his  own  head  fhould  be  repay'd. 
Soon  as  th'  ill-omen'd  rumour  reach'd  his  car, 

111  news  is  wing'd  with  fate,  and  flies  apace. 

Who  can  dclicribe  th'  amazement  of  his  face ! 
Horror  in  all  his  pomp  was  there, 
Mute  and  magnificent  without  a  tear  : 
And  then  the  hero  firfl.  was  feen  to  fear. 
Half  unarray'd  he  ran  to  his  relief. 
So  hafly  and  fo  artlefs  was  his  grief: 
Approaching  greatnefs  met  him  with  her  charms 

Of  power  and  future  flate  ; 

But  look'd  fo  ghaftly  in  a  brother's  fate, 
He  ihook  her  from  his  arms. 
Arriv'd  within  the  mournful  room  he  faw 

A  wild  diflraiftion,  void  of  awe. 
And  arbritrary  grief  unbounded  by  a  law. 

God's  image,  God's  anointed,  lay 
Without  motion,  pulfe,  or  breath, 

A  fenfelefs  lump  of  facred  clay, 
An  image  now  of  death. 
Amidft  his  fad  attendants  groans  and  cries, 

The  lines  of  that  ador'd  forgiving  face^ 

Diflorted  from  their  native  grace. 
An  iron  flumber  fat  on  his  majellic  eyes. 
The  pious  Duke — Forbear  audacious  Mufe ! 
Ho  terms  thy  feeble  art  can  ufe 
Are  able  to  adorn  fo  vaft  a  woe  : 
The  grief  of  all  the  reft  like  fubjeifl-grief  did  fhew. 

His  like  a  fovereign  did  tranfcend ; 
No  wife,  no  brother,  fuch  a  grief  could  know. 
Nor  any  name  but  friend. 


0  wonderous  changes  of  a  fatal  fceae. 

Still  varying  to  the  laft  '. 

Heaven,  though  its  hard  decree  was  paft, 
Seem'd  pointing  to  a  gracious  turn  again  : 

And  death's  uplifted  arm  arrefted  in  its  hafte. 

Heaven  half  repented  of  the  doom, 
And  almoft  griev'd  it  had  forefeen. 

What  by  forcCght  it  will'd  eternally  to  come. 
Mercy  above  did  hourly  plead 

For  her  refemblahce  here  below  ; 
And  mild  forgivenefs  intercede 

To  flop  the  coming  blow. 
New  miracles  approach'd  th'  ethereal  throne, 
i^ch  as    his  wondrous  life  had  oft   and  lately 

known, 
^nd  urg'd  that  flill  they  might  he  fhewn, 

On  earth  his  pious  brother  pray'd  and  vow'd. 
Renouncing  greatnefs  at  fo  dear  a  rate, 

Himfelf  defending  what  he  could, 

From  all  the  glories  of  his  future  fate, 

[With  him  th'  in?iumerable  crowd, 
Pf  armed  prsjers 


I  Knock'd  at  the  gates  of  heaven,  and  knock'd  aloudj 
The  firft  well  meaning  rude  petitioners. 
All  for  his  life  aflail'd  the  throne. 
All  would  have  brib'd  the  fkies  by  cfiering  u» 

their  ovyn. 
So  great  a  throng  not  heaven  itfelf  could  bar ; 
'Twas  almoft  born  by  force  as   in  the  giants* 

war. 
The  prayers  at  leaft  for  his  reprieve  were  heard  i 
His  death,  like  Hezekiah's,  was  defer'd  : 
Againft  the  fun  the  fliadow  went ; 
Five  days,  thofe  five  degrees,  were  lent 
To  form  our  patience  and  prepare  th'  event. 
The  fecond  caufes  took  the  fwift  cotrunand,' 
The  medicinal  head,  the  ready  hand, 
All  eager  to  perform  their  part ; 
All  but  eternal  doom  was  conquer'd  by  their  art; 
Once  more  the  fleeting  fonl  came  back 

T*  infpire  the  mortal  frame ; 
And  in  the  body  took  a  doubtful  ftand, 

Doubtful  and  hovering  like  expiring  flame. 
That  mounts  and  falls  by  turns,  and  trembles  o*ec 
the  brand. 


The  joyful  (herl-liv'd  news  foon  fpread  around. 

Took  the  fame  train,  the  fame  impetuons  bound; 

The  drooping  town  in  fmiles  again  was  dreft, 

Gladnefs  in  every  face  expreft, 

Their  eyes  before  their  tongues  confeft. 

Men  met  each  other  with  erefted  look, 

The  flaps  were  higher  that  they  took, 

Friends  to  congratulate  their  friends  made  hafte  j. 

And  long  inveterate  foes  faluted  as  they  paft  : 

Above  the  reft  heroic  James  appear'd 

Exalted  more,  becaufe  he  more  had  fear'd: 

His  manly  heart,  whofe  noble  pride 

Was  ftill  above 

Diffembled  hate  or  vanifli'd  love. 

Its  more  than  common  tranfport  could  not  hide  { 

But  like  an  eagre  rode  in  triumph  o'er  the  tide. 

Thus,  in  alternate  courfe, 

The  tyrant  paffions,  hope  and  fear, 

Did  in  extremes  appear, 

And  flalh'd  upon  the  foul  with  equal  force. 

Thus,  at  half  ebb,  a  rolling  fea 

Returns  and  wins  upon  the  fliore  ; 

The  watery  herd,  affrighted  at  the  roar. 

Reft  on  their  fins  a  while,  and  ftay. 

Then  backward  take  their  wondering  way  : 

The  prophet  wonders  more  than  they, 

At  prodigies  but  rarely  feen  before,     [their  fway. 

And  cries,  a  king  muft  fall,  or  kingdoms  change 

Such  were  our  counter-tides  at  land,  and  fo 

Prefaging  of  the  fatal  blow. 

In  their  prodigious  ebb  and  flow. 

The  royal  foul,  that,  like  the  labouring  moon. 

By  charms  of  art  was  hurried  down, 

Forc'd  with  regret  to  leave  her  native  fphere. 

Came  but  a  while  on  liking  here  : 

Soon  weary  of  the  painful  ftrife, 

And  made  but  faint  eflays  of  life  : 

And  evening  light 

Soon  fhut  in  night : 

\ 
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A  ftrong  diftemper,  and  a  weak  relief, 

Short  intervals  of  joy,  and  long  returns  of  grief. 


The  fons  of  art  all  medicine?  try'd, 

And  every  noble  remedy  apply'd; 

With  emulation  each  effay'd 

His  utmoft  {kill,  nay  more,  they  pray'd  : 

Never  was  lofing  game  with  better  condud  play'd. 

Death  never  won  a  ftake  with  greater  toil, 

Kor  ere  was  fate  fo  near  a  foil : 

But  like  a^ortrefs  on  a  rock,  [mock ; 

Th'  impregnable  difeafe   their  vain   attempts  did 

They  men'd  it  near,  they  batter'd  from  afar 

With  all  the  cannon  of  the  medicinal  war  ; 

No  gentle  means  could  be  effay'd, 

'Twas  beyond  parly  when  the  fiege  was  laid  ; 

Th*  extremeft  ways  they  firft  ordain, 

Prcfcribing  fuch  intolerable  pain, 

As  none  but  Csefar  could  fultain  : 

Undaunted  Caefar  underwent 

The  malice  of  their  art,  nor  bent 

Beneath  whate'er  their  pious  rigout  could  invent: 

In  five  fuch  days  he  fufFer'd  more 

Than  any  fuffer'd  in  his  reign  before  ; 

jMore,  infinitely  more,  than  he, 

Againfl  the  worft  of  rebels,  could  decree, 

A  traitor  or  tvvice-pardon'd  enemy. 

Now  art  was  tir'd  without  fiiccefs. 

No  racks  could  make  the  flubborn  malady  confefs. 

The  vain  infurancers  of  life. 

And  he  who  moft  perform'd  and  promifs'd  lefs, 

Ev'n  Short  himfelf  forfook  th"  unequal  flrife. 

Death  and  defpair  were  in  their  looks, 

No  longer  they  confult  their  memories  or  books; 

Liike  helplefs  friends,  who  view  from  fhore 

The  labouring  fhip,  and  hear  the  tempeft  roar; 

So  flood  they  with  their  arms  acrofe; 

Not  to  aflift,  but  to  deplore 

Tt'  inevitable  lofs. 


Death  was  denounc'd ;  that  frightful  found 
W^hich  ev'n  the  beft  can  hardly  bear. 
He  took  the  fummons  void  of  fear ; 
And  uiKoncern'dly  caft  his  eyes  around  ; 
As  if  to  find  and  dare  the  griefly  challenger. 
What  death  could  do  he  lately  try'd, 
When  in  four  days  he  more  than  dy'd. 
The  fame  alTurance  all  his  words  did  grace  : 
The  fame  majeilic  mildncfs  held  its  place  : 
Nor  loft  the  monarch  in  his  dying  face. 
Intrepid,  pious,  merciful,  and  brave. 
He  look'd  as  when  he  conquer'd  and  forgave. 


As  if  fome  angel  had  been  fent 
To  lengthen  out  his  government. 
And  to  foretel  as  many  years  again. 
As  he  had  nimibcr'd  in  his  happy  reigji, 
So  cheerfully  he  took  the  doom 
Of  his  departing  breath  ; 
Nor  Ihrunk  nor  ftept  afide  for  death  : 
But  with  uualter'd  pace  kept  op ; 


Providing  for  events  to  comf , 

When  he  refign'd  the  throne. 

Still  he  maintain'd  his  kingly  ftatc  ; 

And  grew  familiar  with  his  fate. 

Kind,  good,  and  gracious,  to  the  laft, 

On  all  he  lov'd  before  his  dying  beams  he  caft,; 

Oh  truly  good,  and  truly  great. 

For  glorious  as  he  rofe  benignly  fo  he  fct ! 

All  that  on  earth  he  held  moft  dear. 

He  recommended  to  his  care, 

To  whom  both  heaven, 

The  right  had  given 

And  his  own  love  bequeath'd  fupreme  command  I 

He  took  and  preft  that  ever-loyal  hand, 

Which  could  in  peace  fecure  his  reign, 

Which  could  in  wars  his  power  maintain. 

That  hand  on  which  no  plighted  vows  were  ever 

vain. 
Well,  for  fo  great  a  truft  he  chofe 
A  prince  who  never  difobey'd  : 
Not  when  the  moft  fevere  coirMnands  were  laid ; 
Nor  want,  nor  exile,  with  his  duty  weigh'd  : 
A  prince  on  whom,  if  heaven  its  eyes  could  clofe. 
The  welfare  of  the  world  it  fafely  might  repofc. 


That  king  who  llv'd  to  God's  own  heart. 
Yet  lefs  ferenely  died  than  he  : 
Charles  left  behind  no  harfli  decree 
For  fchoolmen  with  laborious  art 
To  falve  from  cruelty  : 

Thofe,  for  whom  love  could  no  excufes  frame. 
He  gracioufly  forgot  to  name. 
Thus  far  my  Mule,  though  rudely,  has  defign'4 
Some  faint  refemblance  of  his  godlike  mind : 
But  neither  pen  nor  pencil  can  exprefs 
The  parting  brother's  tendernefs : 
Though  that's  a  term  too  mean  and  low ; 
The  bleft  above  a  kinder  word  may  know  : 
But  what  they  did,  and  what  they  faid, 
The  monarch  who  triumphant  went. 
The  militant  who  ftaid,  [fpcnt,' 

Like  painters,  when  their  heightening  arts  ar« 
I  caft  into  a  ftiade. 
That  all-forgiving  king, 
The  type  of  him  above. 
That  unexhaufted  fpring 
Of  clemency  and  love  ; 
Himfelf  to  his  next  fclf  accu'.'d. 
And  afk'd  that  pardon  which  he  ne'er  refus'd  ; 
For  faults  not  his,  for  guilt  and  crimes 
Of  godlefs  men,  and  of  rebellious  times  : 
For  an  hard  exile,  kindly  meant. 
When  his  ungrateful  country  fent 
Their  beft  Camillus  into  banilhment !  ^ 

And  forc'd  their  fovercign's  ad,  they  could  not  h» 

confent. 
Oh  how  much  rather  had  that  injur'd  chief 
Repeated  all  his  fufferings  part  1 
Than  hear  a  pardon  begg'd  at  laft. 
Which  given  could  give  the  dying  no  relief: 
He  bent,  he  funk  beneath  his  grief : 
His  dauntlefs  heart  would  fain  have  held 
From  weeping,  but  his  eyes  rcbcU'd. 
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Perhaps  the  godlike  hero  in  his  breaft 
Dil'dain'd,  or  was  afliam'd  to  fhew 
Bo  weak,  fo  womaniih  a  woe, 
Which  yet  the  brother  and  the  friead  fo  plenteoufly 
conieit 


Amidft  that  filent  (hower,  the  royal  mind 
An  eafy  paffage  found. 
And  left  its  facred  earth  behind  : 
J<for  murmuring  groan  expreft,  nor  labouring  found, 
Ncr  any  lead  tumultuous  breath  ; 
Calm  was  his  life,  and  quiet  was  his  death, 
goft  as  thofe  gentle  whifpers  were. 
In  which  th'  Almighty  did  appear ; 
By  the  flill  voice  the  prophet  knew  him  there. 
That  peace  which  made  thy  profperous  reign  to 

fhine, 
That  peace  thou  leav'ft  to  thy  imperial  line. 
That  peace,  oh  happy  fhade,  be  ever  thine ! 


For  all  thofe  joys  thy  reftoration  brought, 
For  all  the  miracles  it  wrought, 
For  all  the  healing  balm  thy  mercy  pour'd 
Into  the  nation's  bleeding  wound, 
And  care  that  after  kept  it  found. 
For  numerous  blefllngs  yearly  fhower'd, 
And  property  with  plenty  crown'd  ; 
For  freedom,  flill  maintain'd  alive. 
Freedom  which  in  no  other  land  will  thrive, 
freedom,  an  Englifli  fubjeA's  fcle  prerogative. 
Without  whofe  charms  even  peace  would  be 
But  a  dull  quiet  flavery  : 
For  thefe  and  more,  accept  cur  pious  praife  ; 
'Tis  all  the  fubfidy 
The  prefent  age  can  raifr. 
The  refl  is  charg'd  on  late  pofterity. 
Pofterity  is  charg'd  the  more, 
^ecaufe  the  large  abounding  ftore  [thee. 

^To  them  and  to  their  heirs,  is  flill  entail'd  by 
Succeffion  of  a  long  defcent 
Which  chaftely  in  the  channels  ran, 
And  from  our  demi-gods  began, 
Equal  almoft  to  time  in  its  extent,  ' 

Through  hazards  numberlefs  and  great, 
Thou  haft  deriv'd  this  mighty  bltfTing  down, 
And  fixt  the  fairefi  gem  that  decks  th'  imperial 

crown  : 
Not  fa<Slion,  when  it  fliook  thy  regal  feat, 
Not  fenatef,  infolently  loud, 
Thofe  echoes  of  a  thoughtlefs  crowd, 
Not  foreign  or  domeftic  treachery, 
Could  warp  thy  foul  to  their  unjiift  decree. 
So  much  thy  foes  thy  manly  mind  miflook, 
Who  judg'd  it  by  the  mildnefs  of  thy  look  : 
Like  a  well-temper'd  fword  it  bent  at  will ; 
But  kept  the  native  toughnefs  of  the  fleel. 


Be  true,  O  Clio,  to  thy  hero's  name  ! 
But  draw  him  ftrivftly  fo, 
That  all  who  view,  the  piece  may  know  ; 
He  needs  no  trappings  of  fi  ditious  fame  : 


The  load's  too  weighty  :  thou  may'li  choofe 

Some  parts  of  praife,  and  fome  retufe  : 

Wrhe,  that  his  annals  may  be  thought  more  lavilk 

than  the  Mufe. 
In  fcanty  truth  thou  hafl  confin'd 
The  virtues  of  a  royal  mind, 
Forgiving,  bounteous,  humble,  juft,  and  kind  : 
His  converfation,  wit,  and  parts, 
His  knowledge  in  the  nobleft  ufeful  arts. 
Were  fuch,  dead  authors  could  not  give  ; 
But  habitudes  of  thofe  who  live  ; 
Who,  lighting  him,  did  greater  lights  receive  : 
He  drain'd  from  all,  and  all  they  knew  ; 
His  apprehenfion  quick,  his  judgment  true  : 
That  the  moft  leara'd,  with  fhame,  confefs 
His  knowledge  more,  his  reading  only  lets. 


Amidft  the  peaceful  triumphs  of  his  reign, 
What  wonder  if  the  kindly  beams  he  fhed, 
Reviv'd  the  drooping  arts  again, 
If  fcience  rais'd  her  head. 
And  foft  humanity  that  from  rebellion  fled  ? 
Our  ifle,  indeed,  too  fruitful  was  before  ; 
But  all  uncultivated  lay 

Out  of  the  folar  walk  and  heaven's  high  way ; 
With  rank  Geneva  weeds  run  o'er. 
And  cockle,  at  the  heft,  amidft  the  corn  it  bore  : 
The  royal  hufbandmaii  appear'd. 
And  plough'd,  and  fow'd,  and  till'd, 
Tlie  thorns  he  rooted  out  the  rubbilh  dear'd. 
And  blcfs'd  th'  obedient  field. 
When  ftrait  a  double  harveft  rofe  i 
Such  as  the  fwarrfiy  Indian  mows; 
Or  happier  climates  near  the  line. 
Or  paradife  manur'd  and  drtft  by  hands  divine. 


As  when  the  new-born  phoenix  fakes  his  V7ay, 
His  rich  paternal  regions  to  furvey. 
Of  airy  chonfcers  a  numerous  train 
Attend  his  wondrous  prugrefs  o'er  the  plain; 
So,  rifing  from  his  father's  urn, 
So  glorious  did  our  Charles  return  ; 
Th'  officious  Mufes  came  along, 
A  gay  harmonious  quire  like  angels  ever  young : 
The  Mufe  that  mourns  him  now  his  happy  tri- 
umph fung, 
Ev'n  they  could  thrive  in  his  aufpicious  reign ; 
And  fuch  a  plenteous  crop  they  bore 
Of  pureft  and  well-winow'd  grain, 
As  Britain  never  knew  before. 
Though  little  was  their  hire,  and  light  their  gain. 
Yet  fomewhat  to  their  fliare  he  threw; 
Fed  from  his  hand,  they  fung  and  flow. 
Like   birds   of  paradife   that   liv'd   on   morning 

dew. 
Oh  never  let  their  lays  his  name  forget ! 
The  pcnfion  of  a  prmce's  praife  is  great. 
Live  then,  thou  great  encourager  of  arts. 
Live  ever  in  our  thankful  hearts ; 
Live  bleft  above,  almoft  invoh'd  below; 
Live  and  receive  this  pious  vow. 
Our  pgt^on  once,  our  guardian  angel  nowf^ 
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Thou  Fabius  of  a  finking  ftate. 
Who  didft  by  wife  delays  divert  our  fate, 
When  fa(5lioa  like  a  tempeft  rofe, 
In  death's  mofl  hideous  form, 
Then  art  to  rage  thou  didft  oppofe, 
To  weather  out  the  ftorm : 
Not  quitting  thy  fupreme  command, 
Thou  held'ft  the  rudder  with  thy  fteady  hand, 
Till  fafely  on  the  fiiore  the  bark  did  land  : 
The  bark  that  all  our  bleflings  brought, 
Charg'd  with  thyfelf  and  James,  a  doubly  royal 
fraught 


Oh  frail  eftate  of  human  things. 
And  flippery  hopes  below  ! 
Now  to  our  coft  your  emptinefs  we  know  ; 
For  'tis  a  lefTon  dearly  bought, 
Affurance  here  is  never  to  be  fought. 
The  beft,  and  bcft-belov'd  of  kings. 
And  befl  deferving  to  be  fo. 
When  fcarce  he  had  efcap'd  the  fatal  blow 
Of  fadion  and  confpiracy. 
Death  did  his  promis'd  hopes  deftroy  : 
He  toil'd,  he  gain'd,  but  liv'd  not  to  enjoy. 
What  mifts  of  Providence  are  thefe 
Through  which  we  cannot  fee  ! 
So  faints,  by  fupernatural  power  fet  free, 
Are  left  rt  laft  in  martyrdom  to  die ; 
Such  is  the  end  of  oft-repeated  miracles. 
Forgive  me,  heaven,  that  impious  thought, 
"Twas  grief  for  Charles,  to  niadncfi  wrought, 
That  queflion'd  thy  fupreme  decree ! 
Thou  didft  his  gracious  reign  prolong, 
£v'n  in  thy  faints  and  angels  wrong. 
His  fellow  citizens  of  immortality  : 
For  twelve  long  years  of  exile  borne. 
Twice  twelve  we  number'd  fince  his  bleft  return : 
So  ftric^ly  wert  thou  juft  to  pay, 
Ev'n  to  the  driblet  of  a  day. 
Yet  ftill  we  murmur  and  complain, 
The  quails  and  manna  (hould  no  longer  rain  ; 
Thofc  miracles  'twas  needlcfs  to  renew  ;       [view. 
The  chofen  fleck  has  now  the  promis'd  land  in 

XV. 

A  warlike  prince  afcends  the  regal  ftate, 
A  prince  long  exercis'd  by  fate  : 
Long  may  he  keep,  though  he  obtains  it  late  ! 
Heroes  in  heaven's  peculiar  mold  are  caft, 
They  and  their  poets  are  not  form'd  in  hafte  ; 
Man  was  the  firft  in  God's  defign,  and  man  was 

made  the  laft. 
Falfe  heroes,  made  by  flattery  fo. 
Heaven  can  ftrikc  out,  like  fparklcs,  at  a  blow  ; 
But  ere  a  prince  is  to  pcrfedion  brought. 
He  cofts  Omnipotence  a  fecond  thought. 
With  toil  and  fweat,  "■ 

With  hardaiing  cold,  and  forming  heat, 
'l"he  Cyclops  did  their  ftrokes  repeat. 
Before  th'  impenetrable  ftiield  was  wrought. 
It  looks  as  if  the  Maker  would  not  own 
The  noble  work  for  his, 
Before  'twa»  try'd  and  found  a  mafter-piccc. 


View  then  a  monarch  ripcn'd  for  a  throne,- 
Alcides  thus  his  race  began. 
O'er  infancy  he  fwiftly  ran  ; 
The  future  God  at  firft  was  more  than  man ! 
Dangers  and  toils,  and  Juno's  hate 
Ev'n  o'er  his  cradle  lay  in  wait ; 
And  there  he  grappled  firft  with  fate  : 
In  his  young  hand*  the  hifling  fnaket  he  preft, 
So  early  was  the  Deity  confeft  ; 
Thus  by  degrees    he    rofe    to  Jove's   imperial 

feat; 
Thus  diSiculties  prove  a  foul  legitimately  great^ 
Like  his,  our  hero's  infancy  was  try'd ; 
Betimes  the  Furies  did  their  fnakes  provide ; 
And  to  his  infant  arms  oppofe 
His  father's  rebels,  and  his  brother's  foes  ; 
The  more  oppreft,  the  higher  ftill  he  rofe  ; 
Thofe  were  the  preludes  of  his  fate. 
That  form'd  his  manhood,  to  fubdue 
Thy  hydra  of  the  many-headed  hifling  crew.. 


As,  after  Numa's  peaceful  reign, 
The  martial  Ancus  did  the  fceptre  wield, 
Furbifti'd  the  rufty  fword  again, 
Refum'd  the  long-forgotten  ftiield. 
And  led  the  Latins  to  the  dufty  field; 
So  James  the  drowfy  genius  wakes 
Of  Britain  long  entranc'd  in  charms, 
Reftiff"  and  flumbering  on  its  arms  : 
'Tis  rous'd,  and  with  a  new-ftrung  nerve,  tlig 

fpear  already  ftiakes. 
No  neighing  of  the  warrior  fteeds. 
No  drum,  or  louder  trumpet,  needs 
T'  infpire  the  coward,  warm  the  cold, 
His  voice,  his  fole  appearance  makes  them  bold, 
Gaul  and  Batavia  dread  th'  impending  blow  ; 
Too  well  the  vigour  of  that  arm  they  know  ; 
They  lick   the   duft,  and  crouch   beneath  thd)f> 
fatal  foe,  ] 

Long  may  they  fear  this  awful  prince, 
And  not  provoke  his  lingering  fword  ; 
Peace  is  their  only  fare  defence. 
Their  beft  fecurity  his  word  : 
In  all  the  changes  of  his  doubtful  ftate, 
His  truth,  like  heaven's,  was  kept  inviolate, 
For  him  to  promiCe  is  to  make  it  fate. 
His  valour  can  triumph  o'er  land  and  main ; 
With  broken  oaths  his  fame  he  will  not  ftain  ; 
With    conqueft    bafcly    bought,    and    with   ijl* 
glorious  gain. 


For  once,  O  heaven,  unfold  thy  adamantine 
book  ; 
And  let  his  wondering  fcnate  fee. 
If  not  thy  firm  immutable  decree. 
At  leaft  the  fecond  page  of  ftrong  contingency; 
Such  as  confifts  with  wills  originally  fi;ee  : 

I^et  them  with  glad  amazement  look 

On  what  their  happinefs  may  be  : 
Let  them  not  ftill  be  obftinately  blind, 
Still  to  (|ivcrt  the  gocil  thou  hsjl  dcfigu'^, 
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Or  wkh  malignant  penury, 

To  ftarve  the  royal  virtues  of  his  mind. 

Faith  is  a  Chriftian's  and  a  fubjed's  teft, 

Oh  give  them  to  believe,  and  they  are  furely  bleft. 
They  do ;  and  with  a  diftant  view  T  fee 
Th'  amended  vows  of  En^iifli  loyalty. 

And  all  beyond  that  objeift,  there  appears 

The  long  retinue  of  a  profperous  reign, 

A  feries  of  fuccefsful  years, 

In  orderly  array,  a  martial,  manly  train. 
Vol.  VI, 


A  U  G  U  S  T  A  L  I  S. 

Behold  ev'n  the  remoter  fhores, 

A  conquering  navy  proudly  fpread  ; 

The  Britifli  cannon  formidably  roars, 

While,  ftarting  from  his  oozy  bed, 

Th'  aflerted  ocean  rears  his  reverend  head  ; 

To  view  and  recognize  his  ancient  lord  aoajn  : 

And,  with  a  willing  hand,  relloris 

The  fafces  of  the  main. 
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VENI  CREATOR  SPIRITUS, 


PARAPHRASED. 


Creator  fpirit,  by  wh«fe  aid 
The  world's  foundations  firft  were  laid, 
Come  vifit  every  pious  mind  ; 
Come  pour  thy  joys  on  human  kind  ; 
From  fin  and  forrow  fet  us  free. 
And  make  thy  temples  worthy  thee, 

O  fource  of  uncreated  light, 
The  Father's  promifed  Paraclete  ! 
Thrice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  infpire ; 
Come,  and  thy  facre''  unsftion  bring 
To  fandify  us,  while  %■  ■  Cng. 

Plenteous  of  grace,  delcond  from  high, 
Rich  in  thy  fevcnfold  energy  ! 
Thou  ftrength  of  his  Almighty  hand, 
Whofe  power  does  heaven  and  earth  command. 
Proceeding  fpirit,  our  defence, 
Who  doft  the  gifts  of  tongues  difpenfe, 
And  ciown'ft  thy  gift  with  cloc^uence ! 


Refine  and  purge  our  earthly  parts ; 
But,  oh,  inflame  and  fire  our  hearts  ! 
Our  frailties  help,  our  vice  countroul, 
Submit  the  fenfes  to  the  foul ; 
And  when  rebellious  they  are  grown, 
Then  lay  thy  hand,  and  hold  them  dowE. 

Chace  from  our  minds  th'  infernal  foe. 
And  peace,  the  fruit  of  love,  beftow  ; 
And,  left  our  feet  fhould  ftep  aftray, 
Protecft  and  guide  us  in  the  way. 

Make  us  eternal  truths  receive, 
And  pracftife  all  that  we  believe  : 
Give  us  thyfelf,  that  we  may  fee 
The  Father,  and  the  Son,  by  thee. 

Immortal  honour,  endlefs  fame, 
Attend  th'  Almighty  Father's  name  : 
The  Saviour  Son  be  glorify 'd. 
Who  for  loft  man's  redemption  dy'd  : 
And  equal  adoration  be,  < 

Eternal  Paraclete,  tu  thee. 


THE 


SOLILO^r  OF  A  ROYAL  EXILE. 


Unhappy  T  !  who,  once  ordain'd  to  bear 
God's  juftice  fword,  and  his  vicegerent  here, 
Am  now  depos'd — 'gainft  me  my  children  rife, 
My  life  mufl  be  their  oidy  facrifice  : 
Highly  they  me  accufe,  but  nothing  prove  ; 
But  this  is  out  of  tendernefs  and  love  ! 

They  feek  to  fpill  my  blood  ;  'tis  that  alone 
JIuft  for  the  nation's  crying  fins  atone. 


But  careful  Heaven  forevsrarn'd  me  in  a  dream. 
And  fhew'd  me  that  my  dangers  were  extreme  % 
The  heavenly  vifion  fpoke,  and  bade  me  flee 
Th'  ungrateful  brood  that  were  not  worthy  me  : 
Alarm'd  I  fled  at  the  appointed  time ; 
And  mere  neceflity  was  mad«  my  crime ! 


Gij 


^HE  HIND  AND  THE  PANTHER. 


A      POEM. 


IN    THREE     PARTS. 


"  — — — Antitjuam  exquirlte  matrem. 

"  Et  vera  inccffu  patuit  Dea. '  ViKti. 


PREFACE,] 


X"c  nation  is  in  too  high  a  ferment,  for  me  to 
expcift  cither  fair  war,  or  even  fo  much  as  fair 
<]  iirtir,  from  a  reader  of  the  oppofirc  [larty.  All 
men  are  cngajjsd  either  on  tliis  fide  or  that ; 
and  iIiONgh  eonfcitnce  is  the  common  word, 
which  is  given  hy  h  th,  yet  if  a  writer  fall  among 
enemies,  and  caniio"  give  tlie  marlis  of  the  ir  con- 


I  which  is  hut  a  bcfpcaking  of  favour,  is  altoge- 
ther iifelefs.  What  I  defire  the  reader  fliould 
I  know  concerning  mc,  he  will  iind  in  the  body 
I  of  the  poem,  if  he   have   but  the  patience  to  pcr- 

Iufe  it.      Only    this    advcrtifement   let  him   take 
before-hand,  which   relates  to   the   merits  nf  the 
I  caufe.       No   general    charadters   of   parties    (call 


l'ci<nr',   he  is  kiioiked   down    before  the  rcafons  I  them  either   fedls   cr  churche,'-)   can   be    fo   fully 
cf  bii  own  are  heard.      A  preface,  th:rdotc,  1  and  exaftly  drawn,  as  to  comprehend  all  the  fe« 
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let 


veral  members  of  them ;  at  leaft  all  fuch  as  are  re- 
ceived uiider  that  denomination.  For  example ; 
there  are  feme  of  the  church  by  law  eftablilhed, 
who  envy  not  liberty  of  confcicnce  to  diflenters ; 
as  being  well  fatisfied  that,  according  to  their 
own  principles,  they  ought  not  to  perlecute  them. 
Yet  thefe,  by  reafon  of  their  fewnefs,  I  could  not 
diftitiguilh  from  the  numbers  of  the  reft,  with 
whom  they  are  embodied  in  one  common  name. 
On  the  other  fide,  there  are  many  of 'our  fecfts, 
and  more  indeed  than  I  could  reafonably  have 
hoped,  who  have  withdrawn  themfelves  from  the 
communion  of  the  Panther,  and  embraced  this 
gracious  indulgence  of  his  majefty  in  point  of  to- 
leration. But  neither  to  the  one  nor  the  other  of 
thefe  is  this  fatire  any  way  intended  .  it  is  aimed 
only  at  the  refradlory  and  difobedient  on  cither 
fide.  For  thofe,  who  are  come  over  to  the  royal 
party,  are  confequently  fuppofed  to  be  out  of 
gun-fhot.  Our  phyficians  have  obferved,  that,  in 
procefs  of  time,  fome  dileafes  have  abated  of  their 
virulence,  and  have  in  a  manner  worn  out  their 
malignity,  fo  as  ro  be  no  longer  mortal :  and 
why  may  not  I  fuppofe  the  fame  concerning  fome 
of  thofe,  who  have  fennerly  been  enemies  to 
kingly  government,  as  well  as  Catholic  religion  ? 
I  hope  they  have  now  another  notion  of  both,  as 
having  found,  by  comfortable  experience,  that  the 
docflrine  (<f  perfecution  is  far  from  being  an  ar- 
ticle of  our  faith. 

It  is  not  for  any  private  man  to  cenfure  the 
proceedings  of  a  foreign  prince  :  but,  without 
fufpicion  of  flattery,  1  may  praife  our  own,  who 
has  taken  contrary  meafures,  and  thofe  more 
fuitable  to  the  fpirit  of  Chriftianity.  Some  of 
the  diflenters  in  their  addrefles  to  his  majefty, 
have  faid,  "  That  he  has  reftored  God  to  his 
"  empire  over  confcience."  I  confefs,  I  dare  not 
ftretch  the  figure  to  fo  great  a  boldnefs :  but  I 
may  fafely  fay,  that  confcience  is  the  royalty  and 
prerogative  of  every  private  man.  He  is  abfo- 
lute  in  his  own  breaft,  and  accountable  to  no 
earthly  power  for  that  which  paffes  only  betwixt 
God  and  him.  Thole  who  are  driven  into  the 
fold  are,  generally  fpeaking,  rather  made  hypo- 
crites than  converts. 

This  indulgence  being  granted  to  all  the  fe6ls, 
it  ought  in  reafon  to  be  exj-edted,  that  they  fliould 
both  receive  it,  and  receive  it  thankfully,  tor, 
at  this  time  of  day,  to  refufe  the  benefit,  and  ad- 
here to  thofe  whi^m  they  have  efteemed  their 
perfecutors,  what  is  it  elfe,  but  pubhcly  to  own, 
that  they  fufFi^red  not  before  for  confcience-fake, 
hut  only  out  of  pride  and  cbftinacy,  to  feparate 
from  a  church  for  thofe  iinpofition.s,  which  they 
now  judge  may  be  lawfully  obeyed  ?  After  they 
have  (o  long  contended  for  their  clafllcal  ordina- 
tion (not  to  fpeak  of  rites  and  ceremonies),  v/ill 
they  at  length  fubmit  to  an  epil'copal  .■'  If  they 
can  go  fo  far  out  of  complaifance  to  their  old 
enemies,  methinks  a  little  reafon  Ihould  perfuade 
them  to  take  another  ftep,  and  fee  whether  that 
would  lead  them. 

Of  the   receiving   this  toleration    thankfully  I 
fuall  fdy  no  more,  than  that  they  ought,  and  I 


doubt  not  they  will  confider  from  what  hand 
they  received  it.  It  is  not  from  a  Cyrus,  a  hea- 
then prince,  and  a  foreigner,  but  from  a  Chriftian 
king,  their  native  fovereign;  who  expefts  a  re- 
turn in  fpecie  from  them ;  thatthc  kindnef ,  which 
he  has  gracioufly  fhewn  them,  may  be  retaliated 
on  thofe  of  his  own  perfuafion. 

As  for  the  poem  in  general,  I  will  only  thus 
far  fatisfy  the  reader,  that  it  was  neither  imp'^fed 
on  me,  nor  fo  much  as  the  fubjedt  given  me  by 
any  man.  It  was  written  during  the  laft  winter, 
and  the  beginning  of  this  fpring;  though  with 
long  interruptioris  of  ill  health  and  other  hind- 
rances. About  a  fortnight  before  1  had  finilhed 
it,  his  majefty's  declaration  for  liberty  of  con- 
fcience came  abroad  :  which  if  I  had  fo  foon  ex- 
pe<fted,  I  might  have  fpared  my 'elf  the  labour  of 
writing  many  things  which  are  contained  in  the 
third  part  of  it.  But  1  was  always  in  hope,  that 
the  church  of  England  might  have  been  perfuaded 
to  have  taken  off  the  penal  laws  and  the  teft, 
which  was  o  c  defign  of  the  poem,  when  I  pro- 
pofed  to  myfelf  the  writing  of  it. 

It  is  evident  that  fome  part  of  it  was  only  oc- 
cafional,  and  not  firft  intended  :   I  mean  that  de- 
fence of  myfelf,  to    which   every  honeft  man  is 
bound,  wher.  he  is  injuri.mfly  attacked  in  print: 
and  I  refer  myfelf  to  the  judgment  of  thole,  who 
have  read  the  Anfwer  to  the  defence  of  'he  late 
king's  papers,  and  that  of  the  dutchefs  (in  which 
laft  I  was  concerned)  how  charitably  I  have  been 
reprefented  there.     I  am  now  informed  both  of 
the  author  and  fupervifors  of  this  pamphlet,  and 
will  reply,  when  I  think  he  can  affront  me  :  for 
I  am  of  Socrates' ■•  opinion,  that  ail  creatures  can- 
not.     In  the  mean  time  let  him  confider  whether 
he  deftrved  not  a  more  fevere  reprehenfion,  than 
I  gave  him  formerly,  for  ufing  fo  httle  relpeit  to 
the  memory  of  thofe,  whom  he  pretended  to  an- 
fwer;  and  at  his  ieifure,  look  out  for  lome  origi- 
nal treatifc  of  humility,  written  by  any  Proteftant 
in  Englifh  ;  I   believe    I   may  fay    in    any   other 
tongue  ;  for  the  magnified  piece  of  Duncomb  on 
that  fubjeA,  which  either  he  muft  mean,  or  none, 
and  with   which  another  of  his  fellow-  has  up- 
braided me,  was  tranflated  from  the  Span:fh  of 
Rodriguez ;    though    with    the    omiflion    of   the 
feventtenth,  the  tvirenty-fourih,  the  twerty-fif  h, 
and  the  laft  chapter,  which  will  be  found  in  com- 
paring of  the  books. 

He  would  have  infinuated  to  the  world,  that 
her  late  highnefs  died  n  t  a  Roman  Catholic. 
He  declares  himfelf  to  be  now  fatisfied  to  ihe 
contrary,  in  which  he  has  given  up  the  caufe  : 
for  matter  of  fa6l  \^■as  the  principal  debate  be- 
twixt us.  Ill  the  mean  time,  he  would  difpute 
the  motives  of  her  change;  lnw  prepofteroufly, 
let  all  men  judge,  wh;n  he  feeined  to  deny  tiie 
fubjedt  of  the  controverfy,  the  change  itfelf.  And 
bccaufe  I  would  not  take  up  this  ridiculous  chal- 
lenge, he  tells  the  wi  rid  1  cannot  argue  :  but  he 
may  as  well  inier,  that  a  Catholic  cannot  faft,  be- 
caufe  he  will  not  take  up  the  cudgels  againft 
Ml  s  James,  to  confute  the  Proteftant  religion. 
I  have  but  one  word  more  to  lay  concerning 
G  iij 


Z02 


THE    WORKS    OF    DRYDEN. 


the  poem  as  fuch,  and  abftradled  from  the  mat- 
ters, either  religious  or  civil,  which  are  handled 
in  it.  The  firft  part,  confifting  moft  in  general 
chara(%ers  and  narration,  I  have  endeavoured  to 
rail'e,  and  give  it  the  majeftic  turn  of  heroic 
poefy.  The  fecond  being  matter  of  difpute,  and 
chiefly  concerning  church  authority,  I  was  obliged 
to  make  as  plain  and  perfpicuous  as  poflibly  I 
could ;  yet  not  wholly  negle<Sl:ing  the  numbers, 
though  I  had  not  frequent  occaCons  for  the  mag- 
nificence of  verfe.  The  third,  which  has  more  of 
the  nature  of  domeflic  converfation,  is,  or  ought 
to  be,  more  free  and  familiar  than  the  two 
former. 


There  are  in  it  two  epifodes  or  fables,  which  arc 
interwoven  with  the  main  defign ;  fo  that  they 
aje  properly  parts  of  it,  though  they  are  alfo  di- 
ftind;  ftories  of  themfelves.  In  both  of  thefe  I 
have  made  ufe  of  the  common-places  of  fatire, 
j  whether  true  or  falfe,  which  are  urged  by  the 
members  of  the  ore  church  againft  the  other  : 
at  which  I  hope  no  reader  of  either  party  will  be 
fcandalized,  becaufe  they  are  not  of  my  invention, 
but  as  old,  to  my  knowledge,  as  the  times  of  Boc- 
cace  and  Chauter  on  the  one  fide,  and  as  thofe  of 
the  Reformation  on  the  other. 


THE  HIND  AND  THE  PANTHER. 


PART     I. 


A  MILK-WHITE  Hind,  immortal  and  unchang'd, 

fed  on  the  lawns,  and  in  the  foreft  rang'd; 

Without  unipotted,  innocent  within, 

She  fear'dno  danger,  for  (he  knew  no  fin. 

Yet  had  flie   oft    been   chac'd  with  horns  and 

hounds, 
And  Scythian  fliafts ;  and  many  winged  wounds 
Aim'd  at  her  heart ;  was  often  forc'd  to  fly. 
And  doom'd  to  death  though  fated  not  to  die. 

Not  fo  her  young;  for  their  unequal  line 
Was  hero's  make,  half  human,  half  divine. 
Their  earthly  mold  obnoxious  was  to  fate, 
Th'  immortal  part  afTum'd  immortal  ftate. 
Of  thefe  a  flaughter'd  army  lay  in  blood, 
Extended  o'er  the  Caledonian  wood, 
Their  native  walk  ;  whofe  vocal  blood  arofe. 
And  cry'd  for  pardon  on  their  prejur'd  foes. 
Their  fate  was  fruitful,  and  the  fanguine  feed, 
Endu'd  with  fouls,  increas'd  the  facred  breed. 
So  captive  Ifrael  multiply'd  in  chains, 
A  numerous  exile,  and  enjoy'd  her  pains. 
With  grief  and  gladnefs  mix'd  the  mother  view'd 
Her  martyr'd  offspring,  and  their  race  renew'd  ; 
Their  corps  to  perifli,  but  their  kind  to  laft. 
So   much   the   deathlefs    plant    the   dying   fruit 
furpafs'd. 

Panting  and  penfive  now  fhe  rang'd  alone. 
And  wander'd  in  the  kingdoms,  once  her  own. 
The  common  hunt,  though  from  their  rage  re- 

flrain'd 
?y  fovereign  power  her  company  difdaiu'd ; 


Grlnn'd  as  they  pafs'd,  and  with  a  glaring  eye 
Gave  gloomy  Cgns  of  fecret  enmity. 
'Tis  true,  flie  bounded  by,  and  trip'd  fo  light, 
They  had  not  time  to  take  a  Heady  fight. 
For  truth  has  fuch  a  face  and  fuch  a  mien. 
As  to  be  lov'd  needs  only  to  be  feen. 

The  bloody  bear,  an  independent  beaft, 
Unlick'd  to  form,  in  groans  her  hate  expreft. 
Among  the  timorous  kind  the  quaking  bare 
Profefs'd  neutrality,  but  would  not  fwear. 
Next  her  the  buffoon  ape,  as  atheifts  ufe, 
Mimick'd  all  fects,  and  had  his  own  to  choofe  : 
Still  when  the  lion  look'd,  his  knees  he  bent. 
And  paid  at  church  a  courtier's  compliment. 
The  briftled  baptift  boar,  impure  as  he. 
But  whiten'd  with  the  foam  of  fancftity. 
With  fat  pollutions  fiU'd  the  facred  place,  ~\ 

And  mountains  level'd  in  his  furious  race  :  V 

So  firft  rebellion  founded  was  in  grace.  j 

But  fince  the  mighty  ravage,  which  he  made 
In  German  foreft,  had  his  guilt  betray'd, 
With  broken  tulks,  and  with  a  borrow'd  name, 
He   Ihun'd   the    vengeance,    and    conceal'd  the 

fliame ; 
So  lurk'd  in  fedls  unfeen.     With  greater  guile 
Falfe  Reynard  fed  on  confecrated  fpoil : 
The  gracelefs  beafl  by  Athanafius  firft 
Was  chac'd  from  Nice,  then  by  Socinus  nurs'd  : 
His  impious  race  their  blafphemy  renew'd, 
And    nature's    king     through     nature's    optles 

view'd, 

G  iiij 
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Revcrs'd  they  yiew'd  him  leffen'd  to  their  eye, 
Nor  in  an  infant  could  a  God  delcry. 
New  fvvarming  feels  to  this  ubliquely  tend, 
Hence  they  began,  and  here  they  all  will  end- 
What  weight  of  antient  witncfs  can  prevail, 
If  private  reafon  hold  the  public  fcale  ? 
But,  gracious  Ged,  how  well  doft  thou  provide 
Fo.-  erring  judgmen-s  an  uneriing  guide! 
Thy  throne  is  darkncf?  in  th'abyl's  of  light, 
A  bbze  of  glory  that  forbids  the  fight. 

0  teach  me  to  believe  thee  thus  conceal'd, 
And  frarch  no  farther  than  thyfelf  reveal'd  ; 
But  her  alone  for  my  direiftor  take, 
Whcm  thou  haft  promis'd  never  to  forfake  ! 

My thoughtlefs  youth  was  wing'dwith  vain  defires, 
My  manhood,  long  milled  by  waiideiing  fires, 
Follow'd  falfe  lightb ;   and,  when  their  glimpfe 

was  gone. 
My  pride  ftruck  out  new  fparkles  of  her  own. 
Such  was  I,  fuch  by  nature  ftill  1  am ; 
Be  thine  the  glory,  and  be  mine  the  fhame. 
Go(jd  life  be  now  my  talk  :   my  doubts  are  done  : 
What  mnre  could  fright  my  faith,  than  three  in 

one  ? 
Can  I  believe  eternal  God'could  lie  T 

Difguis'd  in  mortal  mold  and  infancy  ?  C 

That  the  great  Maker  of  the  world  could  die  ?  j 
And  alter  that  truft  my  imperfefi  fcnfe. 
Which  calls  in  queftion  his  omnipotence  ? 
Can  I  my  reafcn  to  my  faith  compel  ? 
And  fhali  my  fight,  and  touch,  and  tafte,  rebel  ? 
Superior  faculties  are  fet  afide  ; 
Shall  their  lubfervjent  organs  be  my  guide  ? 
Then  let  the  moon  ufurp  the  rule  of  day. 
And  winking  tapers  fhew  the  fun  his  way; 
For  wba-  my  lenfes  can  themfclves  perceive, 

1  need  no  revelation  to  believe. 

Can  they  who  fay  the  hoft  fhould  be  defcry'd 

By  fenfc,  define  a  body  giorify'd  ? 

Impaifable   and  penetrating  parts  ?      ' 

Let  rhem  declare  by  what  myllerious  arts 

He  fiiot  that  body  through  th'  oppofing  might  "^ 

pi  b;)its  and  b  ir»  impervious  to  tlie  light,  / 

Aiid  fio  id  before    his  train  confefi'd  ni  open(" 

fight.  3 

.For  fincc  thus  wondroufly  he  pafs'd,  'tis  plain, 
One  finglc  place  twi;  bodies  did  contain. 
And  furc  iht  fame  omnipotence  as  well 
Caii  make  one  body  in  more  places  dwell. 
l.(  c  rcafoh  then  at  her  own  quarry  fly, 
Bi't  how  can  finite  grafp  infinity  .' 

'  ris  urji'd  again,  that  faith  did  firft  commence 
By  miracles,  which  arc  appeals  to  fenfc, 
And  fheixe  ccrciuded,  that  our  fenfc  niufl  be 
1  he  motive  ftill  of  credibility. 
For  latte)  agcj  niiift  on  firmer  wait, 
Ai.d  what  bcjiaii  belief  muft  propagate. 

But  winnow  well  this  thought,   and  you  fiiail 

find  t  '       y 

'Tis  light  as  chaff  that  flics  before  the  wind. 
Were  all  thofe  wonders  wrought  hy  power  divine. 
As  means  or  ends  of  feme  more  dee(>  defign  ? 
Moft  turc  as  nicaris,  whofc  end  was  this  alone, 
"I'o  prove  the  Godhead  of  th'.eternai  Son. 
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God  thus  afferted,  man  is  to  believe 
Beyond  what  fenfe  and  reafon  can  conceive, 
And  for  myfterious  things  of  faith  tely 
On  the  proponent,  heaven's  authority. 
If  then  our  faith  we  for  our  guide  admit. 
Vain  is  the  farther  fearch  <>i  human  wit. 
As  when  the  building  gains  a  furcr  ftay. 
We  take  th'  unifeful  fcaffolding  away. 
Rcalbn  by  fenfe  no  more  can  undcrftand; 
The  game  is  play'd  into  anotl.er  hand. 
Why  choofe  we  then  like  bilandcrs  to  creep 
Along  the  coaft,  and  land  in  view  to  keep, 
When  fafely  we  may  launch  into  the  deep  ? 
In  the  fame  vefftl  which  our  Saviour  bore, 
Himfelf  the  pilot,  let  us  leave  the  fhore, 
And  with  a  better  guide  a  better  world  explore 
Could  he  his  Godhead  veil  wi^h  flefli  and  blood, 
And  not  veil  thefe  again  to  be  our  food  .' 
His  grace  in  both  is  equal  in  extent. 
The  firft.  affords  us  life,  the  fecond  nourilhmtnt 
And  if  he  can,  why  all  this  frantic  pain 
To  conftrue  what  his  cleareft  words  conta 
And  n-ake  a  riddle  what  he  made  fo  plai 
To  take  up  half  on  truft,  and  half  to  try, 
Name  it  not  faith,  but  bungling  bigotry. 
Both  knave  and  fool  the  merchant  we  may  call,'j 
To  pay  great  funis,  and  to  compound  the  fmall :  f 
For  who  would  break  with  heaven,  and  would  f 
not  break  for  all  ?  J 

Reft  then,  my  foul,  from  endlefs  anguifti  freed  : 
Nor  fcience.s  thy  guide,  nor  fenfe  thy  creed. 
?'ai',h  is  the  beft  cnfurer  of  thy  blifs  : 
The  bank  above  muft  fail  before  the  venture  mLT';. 
But  heaven  and  heaven-born  faith  are  far  from 

thee, 
Thou  firft  apoftate  to  divinity. 
Unkennel'd  range  in  thy  Polonian  plains: 
A  fiercer  foe  the  infatiate  wolf  remains. 
1  oo  boaftful  Britain,  pleafe  thyfcll  no  more. 
That  beafts  of  prey  are  banifti'd  from  thy  fhore. 
The  bear,  the  boar,  and  every  favage  name, 
W;ld  in  efTcdt,  though  in  appearance  tame. 
Lay  wafte  thy  woods,  deftroy  thy  blil'sful  bower, 
And,  muzzled  though  they  feem,  the  mutes  de- 
vour. 
More  haughty  than  the  reft,  the  wolfifh  race     T 
Appear  with  belly  gaunt,  and  famifti'd  face  :       > 
Never  was  fo  deform'd  a  beaft  of  grace.  1 

His  ragged  tail  betwixt  his  legs  he  wears,  "J 

Clofc  clap'd  for  flianie  ;  but  his  rough  creft  he  f 
rears,  C 

A:'d  pricks  up  his  prcdeftinating  ears.  J 

Hi;,  wild  dil'ordcr'd  walk,  his  haggard  eyes. 
Did  all  the  beftial  citizens  furprize. 
Though  fear'd  and  hated,  yet  he  rul'd  a  while, 
As  captain  or  conivanion  of  the  fpiil. 
Full  many  a  year  his  hateful  head  had  been 
For  tribute  paid,  nor  fince  in  Cambria  fecn  : 
The  laft  of  all  the  litter  fcap'd  by  chance, 
And  from  Geneva  firft  infcftcd  France. 
Some  authors  thus  his  pedigree  will  trace. 
But  otliers  v  rite  him  of  an  upftart  race  ; 
Beciiufe  of  Wickliff  's  brood  no  mark  he  brinjjs. 
But  his  inmate  antipatby  to  kings. 
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Thefe  laft  deduce  him  from  th'  Helvetian  kind, 
Who  rear  the  L.eman-lake  his  confort  Hn'd  • 
That  fiery  Zuinglius  firft  th'  affedion  bred. 
And  meagre  Calvin  blefl  the  nuptial  bed. 
In  Ifrael  fome  believe  him  whelp 'd  long  fince, 
When  the  proud  fanhedrim  opprefs'd  the  prince. 
Or,  fince  he  will  be  Jew,  derive  him  higher, 
When  Corah  with  his  brethren  did  confiire 
Frf  m  Mofes'  hand  the  fovereign  fway  to  wreft. 
And  Aaron  of  his  ephod  to  diveft  : 
Till  opening  earth  made  way  for  all  to  pafs, 
And  could  not  bear  the  burden  of  a  clafs. 
The  Fox  and  he  came  fhuffled  in  the  dark, 
If  ever  they  were  ftow'd  in  Noah's  ark  : 
Perhaps  rot  made  ;  for  all  their  barking  train 
The  dog  (a  common  fpecies)  will  contain. 
And  fome  wild  curs,  who  from  their  mafters"^ 

ran,  ( 

Abhorring  the  fupremacy  of  man,  T 

In  woods  and  cave'^  the  rebel-race  began.  j 

O  happy  pair,  how  well  have  you  increa$'d  ! 
What  ills  in  church  and  ftate  have  you  redrefs'd  ? 
With  teeth  untry'd,  and  rudiments  of  claws. 
Your  firft  effay  wa<!  on  your  native  laws  : 
Thofe   having  torn  with  eafe,  and   trampled'J 

down,  / 

Your  fangs  you  faften'd  on  the  mitred  crown,     t 
And  freed  from  God  and  mcnarchy  your  town,  j 
What  though  your  native  kennel  flill  be  fmall, 
Bounded  betwixt  a  puddle  and  a  wall ; 
Yet  your  viiSorious  colonics  are  fent 
Where  the  north  ocean  girds  the  continent. 
Quicken'd  with  fire  below,  your  mcnfters  breed 
In  fenny  Holland,  and  in  fruitful  Tweed  : 
And  like  the  firft  the  laft  afFed.s  to  be 
Drawn  to  the  dregs  of  a  democracy. 
As,  where  in  fields  the  fairy  rounds  are  feen, 
A  rank  four  herbage  rifes  on  the  green  ; 
So,  fpringing  where  thofe  midnight  elves  advance, 
Rebellion  prinrs  the  footfteps  of  the  dance. 
Such  are  their  dodlriiies,  fuch  contempt  they'j 

fhow  / 

To  heaven  above,  and  to  their  prince  below,      T 
As  none  but  traitors  and  blafphemers  know.       j 
God,  like  the  tyrant  of  'he  Ikies,  is  plac'd, 
And  kings,  like  flaves,  beneath  the  crowd  debas'd. 
So  fulfome  is  their  food,  that  flocks  refufe 
To  bite,  and  only  dogs  for  phyfic  u'fe. 
And  where  the  lightning  runs  along  the  ground, 
No  hufbandry  can  heal  the  blafting  wound  ; 
Nor  bladed  grafs,  nor  bearded  corn  fucceeds, 
But  fcales  of  fcurf  and  putrefadtion  breeds  : 
Such  wars,  fuch  wafte,  (uch  fiery  trads  of  dearth 
Their  zeal  has  left,  and  fuch  a  teemlefs  earth. 
But,  as  the  poifons  of  the  deadlieft  kind 
Are  to  their  own  unhappy  coaft  confin'd ; 
As  only  Indian  (hades  of  fight  deprive. 
And  magic  plants  will  but  in  Cholchos  thrive; 
So  prefbytcry  and  peftilential  zeal 
Can  only  flourifh  in  a  commonweal. 
From  Celtic  woods  is  chac'd  the  wolfilh  crew  ; 
But  ah  !  fome  pity  ev'n  to  brutes  is  due  : 
Their  native  walks  methinks  they  might  enjoy, 
jpurb'dof  their  native  malice  todeftroy. 
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Of  all  the  tyrannies  on  human-kind. 
The  worft  is  that  which  perfecutes  the  mind. 
Let  us  but  weigh  at  what  offence  we  flrike, 
'Tis  but  becaufc  we  cannot  think  alike, 
In  punifliing  of  this,  we  overthrow 
The  laws  of  nations  and  of  nature  too. 
Beafts  are  the  fubjedscf  tyrannic  fway. 
Where  ftill  the  ftronger  on  the  weaker  prey, 
Man  only  oi'  a  fofter  mold  is  made, 
Not  for  his  fellow's  ruin  but  their  aid  : 
Created  kind,  beneficent,  and  free. 
The  noble  image  of  the  Deity. 

One  portion  of  informing  fire  was  given 
To  brutes,  th'  inferior  family  of  heaven  : 
The  fmith  divine,  as  with  a  carelefs  beat, 
Struck  out  the  mute  creation  at  a  heat : 
But  when  arriv'd  at  laft  to  human  race. 
The  Godhead  took  a  deep  confidering  fpace  ; 
And  to  diftinguifh  nuin  from  all  the  reft, 
Unlock'd  the  facred  treafures  of  his  breaft ; 
And  mercy  mixt  with  reafon  did  impart, 
One  to  his  head,  the  other  to  his  heart : 
Reafon  to  rule,  but  mercy  to  forgive  : 
The  firft  is  law,  the  laft  prerogative. 
And  like  his  mind  his  outward  form  appear'd, 
When,  iffuing  naked,  to  the  wondering  herd, 
He  charm'd  their  eyes;  and,  for  they  lov'd, 

fear'd  : 
Not  arm'd  with  horns  of  arbitrary  might. 
Or  claws  to  feize  their  furry  fpoils  in  fight. 
Or  with  increafe  of  feet  t'  o'ertake  them  in( 

•their  flight : 
Of  eafy  fhape,  and  pliant  every  way ; 
Confefllng  ftill  the  foftnefs  of  his  clay. 
And  kind  as  kings  upon  their  coronation  day 
With  open  hands,  and  with  extended  fpace 
Of  arm«,  to  fatisfy  a  large  embrace. 
Thus  kneaded  up  with  milk,  -he  new-made  man 
His  kingdom  o'er  his  kindred  world  began  : 
Till  knowledge  mifapply'd,  mifunderftood. 
And  pride  of  empire  four'd  his  balmy  blood. 
Then,  firft  rebelling,  his  own  ftamp  he  coins) 
The  murderer  Cain  was  latent  in  his  loins  : 
And  blood  began  its  firft  and  lojideft  cry. 
For  differing  worftiip  of  the  Deity. 
Thus  perfecution  rofe,  and  farther  fpace 
Produc'd  the  mighty  hunter  of  his  race. 
Not  fo  the  blcffed  Pan  his  flock  increas'd, 
Coirtent  to  fold  them  from  the  famifti'd  beaft  : 
Mi'd  were  his  laws  ;  the  Iheep  and  harmlefs  hiud 
Were  never  of  the  perfecuting  kind. 
Such  pity  now  the  pious  paftor  (hows. 
Such  mercy  from  the  Britifli  lion  flov/s. 
That  both  provide  protection  from  t!ieir  foes. 

Oh  happy  regions,  Italy  and  Spain, 
Which  never  did  thofe  monfters  entertain  I 
The  wolf,  the  bear,  the  boar,  can  there  advance 
No  native  claim  of  juft  inheritance. 
And  felf-preferving  laws,  fevere  in  ftiow. 
May  guard  their  fences  from  th'  invading  foe. 
Where  birth  has  plac'd  them,  let  them  fafely  ftiare 
The  common  benefit  of  vital  air. 
Themfelves  unharmful,  let  them  live  unharm'd ; 
Their  jaws  difabled,  and  thsir  claws  difarm'd  : 
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Here,  only  in  nocturnal  bowlings  bold, 
They-dare  not  feize  the  Hind,  nor  leap  the  fold. 
More  po%verfiil,  and  as  vigilant  as  they. 
The  lion  awfully  forbids  the  prey. 
Their   rage   reprefs'd,  though  pinch'd  with  fa-"! 
mine  fore,  f 

They  {land  aloof,  and  tremble  at  his  roar  :  t" 

Much  is  their  hunpjer,  but  their  fear  is  more.      J 
Thefe  are  the  chief  :   to  number  o'er  the  reft, 
And  fland,  like  Adam,  naming  every  bcaft, 
Were  weary  work  ;  nor  will  tbe  Mufe  defcribe 
A  fiimy-b'irn  and  fun-begotten  tribe  ; 
Who,  far  from  fleeples  and  their  facred  found, 
Id  fields  their  fullen  conventicles  found. 
Thefe  grofs,  half-animated,  lump?  I  leave  ; 
Nor  can  I  think  what  thoughts  they  can  conceive. 
But,  if  they  think  at  all,  'tis  fure  no  higher 
Than  matter,  put  in  motion,  may  afpir=  : 
Souls  that  can  fcarcc  ferment  their  mafsof  clay:  ) 
So  drcffy,  fo  divifible  are  they,  V 

As  v.'oulii  but  ferve  pire  bodies  for  allay  :  j 

Such  fouls  as  fhatds  produce,  fuch  beetle  things 
As  only  buz  to  heaven  with  evening  wings  ; 
Strike  in  the  dark,  offending  but  by  chance, 
Such  are  the  blindfold  blows  of  ignorance. 
'I'hey  know  not  beings,  and  but  hate  a  name  ; 
To  them  the  Hind  and  Panther  are  the  fame. 

The  P::nther,  fure  the  nobleft,next  the  Hind, 
And  faireft  creature  of  the  fpotted  kind ; 
Oh,  could  her  ir-born  ftains  be  wafh'd  away, 
She  were  too  good  to  be  a  beaft  of  prey  ! 
How  can  I  praife,  or  blame,  and  not  offend, 
Or  how  divide  t^ie  frailty  from  the  friend  ; 
Her  faults  and  virtues  lie  {p  mix'd,that  fhe 
Nor  wholly  ftands  condemn'd,  nor  wholly  free* 
Then,  like  her  injur'd  lion,  let  me  fpeak  .'' 
He  cannot  bend  her,  and  he  would  not  break. 
Unkind  already,  and  efhrang'd  in  part. 
The  wolf  begins  to  fliare  her  wandering  heart. 
Though  unpolluted  yet  with  aiflual  ill. 
She  hslf  commits  who  fins  but  in  her  will. 
If,  asrour  dreaming  Plarnnifts  reprrt, 
There  could  be  fpirits  of  a  middle  fort. 
Too  black  for  heaven,  and  yet  too  white  for  hell. 
Who  jufl  dropt  half  way  down,  nor  lower  fell ; 
So  pois'd,  fo  gently  (he  di-fcends  from  high, 
It  ieem.i  a  lofi  difmifTion  from  the  fky. 
Her  houfs  not  ancient,  whatfoc'er  pretence 
Her  clergy  heralds  make  in  her  defence. 
A  ftcond  cenniry  not  hal'-wuy  run. 
Since  the  new  honours  of  her  blood  begun. 
A  lion  old,  obicene,  and  furious  made 
By  lull,  comprefs"d  her  mother  in  a  Ihadc; 
Then,  by  a  le!t-hand  marriage,  weds  the  dame, 
Covering  adultery  \\ith.a  fpteious  name  : 
So  fchifni  begot ;   and  facrikge  and  (he, 
A  well-match'd  pair,  got  gracelcis  herefy. 
God's  and  king's  rebels  have  the  fame  gnod  caufc. 
To  fram;  le  down  divine  and  human  laus  :' 
Both  would  be  caird  rcfi;imers,  a:id  their  hate 
Alike  ileftrudive  botli  to  chutch  and  ftate  : 
The  fruit  pioclaims  the  plant ;  a  lawlds  princ 
By  Uixury  rcform'd  incontinence  ; 
By  ruiiia,  cliantj' ;  by  riots,  ablliiicncc. 


pp'y. } 
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Confeflions,  fafls,  and  penance  fet  afide  ; 

Oh  with  what  eafe  we  follow  fuch  a  guide, 

Where  fouls  are  ftarv'd,  and  fenfes  gratify'd  ! 

Whercmarriagepleafuresmidnightprayerfupply, 

And  mattin  bells,  a  melancholy  cry, 

Are  tun'd  to  merrier  notes,  increafe  and  multiply 

Religion  fliews  a  rofy-colour'd  face ; 

Not  batter'd  out  with  drudging  works  of  grace 

A  down-hill  reformation  rolls  apace. 

What  flefh  vid  blood  would  crowd  the  narrow"! 

gate,  [wait  ?  f 

Or,   till  they  wafte  their  pamper'd  paunches  T 

All  would  be  happy  at  the  cheapefl  rate.  3 

Though  our  lean   faith   thefe   rigid   laws  has 

given. 
The  full-fed  Muffulman  goes  fat  to  heaven ; 
For  his  Arabian  prophet  with  delights 
Of  fcnfe  allur'd  his  eaftern  profelytes. 
The  jolly  Luther,  reading  him,  began 
T'  interpret  Scriptures  by  his  Alcoran  ; 
To  grub  the  thorns  beneath  our  tender  feet. 
And  make  the  paths  of  Paradife  more  fweet  : 
Bethought  him  of  a  wife  ere  halfway  gone, 
For  'tvi'as  uneafy  traveling  alone ; 
And,  in  this  mafquerade  of  mirth  and  love, 
A'liflook  the  biiis  of  heaven  for  bacchanals  above. 
Sure  he  prefum'd  of  praife,  who  came  to  flock 
Th'  ctherial  paftures  with  fo  fair  a  flock 
Burnifh'd,  and  battening  on  their  food,  to  fhow 
Their  diligence  of  careful  herds  below. 

Our  Panther,  though  like  thefe  fhe  chang'd  her 

head. 
Yet  as  the  mlflrefs  of  a  monarch's  bed, 
Her  front  ereft  with  majefty  fhe  bore. 
The  crofier  wielded,  and  the  mitre  wore. 
Her  upper  part  of  decent  difcipline 
Shew'd  affe*51ation  of  an  ancient  line; 
And  fatiiers,  council",  church  and  church's  head, 
Were  on  her  reverend  phylaiSleries  read. 
But  what  difgrac'd  and  difavow'd  the  reft. 
Was  Calvin's  brand,  that  ftigmatiz'd  the  beaft^ 
Thus,  like  a  creature  of  a  double  kind, 
In  her  own  l.ibrynth  (lie  lives  confin'd. 
To  foreign  lands  no  found  of  her  is  come. 
Humbly  content  to  be  defpis'd  at  home. 
Such  is  her  faith,  where  good  cannot  be  had. 
At  Icaft  file  leaves  the  refufe  of  the  bad  : 
Nice  in  her  choice  of  ill,  though  not  of  heft. 
And  leaft  deform'd,  becaufe  deform'd  the  leaft. 
In  d<'ubtful  }ioints  betwixt  her  differing  friends. 
Where  one  for  fubftance,  one  for  fign  contends. 
Their  contradi<51ing  terms  (lie  fttives  to  join  ; 
Sign  fliall  be  fubftance,  fubftance  fliall  be  fign. 
A  real  prefence  all  her  fon's  allow,  ~i 

And  yet  'tis  flat  idolatry  to  bow,  f 

Becaufe  the  Godhead's  there  they   know   notT 

how.  -^  J 

Her  novices  are  taught,  that  bread  and  wine      T 
Are  hut  the  vifible  and  outwaid  fign,  > 

R'ceiv'd  by  thofe  who  in  c<imnuinion  j'in.         j 
But  th'  inward  grace,  or  the  thing  fignify'd. 
His  blood  and  body,  who  to  fave  us  dy'd  ; 
"I'he  faithful  thi<  thing  fignify'd  receive  : 
What  ib't  thpfc  faithful  then  partake  or  have  ? 
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For  what  is  fignify'd  and  underftood, 
Is,  by  her  own  confeflion,  flefh  and  blood. 
Then,  by  the  fame  acknowledgfement,  we  know 
They  take  the  fign,  and  take  the  fubftance  too, 
The  literal  fenfe  is  hard  to  fleih  and  blood. 
But  nonfenfe  never  can  be  underftood. 

Her  wild  belief  on  every  wave  is  toft  ; 
But  fure  no  church  can  better  morals  boaft. 
True  to  her  king  her  principles  are  found; 
Oh  that  her  praiftice  were  but  half  fo  found  ! 
Stedfaft  in  various  turns  of  ftate  fhe  ftood, 
And  feal'd  her  vow'd  afFecSion  with  her  blood  :. 
Nor  will  I  meanly  tax  her  conftancy, 
That  intereft  or  obligement  made  the  tye. 
Bound  to  the  fate  of  murder'd  monarchy. 
Before  the  founding  ax  fo  falls  the  vine, 
Whofe  tender  branches  round  the  poplar  twine, 
She  chofe  her  ruin,  and  reCgn'd  her  life, 
In  death  undaunted  as  an  Indian  wife  : 
A  rare  example  !  but  fome  fouls  we  fee 
Grow  hard,  and  ftiffen  with  adverfity  : 
Yet  thefe  by  fortune's  favours  are  undone  ; 
Refolv'd  into  a  bafer  form  they  run, 
And  bore  the  wind,  but  cannot  bear  the  fun. 
Let  this  be  nature's  frailty,  or  her  fate. 
Or  Ifgrimis  counfel,  her  new-chofen  mate  ; 
Still  fhe's  the  faireft  of  the  fallen  crew. 
No  mother  more  indulgent  but  the  true. 

Fierce  tr.  her  foes,  yet  fears  her  force  to  try, 
Becaufe  fhe  wants  innate  authority  ; 
For  how  can  (he  conftrain  them  to  obey, 
Who  has  herfelf  caft  off  the  lawful  fway  ? 
Rebellion  equals  all ;  and  thcfe  who  toil 
In  common  theft,  will  fhare  the  common  fpoil, 
Let  her  produce  the  title  and  the  right 
Againft  her  old  fuperiors  firft  to  fight ; 
If  ftie  reform  by  text,  ev'n  that 's  as  plain 
For  her  own  rebels  to  reform  again. 
As  long  as  words  a  different  fenfe  will  bear, 
And  each  may  be  his  own  interpreter. 
Our  airy  faith  will  no  foundation  find  : 
The  word's  a  weathercock  for  every  wind  : 
The  bear,  the  fox,  the  wolf,  by  turns  prevail ; 
The  moft  in  power  fupplies  the  prefent  gale. 
The  wretched  Panther  cries  aloud  for  aid 
To  church  and  councils,  whom  fhe  firft  betray'd ; 
No  help  from  fathers  or  tradition's  train  : 
Thofe  ancient  guides  fhe  taught  us  to  difdain. 
And  by  that  fcripture,  which  flie  once  abus'd 
To  reformation,  llands  herfelf  accus'd. 
What  bills  for  breach  of  laws  can  fhe  prefer. 
Expounding  which  fhe  owns  herfelf  may  err  ; 
And,  after  all  her  winding  ways  are  try'd, 
If  doubts  arife,  fhe  flips  herfelf  afide. 
And  leaves  the  private  confcience  for  the  guide 
If  then  that  confcience  fet  th'  offender  free, 
It  bars  her  claim  to  church  authority. 
How  can  flie  cenfure,  or  what  crime  pretend, 
But  fcripture  may  be  conftrucd  to  defend  .' 
Ev'n  thofe,  whom  for  rebellion  fhe  tranfmits 
To  civil  power,  her  dodtrine  firft  acquits; 
Becaufe  no  difobedience  can  enfue. 
Where  no  fubniiffion  to  a  judge  is  due ; 
Each  judging  forhimfelf  by  her  confeut, 
Whom  thus  abfolv'd  fhe  fends  to  punifhment. 


Suppofe  the  magiftrate  revenge  her  caufe, 
'Tis  only  for  tranfsfreffmg  human  lav.is. 
How  anfwering  to  its  end  a  church  is  made, 
Whofe  power  i's  but  to  counfel  and  perfuade ! 
O  folid  rock,  on  which  fecure  flie  ftands  ! 
Eternal  houfe  not  built  with  mortal  hands! 
O  fure  defence  agaiuft.  th'  infernal  gate, 
A  patent  during  pleafure  of  the  ftate  ! 

Thus  is  the  Panther  neither  lov'd  nor  fear'd, 
A  mere  mock  queen  of  a  divided  herd  ; 
Whom  foon  by  lawful  power  fhe  might  controul, 
Herfelf  a  part  fubmitted  to  the  whole. 
Then,  as  the  moon  who  firft  receives  the  light 
By  which  fhe  makes  our  nether  regions  bright, 
So  might  file  fiiine,  reflefting  from  afar 
The  rays  fhe  borrow'd  from  a  better  ftar  ; 
Big  with  the  beams  which  from  her  mother  flow. 
And  reigning  o'er  the  rifing  tides  below  : 
Now,  mixing  with  a  favage  crowd,  fhe  goes. 
And  meanly  flatters  her  inveterate  foes, 
Rul'd  while  fhe  rules,  and  lofing  every  hour 
Her  wretched  remnants  of  precarious  power. 

One  evening,  while  the  cooler  fhade  fhe  fought, 
Revolving  many  a  melancholy  thought. 
Alone  fhe  walk'd,  and  look'd  around  in  vain. 
With  rueful  vifage.fnr  her  vanifh'd  train 
None  ef  her  fylvan  fubjedts  made  their  court ; 
Levees  and  couchees  pafs'd  without  refort. 
So  hardly  can  ufurpers  manage  well 
Thofe  whom  they  firft  inftrudted  to  rebel. 
More  liberty  begets  defire  of  more  ; 
The  hunger  flill  increafes  with  the  ftore. 
Without  refpejfl  they  brufh'd  along  the  wood     "^ 
Each    in  his  clan,    and,  fiU'd  with  loothfome/ 
food,  I 

Afk'd  no  permiflion  to  the  neighbouring  flood.  J 
The  Panther,  full  of  inward  difcontent. 
Since  they  would  go,  before  them  wifely  went; 
Supplying  want  of  power  by  drinking  firft. 
As  if  ihe  gave  them  leavt  to  quench  their  thirft. 
Among  the  reft,  the  Hind,  with  fearful  face. 
Beheld  from  far  the  common  watering-place. 
Nor  durft  approach  ;  till  with  an  awful  roar 
The  fovereign  lion  bad  her  fear  no  more. 
EncDurag'd    thus    fhe    brought    her    younglings 

nigh, 
Watching  the  motions  of  her  patron's  eye. 
And  drank  a  fober  draught ;  the  reft  amaz'd 
Stood  mutely  ftill,  and  on  the  ftranger  gaz'd  ; 
Sorvey'd  her  part  by  part,  and  fought  to  find 
The  ten-horn'd  monfter  in  the  harmlefs 
Such  as  the  Wolf  and  Panther  had  defign' 
They  thought  at   firft  they  dream'd ;  for  'twas 

offence 
With  them,  to  queftion  certitude  of  fenfe, 
Their  guide  in  faith :    but  nearer  when  they' 
drew,  [ 

And  had  the  faultlefs  objedt  full  in  Tiew,  ( 

Lord,  how  they  all  admir'd  her  heavenly  hue  ! 
Some,  who  before  her  fellowfhip  difdain 'd, 
Scarce,  and  but  fcarce,  from  in-born  rage  rc- 

ftrain'd. 
Now  frill-:'d  about  her,  and  old  kindred  feign'd. 
Whether  for  love  or  intereft,  every  fedl 
Of  all  the  favage  nation  fhew'd  refpcifl. 


to  find  ■) 
"sHind,  ^ 
ign'd.       J 
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The  viceroy  Panther  could  nor  awe  the  herd ; 
The  more  the  company,  the  lefs  they  fear'd. 
The  furly  Wolf  with  fecret  envy  burft,  "1 

Yet  could  not  howl ;  the  Hind  had  feen  him  / 
firft:  I 

But  what  he  durft  not  fpeak,  the  Panther  durft. J 

For  when  the  herd,  fuffit'd,  did  late  repair 
T"  ferney  heaths,  and  to  their  foreft  lare, 
She  made  a  mannerly  excufe  to  ftay. 
Proffering  the  Hind  to  wait  her  half  the  way: 
That,  fince  the  flcy  was  dear,  an  hour  o(  talk 
Mifrht  help  her  to  beguile  the  tedious  walk. 
With  much  good-will  the  motion  was  embrac'd 
To  chat  a  while  on  their  adventures  pafs'd  ; 


Nor  had  the  grateful  Hind  fo  foon  forgot 
Her  friend  and  fellow-fufferer  in  the  plot. 
Yet  wondering  how  of  late  (he  grew  eftrang'd. 
Her  forehead  cloudy,  and  her  countenance  chang'd. 
She  thought  this  hour  th'  occafion  would  prefcnt 
To  learn  her  fecret  caufe  of  difcontent. 
Which,  well  flie  hop'd,  might  be  with  eafe  re-'\ 
drefs'd,  / 

Confide  ring  her  a  well-bred  civil  bead,  f 

And  more  a  gentlewoman  than  the  red,  J 

After  fome  common  talk  what  rumours  ran, 
The  lady  of  the  fpotted  muff  began. 
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Dame,  faid  the  Panther,  times  are  mended  wel!. 
Since  late  among  the  Philiftines  you  fell. 
The  toils  were  pitch'd,  a  fpacious  tradt  of  ground 
With  expert  huntfmen  was  encompafs'd  round ; 
Th'  inclofure  narrow'd;  the  fagacious  power 
Of  hounds  and  death  drew  nearer  every  hoor. 
'Tis  true,  the  younger  lion  fcap'd  the  fnare, 
But  all  your  prieftly  calve-  lay  flruggling  there ; 
As  facrifices  on  their  altars  laid  ;  T 

While  you  their  careful  mother  wifely  fled,       > 
Nor  trufting  defliny  to  fave  your  head.  j 

For  whate'er  promifes  you  have  apply'd  ^ 

To  your  unfailing  church,  the  furer  fide  > 

Is  frur  fair  legs  in  danger  to  provide.  J 

And  whate'er  tales  of  Peter's  chair  you  tell,      ") 
Yet,  faving  reverence  of  the  miracle,  •    > 

The  betrer  luck  was  yours  to  fcape  fo  well.        J 

As  I  remember,  faid  the  fober  Hind, 
Thofe  toils  were  for  your  own  dear  felf  deCgn'd,' 
As  V  ell  as  me  ;  and  with  the  felf-fame  throw,    ) 
To  catch  the  quarry  and  the  vermin  too,  > 

Forgive  the  flanderous  tongues  that  call'd  youfo.  J 
Howe'er  you  take  it  now,  the  common  cry 
Then  ran  you  down  for  your  rank  loyalty. 
Befide?,  in  Popery  they  thought  you  nurft, 
As  evil  tongues  will  ever  fpeak  the  worfl, 
Becaufe  fome  forms,  and  ceremonies  fomc 
You  kept,  and  ftood  in  the  main  quefticn  dumb. 
Dumb  you  were  born  indeed  ;  but  thinking  long 
The  teft  it  fecms  at  laft  has  loos'd  your  tongue. 
And  to  explain  what  ycur  forefathers  meant, 
By  real  prefence  in  the  facramcntj 


After  long  fencing  pufli'd  againft  a  wall.  -\ 

Your  falvo  comes,  that  he's  not  there  at  at  all  :  f 
There  chang'd  yourfaith,  and  what  may  change  f 
may  fall.  3 

Who  can  believe  what  varies  every  day, 
Nor  ever  was,  nor  will  be,  at  a  ftay  ? 

Tortures  may  force  the  tongue  untruths  to  tell. 
And  I  ne'er  own'd  myfelf  infallible, 
Reply'd  the  Farther     grant  fuch  prefence  were, 
Yet  in  your  fenfe  I  never  own'd  it  there. 
A  real  virtue  we  by  faith  receive. 
And  that  »ve  in  the  facrament  believe. 
Then  faid  the  Hind,  as  you  the  matter  ftate, 
No'  only  Jefuits  can  equivocate; 
For  real,  as  you  now  the  word  expound. 
From  folid  fubftance  dwindles  to  a  found. 
Methinks  an  ffifop's  fable  you  repeat ; 
You  know  wiv    t.Mi^  tie  fliaJo-v  for  the  meat : 
Your  church's  iubilance  thus  you  change  at  will, 
And  yet  retain  your  former  figure  Hill. 
I  freely  grant  you  fj  ^ke  ro  favf  your  life  ; 
For  then  you  lay  beneath  the  butcher's  knife. 
Long  time  you  f'l'igJ  t.  redoubled  battt.ry  bore. 
But,  after  ail      cainft  yourfelf  you  fwore  ; 
Your  former  felf     for  eve-y  hour  your  form 
Is  chrpp'd  and  chang'd,  like  winds  before  a  ftorm. 
Thus  f':ar  and  intereft  will  prevail  with  f-  me; 
For  all  have  not  the  gift  of  martyrdom. 

The  Panther  grinn'd  at  this,  and  thus  reply'd; 
That  men  may  err  was  never  yet  deny'd. 
But,  if  that  common  principle  be  true. 
The  cannon,  dame,  is  leveLl'd  full  at  youj 
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But,  (hunning  long  difputcs,  I  fain  would  fee 
That  wonilrous  wight  Infallibility. 
Is  he  from  heaven,  this  mighty  champion,  come  : 
Or  lodg'd  below  iti  fubterranean  Rome  .' 
rirll,  feat  him  fomcwhere,  and  derive  his  race, 
Or  elfe  ccntlude  that  nothing  has  no  place. 

Su[.pole,  though  [  difown  it,  faid  the  Kind, 
The  certain  nianfion  wcfc  not  yet  aflign'd  : 
The  doubtful  rcfidence  no  proof  can  bring 
Againft  the  plain  exiftence  of  the  thing. 
Betaufe  philoi'ophtrs  may  difagree. 
If  fight  cmiilL'n  or  reception  be, 
Sliall  it  be  thence  inferr'd,  I  do  not  fee? 
But  you  require  an  anfwer  pofitive. 
Which  ycf,  when  I  demand,  you  dare  not  give  ; 
l-'or  fallacies  in  unlverfals  live. 
I  then  affirm  that  this  unfailing  guide 
In  pope  and  general  councils  muft  refide  ; 
But  lawful,  both  ccmbin'd  :  what  one  decrees 
By  nunierous  votes,  the  other  ratifies  : 
On  this  undoubted  fenfe  the  church  relies. 
'Tis  true,  feme  ddfiors  in  a  icantier  fpace. 
1  mean,  in  each  apart,  contraifb  the  place. 
Some,  who  to  greater  length  extend  the  line. 
The  churcli'sufter  acceptation  join. 
I'his  lalk  circun^ference  appears  too  wide; 
The  church  dii'fiis'd  is  by  the  council  ty'd  ; 
As  members,  by  their  reprefentatives 
(Jblig'd  to  laws,  which  prince  and  ftnate  gives, 
'ihus,   fome   contrad,    and   fome  enlarge  the"! 
fpace ;  ( 

In  pope  and  council  who  denies  the  place,  C 

i^liiftcd  from  above  with  God's  unfailing  grace?  J 
■'I'hofe  canons  all  the  needful  points  coniam  ;  . 
■J'heir  fcnfe  fo  obvious,  and  their  words  fo  plain, 
1  hat  no  difputes  about  the  doubtful  text 
Have  hichcrto  the  labouring  world  perplcx'd. 
If  any  ihould  in  after  limes  appear, 
New  councils  muft  be  call'd,  to  make  the  mean- 
ing ckar : 
Jiecaufe  m  them  the  power  fupretne  refidcs ; 
And  all  the  promifes  are  to  the  guides. 
This  may  be  taught  with  found  and  i'M'e  defence: 
But  n.ark  how  fandy  is  your  own  pretence, 
AVho,  fLtsing  councils,  pope,  and  church  alidc, 
Are  cvciy  n\an  his  own  prefuming  guide. 
The  facred  books,  you  fay,  arc  full  and  plain, 
And  every  reedful  pcii;t  of  truth  contain  : 
All  who  can  read  interpreters  may  be  : 
'J  hus,  though  your  fevcral  cliurcl.es  difagree. 
Yet  every  lamt  has  to  himfelf  alone 
The  fecret  of  this  philolbphic  llonc. 
T  hefe  prii;c:plcs  yoi:r  jairing  ie£ts  unite. 
When  differing  docitors  and  ddciples  tiglit. 
Though  l.uther,  Zuinglius,  Calvin,  holy  chiefs, 
Have  made  a  battle-royal  of  beliefs; 
Or  like  wild  horfes  feveral  ways  have  whirl'd 
The  tortur'd  text  about  the  Chriftian  world; 
Each  Jehu  laihing  on  with  furious  fcrce, 
That  Turk  or  Jew  could  not  have  us'd  it  worfe; 
No  matter  what  diffjnilon  leaders  n-.ake, 
Wlu-re  every  private  man  may  f.ivc  ;i  Ihike  : 
Rul'd  by  the  i'cripture  and  his  o\mi  ad\ii;c, 
EiKh  has  a  blind  byr-path  in  Pa;adilv; ; 


Where,  driving  in  a  cucle  flow  or  faft, 

Oppofing  feds  are  fu'-e  to  meet  at  lafl. 

A  wondrous  charity  you  have  in  ftore  y 

For  all  reform'd  to  pafs  the  narrow  door :  C 

So  much,  that  Mahomet  had  fcarcely  more.        j 

For  he,  kind  prophet,  was  for  damii-ng  none  ; 

But  Chrift  and  iMofes  were  to  fave  their  own  : 

Himfelf  vvas  to  fecure  his  chofen  race. 

Though  reafon  good  for  Turks  to  take  the  place. 

And  he  allow'd  to  be  the  better  man, 

In  viitue  of  his  holier  Alcoran. 

True,  faid  the  Panther,  I  fliall  ne'er  deny 
My  brethren  may  be  fav'd  as  well  as  I : 
Though  Huguenots  condemn  our  ordination, 
Succeflion,  minifterial  vocation  ; 
And  Luther,  more  mifltiking  what  he  read, 
Misjoins  the  facred  body  with  the  bread  : 
Yet,  lady,  ftill  remember  I  maintain. 
The  word  in  needful  points  is  only  plain. 

Needlefs,  or  needful,  I  not  now  contend. 
For  fHll  you  have  a  loop-hole  for  a  friend; 
(Rcjoin'd  the  matron)  ;  but  the  rule  you  lay      '^ 
Has  led  whole  flocks,  and  leads  them  flill  aftray,  v 
In  weighty  points,  and  full  damnation's  way.      j 
For  did  not  Arius  ntft,  Socinus  now. 
The  Son's  eternal  Godhead  difavow  ? 
And  did  not  thefe  by  gofpel  texts  alone 
Condemn  our  do(5trine,  and  maintain  their  own  ?. 
Have  not  all  heretics  the  fame  pretence 
To  plead  the  fcriptures  in  their  own  defence  ? 
How  did  the  Nicene  council  then  decide 
That  ftrong  debate  ?  was  it  by  fcripture  try'd? 
No,  fure  ;  to  that  the  rebel  would  not  yield  ; 
Squadrons  of  texts  he  marfhnll'd  in  the  field  : 
That  v.'as  but  civil  war,  an  equal  fet. 
Where  piles  with  piles,  and  eagles  eagles  met, 
With  texts  point-blank  and  plain  he  fac'd  the  foe, 
And  did  not  Satan  tempt  our  Saviour  fo  ? 
The  good  old  bifliops  took  a  fimpler  way; 
Each  alk'd  but  what  he  heard  his  father  fay, 
Or  how  he  was  iiiftruclcd  in  his  youth. 
And  by  tradition's  force  upheld  the  truth. 

Tfie  Panther  fmii'd  at  this ;  and  when,  faid  ihe. 
Were  thofe  firft  councils  difallovi^'d  by  me  ? 
Or  where  did  I  at  fure  tradition  flrike, 
Provided  {till  it  were  apoftolic? 

Friend,  faid  the  Hhid,  you  quit  your  former 
ground, 
Where  all  yoiir  faith  you  did  on  fcripture  found  r 
Now  'tis  tradition  join'd  with  holy  writ ; 
But  thus  your  memory  betrays  your  wit. 

No,  faid  the  Panther  ;  for  in  that  I  view. 
When  your  tradition's  forg'd,  and  when  'tis  tnie. 
1  fet  them  by  the  rule,  and,  as  they  fquare, 
Or  deviate  from  undoubted  doctrine  there, 
This  oral  fi(5tion,  that  old  fi'ith  declare. 

(Hind.)  The  council  fleer'd,  it  ftenis,  a  differ- 
ent courfe; 
They  try"d  the  Icripture  by  tradition's  force  : 
But  you  tradiiii  n  by  the  fcripture  try  ; 
Purlued  by  feds,  from  this  to  that  you  fly, 
Nor  dare  on  one  foundation  to  tcly. 
The  world  is  then  dcpos'd,  and  in  this  view. 
You  rule  the  fcripture,  not  the  fcripture  you. 
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Thus  faid  the  dame,  and,  fmiling,  thus  puifu'd  : 
1  fee,  tradition  then  is  difallow'd, 
When  not  evinc'd  by  fcripture  to  be  true, 
And  fcripture,  as  interpreted  by  you. 
But  here  you  tread  upon  unfaithful  ground; 
Unlcfs  you  could  infallibly  expound  : 
Which  you  rejcft  as  odious  popery. 
And  throw  that  dodlrine  back  with  fcorn  on  mc. 
Suppofe  we  on  things  traditive  divide, 
And  both  appeal  to  fcripture  to  decide  ; 
By  various  texts  we  beth  uphold  our  claim, 
Nay,  often,  ground  our  titles  on  the  fame  : 
After  long  labour  loft,  and  time's  expence, 
Both  grant  the  words,  and  quarrel  for  the  fenfe. 
Thus  all  difputes  for  ever  muft  depend  ; 
For  no  dumb  rule  can  controverfies  end. 
Thus,  when  you  faid.  Tradition  muft  be  try'd 
By  facred  writ,  whofe  fenfe  yourfelves  decide. 
You  laid  no  more,  but  that  yourfelves  muft  be 
The  judges  of  the  fcripture  fenfe,  not  me, 
Againft  our  church-tradiiion  you  declare, 
And  yet  your  clerks  would  fit  in  Mofes'  chair  : 
At  leaft  'tis  prov'd  againft  your  argument, 
The  rule  is  far  from  plain,  where  all  diflent. 

If  not  by  fcriptures,  how  can  we  be  fure 
Reply'd  the  Panther,  what  tradition's  pure  ? 
For  you  may  palm  upon  us  new  for  old : 
All,  as  they  fay,  that  glitters  is  not  geld. 

How  but  by  following  her,  reply'd  ihe  dame, 
To  whom  deriv'd  from  fire  to  fon  they  came  ; 
Where  every  age  does  on  another  move, 
And  trufts  no  farther  than  the  next  above , 
■Where  all  the  rounds  like  J  icob's  ladder  rife, 
The  loweft  hid  in  earth,  the  topmoft  in  the  fiies. 

Sternly  the  favage  did  her  anfvver  mark. 
Her  glowing  eye-balls  glittering  in  the  dark. 
And  faid  but  this  :  Since  lucre  was  your  trade, 
Succeeding  times  fuch  dreadful  gaps  have  made  , 
'Tis  dangerous  climbing  ;   To  your  fons  and  you 
I  leave  the  ladder,  and  its  omen  too. 

(Hind.)  The  Panther's  breath  was  ever  fam'd 
for  fwect ; 
But  from  the  Wolf  fuch  wiflies  oft  I  meet : 
You  learn'd  this  language  from  the  blatant  beaft, 
Or  rather  did  not  fpeak,  but  were  pofiefs'd. 
As  for  your  anfvver,  'tis  but  barely  urg'd  : 
You  muft  evince  tradition  to  be  forg'd  ; 
Produce  plain  proofs;  unbleniifti'd  authors  ufe 
As  ancient  as  thofe  ages  they  accufe ; 
Till  when  'tis  not  fufficient  to  defame  : 
An  old  poffefiion  ftands,  till  elder  quits  the  claim. 
Then  for  our  intercft,  which  is  nam'd  alone 
To  load  with  envy,  we  retort  your  own. 
For  when  traditions  in  your  faces  fly, 
Refolving  not  to  yield,  you  muft  decry. 
As  when  the  caufe  goes  hard,  the  guilty  man 
Excepts,  and  thins  his  jury  all  he  can ; 
So  when  you  ftand  of  other  aid  bereft. 
You  to  the  twelve  apoftles  would  be  left, 
Your  friend  the   Wolf  did  with  more  craft  pro- 
vide 
To  fet  thofe  toys  traditions  quite  afide ; 
And  fathers  too,  unlefg  when,  reafon  fpent, 
He  cites  them  but  fomctimes  lor  ornament. 


Ill 

But,  madam  Panther,  yon,  though  more  lincere. 
Are  not  fo  wfc  as  your  adulterer  ; 
The  private  fpirit  is  a  better  blind. 
Than  all  the  dodging  tricks  your  authors  find. 
For  they,  who  left  the  fcripture  to  the  crowd.  ~\ 
Each  for  his  own  peculiar  judge  allow'd;  I 

The  way  to  pleafe  them  was  to   make    themf 
proud.  3 

Thus  with  full  fails  they  ran  upon  the  fhelf ; 
Who  could  fufpe(5l  a  cozenage  iroin  himfelf  ? 
On  his  own  reafon  fafer  'tis  to  ftand. 
Than  be  deceiv'd  and  d^mii'd  at  fecond  hand. 
But  you,  who  fathers  and  traditions  take. 
And  garble  fome,  and  fome  you  quite  forfake, 
Pretending  church-autl>ority  to  fix. 
And  yet  fome  grains  of  private  fpirit  mix, 
Are  like  a  mule  made  up  of  diffcrijig  feed. 
And  that's  the  reafon  why  you  never  breed; 
AX  leaft  not  propogate  your  kind  abroad. 
For  home  diffenters  are  by  flatutes  aw'd. 
And  yet  they  grow  upon  you  every  day,  "J 

While  you,  to  fpeak  the  beft,  are  at  a  ftay,  f 

For  feels,  that  are  extremes,  abhor  a  middle  1 


way. 


3 


Like  tricks  of  ftate,  to  ftop  a  raging  flood,        ~\ 
Or  mollify  a  mad  braiu'd  fcnate's  mood  :  > 

Of  all  expedients  never  one  was  good.  j 

Well  may  they  argue,  nor  can  you  deny, 
If  wc  muft  fix  on  church  authority, 
Beft  on  the  beft,  the  fountain,  not  the  flood; 
That  muft  be  better  ftill,  if  this  be  good. 
Shall  Ihe  command  who  has  herfclf  rebelld  ? 
Is  antichrill  by  antichrift  cxpell'd? 
Did  we  a  lawful  tyianny  difp'.ace. 
To  fet  alofc  a  baftard  of  the  race  .' 
Why  all  thefe  wars  to  win  the  book,  if  wc  "J 

Muft  not  interpret  for  ourfelves,  but  ihe  I  C 

Either  be  wholly  flaves  or  wholly  free.  j 

For  purging  fires  iradiiions  muft  not  fight ; 
But  they  muft  prove  epifcopacy's  right. 
Thus  thofe  led  horfes  arc  from  fervice  freed; 
You  never  mount  tiiem  but  in  time  of  need. 
Like  mercenaries,  hir'd  for  home  defence. 
They  will  not  fcrve  againft  their  native  prince. 
Againft  domeftic  foes  of  hierarchy. 
Thel'e  are  drawn  forth,  to  make  fanatics  fly; 
But,  when  they  fee  their  countrymen  at  hand. 
Marching   againft   them    under   church   com- 
mand, 
Straight  they  forfake  their  colours,  and  difliand. 
Thus  Ihe,  nor  could  the  Panther  well  enlai jje 
With  weak  defence  againft  fo  fttong  a  charge  ; 
Bat  faid  :  For  what  did  Chrift  his    word  pro- 
vide. 
If  ftill  his  church  muft  want  a  living  guide  ? 
And  if  all-faving  doiSirines  are  not  there. 
Or  facred  penmen  coo'.d  not  make  them  clear, 
From  after  ages  who  fnould  hope  in  vain 
For  truths,  which   men   infpir'd   could   not   ex- 
plain. 
Before  the  word  was  written,  faid  the  Hind, 
Our  Saviour  preach'd  liis  faith  to  human  kind  : 
From  his  apeftles  the  firft  age  receiv'd 
Eternal  truth,  and  what  they  taught  believ'd. 


Thus  by  tra<1xtion  faith  was  planted  firft  ; 
Surceeding  flocks  fucceeding  paftors  niirs'd. 
'this  was  the  way  our  wife  Redeemer  chofe,       "^ 
(Who  fure   could  all  things  for  the  beft  dif-f 

pofe)  ..       .  V 

To  fence  his  fold  from  their  ehcroaching  foes,    j 
He  could  have  writ  himfelf,  but  well  forefaw 
Th'  event  would  be  like  that  of  Mofcs'  law ; 
Some  difference  M'ould  arife,  feme  doubts  remain 
Like  thofe  which  yet  the  jarring  Jews  maintain. 
Ho  written  laws  can  be  fo  plain,  fo  pure, 
But  wit  n'ay  glofs,  and  malice  may  obfcure ; 
Not  thofe  indited  by  his  firft  command, 
A  pr('phet  grav'd  the  text,  an  angel  held  his  hand. 
Thus  faith  was,  e'er  the  written  word  appear'd, 
And  men  believ'd  not  what  they  read  but  heard. 
But  fincc  th'  apoftles  could  not  be  confin'd 
To  thefe,  or  thofe,  but  feverally  deiign'd 
Their  large  commiflinn  round  the  world  to  blow; 
To  fpread  their  faith,  they  fpread  their  labours 

too. 
Yet  flill  their  abfcnt  flock  their  pains  did  fhare; 
They  hearken'd  ftill ;  for  love  produces  care. 
And  as  miftakcs  arofe  cr  difcords  fell. 
Or  bold  feductrs  taught  them  to  rebel, 
As  charity  grew  cold,  or  fadion  hot. 
Or  long  negledl  their  lefTons  had  forgot. 
For  all  their  wants  they  wifely  did  provide, 
And  preaching  by  epiftles  was  fupply'd  : 
So  great  phyficians  cannot  all  attend. 
But  fome  they  vifit,  and  to  fome  they  fend. 
Yet  all  thofe  letters  were  not  writ  to  all ; 
Nor  firft  intended  but  occafional. 
Their  abfent  fermons;  nor  if  they  contain 
All  needful  docSlrines,  arc  thofe  duftrines  plain. 
Clearnefs  by  frtqucnt  preaching  mufl  be  wrought; 
They  writ  but  feldom,  but  they  daily  taught. 
And  what  one  faint  has  faid  of  holy  Paul, 
"  He  darkly  writ,"  is  true  apply'd  to  all. 
For  this  obfcurity  could  heaven  provide  "^ 

More  prudently  than  by  a  living  guide,  > 

As  doubts  arofe,  the  difference  to  decide  ?  J 

A  guide  was  therefore  needful,  therefore  made  ; 
And,  if  appointed,  fure  to  be  obey'd. 
Thus,  with  due  reverence  to  th'  apoftles'  writ. 
By  which  my  fons  are  taught,  to  which  fubmit ; 
J  think,  thofe  truths,  their  facred  works  contain. 
The  church  alone  can  certainly  explain; 
That  following  ages,  leaniiig  on  the  paft, 
May  reft  upon  the  primitive  at  lafl. 
Nor  would  I  thence  the  word  no  rule  infer, 
But  none  witlu  ut  the  church-interpreter. 
Becaiifc,  as  I  have  urg'd  before,  'tis  mure, 
And  is  illclf  the  fuhjed  of  difputc. 
But  what  th'  apoIHes  their  fucceflors  taught,     '-\ 
They  to  the  text,  Ircni  them  to  us  is  brought,   / 
Th'    undoubted   fenfe    which   is    in   fcripture^ 

fought,  3 

From  hence  the  church  isr.rm'd,when  errors  rife,'^ 
To  (top  their  enir.  :;cc,  and  prevent  furprife  ;  T 
And,  lafe  entrei-.th'd  within,  her  foes  without  ^ 

dclie'. 
By  thcfe  all  feflering  fores  her  councils  heal, 
'Which  time  or  h:is  difclos'd,  or  fhall 
Fcr  diUord  cannot  end  with-ut  a  1; 
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incils  heal,  1 
ill  reveal ;  > 
Ir.ft  appeal.     J 


Nor  can  a  council  national  deei<ie, 

But  with  fubordination  to  her  guide: 

(1  wifh  the  caufe  were  on  that  iffue  try'd.) 

Much  lefs  the  fcripture ;  for  fuppofc  debate 

Betwixt  pretenders  to  a  fair  eftate, 

Bequeath'd  by  fome  legator's  laft  intent ; 

(Such  is  our  dying  Saviour's  teftament ;) 

The  will  is  prov'd,  is  open'd,  and  is  read  ; 

The   doubtful  heirs   their   differing  titles  plead  : 

All  vouch  the  word?  their  intereft  to  maintain, 

And  each  pretends  by  thofe  his  caufe  Is  plain. 

Shall  then  the  TeftamCnt  award  the  right  .' 

No,  that's  the  Hungary  for  which  they  fight  ; 

The  field  of  battle,  fubjedt  of  debate ; 

The  thing  contended  for,  the  fair  eftate. 

The  fenfe  is  intricate,  'tis  only  clear 

What  vowels  and  what  confonants  arc  there. 

Therefore  'tis  plain,  its  meaning  muft  be  try'd 

Before  fome  judge  appointed  to  decide. 

Suppofe,  the  fair  apoftate  faid,  I  grant. 
The  faithful  flock  fome  living  guide  fhould  want. 
Your  arguments  an  endlefs  chafe  purfue  ;  ") 

Produce  this  vaunted  leader  to  our  view,  y 

This  mighty  Mofes  of  the  chofen  crew.  j 

The  dame,  who  faw  her  fainting  foe  retir'd, 
With  force  renew'd,  to  vicftory  afpir'd  ; 
And,  looking  upward  to  her  kindred  fky,  "^ 

As  once  our  Saviour  own'd  his  Deity,  (^ 

Pronounc'd   his  words — "  fhe  whotn  you  feek  C^ 
am  I."  y 

Nor  lefs  amaz'd  this  voice  the  Panther  heard, 
1  ban  were  thofe  Jews  to  hear  a  God  declar'd. 
Then  thus  the  matron  modeftly  renew'd  : 
Let  all  your  prophets  and  their  ia&s  be  view'd. 
And  fee  to  which  of  them  yourfelves  think  fit 
The  condwdl  of  yotir  confclence  to  fubmit : 
tach  profelyte  would  vote  his  do6lorbcft, 
With  abfolute  cxclufion  to  the  reft  : 
Thus  would  your  Pchfh  diet  difagree. 
And  end,  as  it  began,  in  anarchy  : 
Yourfelf  the  faireft  for  eleiftion  ftand, 
Becaufc  you  feem  crown-general  of  the  land  : 
But  foon  againft  your  fi;perftitioiis  lawn 
Some  prcfbyterian  fabrc  would  be  drawn  : 
In  your  eftablifh'd  laws  of  fovereignty 
The  reft  fome  fundamental  flaw. would  fee 
And  call  rebellion  gofpel-liberty. 
The  church-decrees  your  articles  require 
Submiffion  niollify'd,  if  not  entire. 
Homage  dcny'd,  to  cenfures  you  proceed  ; 
But  when  CuitLina  will  not  do  the  deed, 
You  lay  that  pointlefs  clergy  weapon  by. 
And  to  the  huvs,  y(ur  fword  of  juftice,  tly. 
Now  this  your  fciils  the  more  unkindly  rake, 
Thofe  prying  varlets  hit  the  blots  you  make, 
Becaufe  fome  ancient  fiiends  of  yours  declare. 
Your  only  rule  of  faith  the  fcriptures  are, 
Interpreted  by  men  of  jiidgment  found, 
Wl'.ich  every  feift  will  for  thcmfelvcs  expound  ; 
Nor  thinl:  lefs  reverence  to  their  dcdois  due 
For  f(  tuid  interpretation,  than  to  you. 
If  thtn,  by  able  heads,  are  underftnod 
Your  brother  prophets,  who  reform'd  abroad  ; 
Tliofe  able  heads  expound  a  wifer  way. 
That  their  ov'.'ii  flucp  their  fhcpherd  fliould  cbc;-, 
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But  if  you  mean  yourfelves  are  only  found, 
That  doftrine  turns  the  reformation  round, 
And  all  (he  reft  are  falfe  reformers  found  ; 
Becaiife  in  fundry  points  you  ftand  alone, 
Not  in  communion  join'd  with  any  one  ; 
And  therefore  muft  be  all  the  church  or  none, 
Then,  till  you  have  agreed  whofe  judge  is  beft, 
Againft  this  forc'd  fubmiflion  they  proteft  : 
While  found  and  found  a  different  fenfe  explains, 
Both  play  at  hardhead  till  they  break  their  brains ; 
And  from  their  chairs  each  other's  force  defy, 
While  unregarded  thunders  vainly  fly. 
I  pafs  the  reft,  becaufe  your  church  alone 
Of  all  ufurpers  beft  could  fill  the  throne. 
But  neither  you,  nor  any  fedt  befide,  '\ 

For  this  high  office  can  be  qualify'd,  C 

With  neceflary  gifts  requir'd  in  fuch  a  guide,  j 
For  that,  which  muft  diredl  the  whole,  muft  be  ") 
Bound  in  one  bond  of  faith  and  unity  :  C 

But  all  your  feveral  churches  difagree.  j 

The  confubftantiating  church  and  prieft 
Refufe  communion  to  the  Calvinift  : 
The  French  reform'd   from  preaching  you  rc--j 
ftrain,  j 

Becaufe  you  judge  their  ordination  vain  :  V. 

And  fo  they  judge  of  yours,  but  donors  muft  or-  I 
dain.  J 

In  fliort,  in  dodlrine,  or  in  difciplinc, 
Not  one  reform'd  can  with  another  jnin  : 
But  all  from  each,  as  from  damnation,  fly ; 
No  union  they  pretend,  but  in  Non-popery  : 
Nor,  ftiould  tlieir  members  in  a  fynod  meet. 
Could  any  church  prefume  to  mount  the  feat. 
Above  the  reft,  their  difcords  to  decide  ; 

,  JMone  would  obey,  but  each  would  be  the  guide  : 
And  face  to  face  dilTenfions  would  increafe  : 
For  only  diftancc  now  preferves  the  peace. 
All  in  their  turns  accurfers,  and  accus'd  : 
Babel  was  never  half  fo  much  confus'd, 
What  one  can  plead,  the  reft  can  plead  as  well ; 
For  amongft  equals  lies  no  laft  appeal. 
And  all  confefs  themfelves  are  fallible. 
Now  fince  you  grant  fome  neceflary  guide, 

-All  who  can  err  are  juftly  laid  afide  : 
Becaufe  a  truft  fo  facred  to  confer  T 

i  Shews  want  of  fuch  a  fure  intrepreter ;  > 

And  how  can  he  be  needful  who  can  err  ?  j 

Then  granting  that  unerring  guide  we  want. 
That  fuch  there  is  you  ftand  oblig'd  to  grant  : 
Our  Saviour  elfe  were  wanting ,  to  fupply 
Our  needs,  and  obviate  that  neceflity. 
It  then  remains,  that  church  can  only  be 
To  guide,  which  owns  unfailing  certainty  ; 
Or  elfe  you  flip  your  hold,  and  change  your  fide, 
Relapfing  from  a  neceflary  guide. 
But  this  annex'd  condition  of  the  crown,  "^ 

Immunity  from  errors,  you  difown  ;  ( 

Here  then  you  ftirink,  and  lay  your  weak  pre  ( 
^  tenfions  down.  J 

For  petty  royalties  you  raife  debate  ;  "^ 

But  this  unfailing  univerfal  ftate  [weight ;  i 

You  ftiiin  ;  nor  dare  fucceed  to  fuch  a  glorious  j 
And  for  that  caufe  thofe  promifes  deteft, 
Y'ith  which  our  Saviour  did  his  cliurth  invefl  j 
Vol.  VI. 
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But  ftrive  t'  evade,  and  fear  to  find  them  true, 
As  confcious  they  were  never  meant  to  you  : 
All  which  the  mother  church  afTerts  her  own, 
And  wirh  unrival'd  claim  afcends  the  throne. 
So  when  of  old  th'  almighty  father  fate 
In  council,  to  redeem  ourruin'd  ftate, 
Millions  of  millions  at  a  diftance  round,  "J' 

Silent  the  facred  confiftory  crown'd,  t 

To  hear  what  mercy,  niixt  with  juftice,  could  T 

propound :  J 

All  prompt  with  eager  pity,  to  fulfil 
The  full  extent  of  their  Creator's  will. 
But  when  the  ftern  conditions  were  declar'd, 
A  mournful  whifper  through  the  hoft  was  heard, 
And  th6  whole  hierarchy,  with  heads  hung  down, 
Submiflively    declin'd    the    ponderous    proffer'd 

crown. 
Then,  not  till  then,  th'  eternal  Son  from  high 
Rofe  in  the  ftrength  of  all  the  Deity  ; 
Stood  forth  t'  accept  'he  terms,  and  underwent"j' 
A  weight  which  all  the  frame  of  heaven  had  I 

bent,  X 

Nor  he  himfelf  could  bear,  but  as  Omnipotent.  3 
Now,  to  remove  the  leaft  remaining  doubt. 
That  ev'n  the  b!ear-ey'd  feits  may  find  her  out. 
Behold  wJiat  heavenly  rays  adorn  her  brows,     "^ 
What  from  his  wardrob'd  her.belov'd  allows      ( 
To    deck   the   wedding-day   of   his    unfpotted  T 

fpoufe.  3 

Behold  what  marks  of  majefty  fhe  brings  ;| 
Richer  than  ancient  heirs  of  eaftern  kings  : 
Her  right  hand  holds  the  fceptre  and  the  keys. 
To  fhew  whom  (he  commands,  and  who  obeys  : 
With  thefe  to  bind,  or  fet  the  finner  free. 
With  that  to  afl"ert  fpiritual  loyalty. 

One  in  herfelf,  not  rent  by  fchifm,  but  found, 
Entire,  one  folid  fliining  diamond  ; 
Not  fparklds  ftiatter'd  into  fcdts  like  you  : 
One  is  the  church,  and  muft  be  to  be  true  ; 
One  central  principal  of  unity,  "^ 

As  undivided,  fo  from  errors  free,  > 

As  one  in  faith,  ^■■i  one  in  fantftity.  j 

Thusftie,  and  none  but  fhe,  th'  infulting  rage 
Of  heretics  oppos'd  from  age  to  age  : 
Still  when  the  giant-brood  invades  her  throne,  ~\ 
She  ftoops  from  heaven,  and  meets  them  half  ( 

way  down,  C 

And  with  paternal  thunder  vindicates  her  crown. ^ 
But  like  Egyptian  forcerers  you  ftand,  ~\ 

And  vainly  lift  aloft  your  magic  wand,  ( 

To  fweep  away  the  fwarms  of  vermin  from  the  C 

land :  J 

Vou  could  like  them,  with  like  infernal  force. 
Produce  the  plague,  but  not  arreft  the  courfe. 
But  when  the  boils  and  blotches,  with  difgrac'e 
And  public  fcandal,  fat  upon  the  face. 
Tiiemfclves  attack'd,  the  Magi  ftrove  no  more,"! 
They  faw  Ood's  finger,  and  their  fate  deplore  ;  f 
Themfelves  they  could  not  cure  of  the  diflioneft  C 

A>re.  J 

Thus  one,  thus  pure,  behold  her  largely  fpread, 
Ivike  the  fair  ocean  from  her  mother-bod; 
From  eaft  to  weft  triumphantly  fhe  rides. 
All  Uiores  are  watir'd  by  her  wealthy  tides. 
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•  ,The  gofpel-found,  diffus'd  from  pole  to  poie, 
Where  v/iiids  can  carry,  and  whej-e  waves  can  roll, 
The  felf-lanie  dodrine  of  the  facred  page 
CoTivey'd  to  every  clime,  in  every  age. 

Here  let  my  foirovir  give  my  fatire  place, 
To  raife  new  blufnes  on  my  Britilh  race ; 
Our  failing  fhips  like  com.nion-fewers  we  ufe,    ~\ 
And  through  our  diftant  colonies  difFufc  '     ( 

The  draught  of  dungeons,  and  the  flench  otiT 
(lews.  J 

Whom,  when  their  home-bred  honefty  is  loft, 
Wc  difcnibogue  on  (ome  far  Indian  coafl:  : 
Thieves,  pandars,  paillards,  fins  of  every  fort ; 
Thofe  are  the  manufaiftures  we  export ; 
•And  thefe  the  miffioners  our  zeal  has  made  :      T 
For,  with  my  country's  pardon  be  it  faid,  > 

Keligion  is  the  leaft  of  all  our  trade.  j 

Yet  fome  improve  their  traffic  more  than  we  ;T 
For  they  on  gain,  their  only  god,  rely,  (- 

And  fet  a  public  price  on,  piety. 
Induftrious  of  the  needle  and  the  chart, 
'I'hey  run  full  fail  to  their  Japonian  mart ; 
Prevention  fear,  and,  prodigal  of  fame, 
Sell  all  of  Chriftian  to  the  very  name ; 
Nor  leave  enough  of  that,  to  hide  their  nak-  (" 
cd  ftame.  J 

Thus,  of  three  marks,  which  in  tiic  creed  wc 
view. 
Not  one  of  all  can  be  apply'd  to  you  : 
Much  lefs  the  fourth ;  in  vain,  alas !  you  feek 
Th'  ambitious  title  of  apoflolic  : 
God-hke  defcent  1  'tis  well  your  blood  can  be 
Prov'd  noble  in  the  third  or  fourth  degree  : 
For  all  of  ancient  that  you  had  before, 
(I  mean  what  is  not  borrow'd  from  our  ftore) 
Was  error  fulminated  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
Old  herefies  condemn'd  in  ages  paft, 
By  care  and  time  recover'd  from  the  blaft. 

'Tis  laid  with  eafe,  but  never  can  be  prov'd. 
The  church  her  old  foundations  has  remov'd, 
And  built  new  doctrines  on  uiiftable  fands  : 
Judge  that,  ye  winds  and  rains :  you  prov'd  her, 

yet  (he  (lands. 
Thofe  ancient  doftrines  charg'd  on  her  for  new, 
Shew,  when,  and  how,  and  from  what  hands  they 

grew. 
We  claim  no  power,  when  herefies  grow  bold. 
To  coin  new  faith,  but  (till  declare  the  old. 
How  clle  could  that  obfceue  difcafe  be  purg'd. 
When  controverted  texts  are  vainly  urg'd  ? 
To  jirovc  tru<litioii  new,  tlicre's  (bmewhat  more 
Rtcjuir'il,  than  faying,  'twas  not  us'd  before. 
I'hofe  monumental  arms  are  never  ftirr'd. 
Till  Ilhifm  and  herefy  call  down  Goliah's  (word. 
Thus,  what  you  call  corruptions,  are,  in  truth. 
The  firft  plantations  of  the  gofpel's  youth  ; 
Old  ftandard  faith  :  but  caft  your  eye-  again,     -j 
And  view  thofe  errors  v.hid)  newfedls  maintain,/ 
Or  which  of  old  difturb'd  the  church's  jieatcful  r 

«'g";  .  J 

And  we  can  point  each  period  of  the  time. 
When  they  began,  and  who  begot  the  crime ; 
tan  cakulu'c  In  w   long  th'  ctliple  endur'il, 
Who  iiJtcr^ios'd,  what  digits  \\ crc  obfcui'd, 
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Of  all  which  are  already  pafs'd  away, 
We  know  the  rife,  the  progrefs,  and  dett/, 
Defpair  at  our  foundations  then  to  llrike, 
Till  you  can  prove  your  faith  apoftolic; 
A  limpid  ftream  drawn  from  the  native  fource.* 
SucceHion  lawful  in  a  lineal  courfe. 
Prove  any  church,  oppos'd  to  this  our  head, 
/S.)  one,  (o  pure,  fo  unconfin'dly  fpread, 
Under  one  chief  of  the  fpiritual  ftate, 
I'he  members  all  combin'd,  and  all  fubordinate. 
Shew  fuch  a  feamlefs  coat,  from  fchifm  fo  free, 
In  no  communion  join'd  with  herefy. 
If  fuch  a  one  you  find  let  truth  prevail: 
Till  when  your  weights  will  in  the  balance  fail : 
A  church  unprincipled  kicks  up  the  fcale. 
But  if  you  cdtinot  think  (nor  fure  yoi.  caq 
Suppofe  hi  God  what  were  unjuft  in  man) 
"i'hat  he,  the  fountain  of  eternal  grace, 
Should  iufferfalfthood,  for  fo  long  a  (pace, 
l"o  banifh  truth,  and  to  ufurp  her  place  : 
That  feven  fucceflive  ages  (liould  be  loft. 
And  preach  damnation  at  their  proper  coft  ; 
'I'hat  all  your  erring  anceftors  (hould  die, 
Drown'd  in  th'  abyfs  of  deep  idolatry  : 
If  piety  forbid  fuch  thoughts  to  rife, 
Awake,  and  opeii  your  unwilling  eyes  : 
God  hath  left  nothing  for  each  age  undone. 
From  this  to  that  wherein  he  fent  his  Son  • 
Then  think  but  well  of  him,  and  half  your  work 

is  done. 
See  how  his  church,  adorn'd  with  every  grace, 
W'ith  open  arms,  a  kind  forgiving  face. 
Stands  ready  to  prevent  her  long-loft  fon's  em- 
brace. 

Not  inore  did  Jofeph  o'er  his  brethren  weep, 
Nor  lefs  himfelf  c(juld  from  difcovery  keep. 
When  in    the   crowd   of    fuppliants    they   were 

feen, 
And  in  their  crew  his  beft-beloved  Benjamin. 
Thut  pious  Jofeph  in  the  church  behold,  ^  i 

To  feed  your  famine,  and  refufe  your  gold  ;     ^  f 
The  Jofeph  you  exii'd,  the  Jofeph  whom  yo.r 
.fold.  3 

Thus,  while  with  heavenly  charity  (hefpoke, 
A  ftreaming  blaze  the  filcnt  (liadows  broke ; 
Shot  from  the  fkies;   a  cheerful  nature  light ;     ' 
The  birds  oblcene  to  forefls  wing'd  their  flight, 
And   grapin^r    graves  receiv'd  the    wandering 
guilty  Ipright. 
Such  v.'crc  the  pltafing  triumphs  of  the  (ky, 
Tor  Jiimes's  late  no(5lurnal  vidlory  ; 
The  pledge  of  his  almighty  Patron's  love, 
The  fireworks  which  his  angels  made  above. 
1  faw  myfelf  the  lambent  cafy  li;.^ht 
Gild  the  brown  lu.iror,  and  difpcl  the  night  : 
The  nufTcngcr  with  fpecd  the  tidii:gs  bore  :     ^ 
News,  which  three  labouring  nations  did  re-/ 
ftore ;  V 

But  licaven's  own  Nuntius  was  ariiv'd  before.   - 
By  thi;,  the'  Hind  had  rcach'd  her  lonely  cell. 
And  vajiours  rofe,  and  dews  iniwholefome  fell. 
VVluii  IIk.',  by  frequent  obfervariim  wife, 
As  one  who  long  on  heaven  had  fix'd  her  cye«, 
Dilccrn'd  a  change  of  weather  in  the  Ikies. 
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The  weftern  borders  were  with  crimfon  fpread, 
The  moon  defcending  look'd  all-flaming  red  ; 
She  thought  good  manners  bound  her  to  invite 
The  ftranger  dame  to  be  her  gueft  that  night. 
'Tis  true,  coarfe  diet,  and  a  fliort  repaft,  "^ 

(She  faid)  were  weak  inducements  to  the  tafte  > 
Of  one  fo  nicely  bred,  and  fo  unus'd  to  faft  :      J 
But  what  plain  fare  her  cottage  could  aiFord, 
A  hearty  welcome  at  a  homely  board, 
Was  freely  her's  ;  and,  to  fupply  the  reft, 
An  honefi:  meaning,  and  an  epen  breafl  : 
Laft,  with    content  of    mind,    the  poor  man's 

wealth, 
A  grace-cup  to  their  common  patron's  health. 
This  Ihe  defir'd  her  to  accept,  and  flay, 
For  fear  Ihe  might  be  wilder'd  in  her  way, 
Becaufe  (he  wanted  an  unerring  guide. 
And  then  the  dew-drops  on  her  filken  hide 
Her  tender  conftitution  did  declare,  T 

Too  lady-like  a  long  fatigue  they  bear,  > 

And  rough  inclemencies  of  raw  nodlurnal  air.  J 
But  moft  (he  fear'd  that,  travelling  fo  late,  ~i 
Some  evil-minded  beads  might  lie  in  wait,  > 
And  without  witnefs  wreak  their  hidden  hate.  J 

The  Panther,  though  (he  lent  a  liftening  ear, 
Had  more  of  lion  in  her  than  to  fear : 
Yet,  wifely  weighing,  (ince  (he  had  to  deal 
With  many  foes,  their  numbers  might  prevail, 
Return'd  her  all  the  thanks  (he  could  afford  : 
And  tbok  her  friendly  hollcfs  at  her  word: 


:aa,  j 


Who  entering  fir{r  her  lowly  roof,  a  Ihed 
With  hoary  mofs,  end  winding  ivy  fpread, 
Honeft  enough  to  hide  an  humble  hermit's  head, 
Thus  gracioufly  befpoke  her  welcome  gueft 
So  might  thefe  walls,  with  your  fair  prefen 

bleft. 
Become  your  dwelling-place  of  everlafting  reft; 
Not  for  a  night,  or  quick  revolving  year. 
Welcome  an  owner,  not  a  fojourner. 
This  peaceful  feat  my  poverty  feciires ; 
War  feldom  enters  but  where  wealth  allures  : 
Nor  yet  defpife  it ;  for  this  poor  abode 
Has  oft  receiv'd,  and  yet  receives,  a  God  : 
A  God  vi(ftoriQus  of  a  Stygian  race 
Here   laid  his  facred  limbs,  and  fanftify'd  the 

place. 
This  mean  retreat  did  mighty  Pan  contain  : 
Be  emulous  of  him,  and  pomp  difdain. 
And  dare  not  to  debafe  your  foul  to  gain. 
The  filent  ftranger  ftood  amaz'd  to  fee 
Contempt  of  wealth,  and  willful  poverty  : 
And,  though  ill  habits  are  not  foon  controul'd, 
A  while  fufpended  her  defire  of  gold. 
But  civilly  drew  in  her  Iharpen'd  paws, 
Not  violating  hofpitable  laws. 
And  pacify'd  her  tail,  and  lick'd  her  frothy  jaws, 

The  Hind  did  firft  her  country  cates  provide  ; 
Then  couch'd  herfelf  fecurely  by  her  fide. 
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IVTucii  malice  mingled  with  a  little  wit, 
Perhaps,  may  cenfure  this  myfterious  writ  : 
Eccaufe  the  Mufc  has  peopled  Caledoa  ^ 

With  Panthers,  Bears,  and  Wolves,  and  beaft  I 

imknown,  |> 

As  if  we  were  not  flock'd   with   monfters  of  j 

our  own.  J 

l^ct  ^fop  anfwer,  who  has  fet  to  view 
Such  kinds  as  Greece  and  Phrygia  never  knew  ; 
And  mother  Hiihhard,  in  her  homely  drels, 
Has  fliarply  blam'd  a  Britifli  Lionels  ; 
'Ihat  queen,  whofe  feafV  the  fadious  rabble  keep. 
Expos'd  obfcencly  naked  and  afleep. 
l-ed  by  thofe  great  examples,  may  not  I 
The  wanted  orjjansof  their  words  fiipply  ? 
]f  men  tranfaifl  like  brutes,  'tis  equal  then 
Per  hrutes  to  claim  tlie  privilege  of  men. 

Others  our  Hind  of  folly  will  indite, 
'I'o  entertain  a  dangerous  gi:^ft  by  night. 
Let  thofe  remember,  that  (lie  cannot  die 
'i'ill  rolling  time  is  loft  in  round  eternity  ; 
Nor  need  flie  fear  the  Panther,  though  untam'd, 
Pjccaufe  the  Lion's  peace  was  now  proclaim'd  ; 
'Jhc  wary  f.ivage  would  not  give  offence, 
To  forfeit  the  protcdlion  of  her  prince  j 
But  watch'd  the  time  her  vengeance  to  complete, 
When  all  her  furry  fons.jn  frequent  fenate  met. 
Meanwhile  (he  quench'd  her  fury  at  tlie  flood, 
And  with  a  Icnten  fallad  cool'd  her  blood. 
Their  commons,  though  but  coarfe,  were  nothing 

fcant, 
Nor[(!id  their  minds  ?.n  equal  banquet  want. 


the-| 
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For  now  the  Hind,  whofe  noble  nature  flrovc 
T'  exprefs  her  plain  fimplicity  of  love. 
Did  all  the  honours  of  her  houfe  fo  well. 
No  fliarp  debates  difturb'd  the  friendly  meal. 
She  turn'd  the  talk,  avoiding  that  extreme, 
To  common  dangers  pail,  a  fadly  plcafnig  theme; 
Remembering  every  florm   which    tols'd   the- 

(late, 
When  both  were  pbjedlsof  the  public  hate. 
And  dropt  a  tear  betwixt  for  her  own   chil- 
dren's fate. 

Nor  fail'd  flie  then  a  full  review  to  make 
Of  what  the  Panther  I'afTer'd  for  her  fake : 
Her  loft  efteem,  her  truth,  licr  loyal  care. 
Her  faith  unfiiaken  to  an  cxil'd  heir, 
Her  (Ircngth  t'  endure,  her  courage  to  defy; 
Her  choile  of  honourable  infaliiy. 
On  thefe,  prolixly  thankful,  ihe  cnlarg'd; 
Tlien  with  acknowkiigment  herlelf  fhe  charg'd  ; 
For  friendfliip,  of  itfclf  an  holy  tie. 
Is  made  more  facred  by  adverfity.  [f^y» 

Now  (hould  they  parr,   malicious  tongues  would 
They  met  like  chance  companions  on  the  way, 
■Whom  mutual  fear  of  robbers  had  poffefs'd  ; 
While  danger  lalled,  kiiidneis  was  profefs'd  ; 
But,  that  once  o'er,  the  fliort-liv'd  union  ends : 
The  road  divides,  and  there  divide  the  friends. 

The   Panther  nodded  when    her  fpccch   was  I 
done, 
And  thank'd  her  coldly  in  a  hollow  tone 
But  faid,  her  gratitude  had  gone  too  far 
Fur  common  nilicesof  Chrilliaii  care. 
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If  to  the  lawful  heir  (he  had  been  true. 
She  paid  but  Caefar  what  was  Csefar's  due, 
I  might,  (he  added,  with  like  praife  defcribe 
Your  fuffering  funs,  and  fo  return  your  bribe 
But  incenfc  from  my  hands  is  poorly  priz'd ; 
For  gifts  are  fcorn'd  where  givers  are  defpis'd. 
I  ferv'd  a  turn,  and  then  was  caft  away  ; 
You,  like  the  gaudy  fly,  your  wings  difplay 
And  fip  the  fweets,  and  balk  in  your  great 
tron's  day. 

This  heard,  the  matron  was  not  flow  to  find 
What  fort  of  malady  had  fciz'd  her  mind  : 
Difdain,  with  gnawing  envy,  fell  defpight. 
And  canker'd  malice,  flood  in  open  fight  : 
Ambition,  intereft,  pride  without  controul, 
And  jealoufy,  the  jaundice  of  the  foul ; 
Revenge,  the  bloody  minifter  of  ill, 
With  all  the  lean  tormentors  of  the  will. 
'Twas  eafy  now  to  guefs  from  whence  arofe 
Her  new-made  union  with  her  ancient  foes. 
Her  forc'd  civilities,  her  faint  embrace, 
Affecfted  kindnefs  with  an  alter'd  face  : 
Yet  durft  flie  not  too  deeply  probe  the  wound. 
As  hoping  ftill  the  nobler  parts  were  found  : 
But  ftrove  with  anodynes  t'  aflwage  the  fmart. 
And  mildly  thus  her  medicine  did  impart. 

Complaints  of  lovers  help  to  eafe  their  pain; 
It  fliews  a  reft  of  kindnefs  to  complain  ; 
A  friendfliip  loth  to  quit  its  former  hold  ; 
And  confcious  merit  may  be  juftly  bold. 
But  much  more  juft  your  jealoufy  would  fiiew, 
If  others'  good  were  injury  to  you  : 
Witnefs,  ye  heavens,  how  I  rejoice  to  fee 
Rewarded  worth  and  rifing  loyalty. 
Your  warrior  offspring  that  upheld  the  crown, 
Thefcarlct  honour  of  your  peaceful  gown, 
Are  the  moft  pkafingobjeifts  I  can  find, 
Charms  to  my  fight,  and  cordials  to  my  mind  : 
When  virtue  fpooms  before  a  profperous  gale. 
My  heaving  wifhes  help  to  fill  the  fail ; 
And  if  my  prayers  for  all  the  brave  were  heard. 
Csfar  fliould  ftill  have  fuch,  and  fuch  ftiould  ftill 
reward. 

The  labour'd  earth  your  pains  have  fow'd  and 
tiU'd; 
'Ti«  juft  you  reap  the  produifl  fif  the  field  : 
Your's  be  the  harveft,  'tis  the  beggar's  gain 
To  glean  the  fallings  of  the  loaded  wain. 
Such  fcatter'd  ears  as  are  not  worth  your  care,") 
Your  charity  for  alms  may  fafcly  fpare,  i 

For  alms  are  but  the  vehicles  of  prayer.  j 

My  daily  bread  is  literally  inipjor'd  ; 
I  have  no  barns  norgranaries  to  hoard. 
If  Cxfar  to  his  own  his  hand  extends,  "^ 

fiay  which  of  yours  h:s  charity  offends  :  / 

You  know  he  largely  gives  to  more  than  are  C 
his  friends.  j 

Are  yon  defrauded  when  he  feeds  the  poor  .' 
Our  mite  decreafes  nothing  of  your  ftore. 
lam  but  few,  and  by  your  fare  you  fee 
My  crying  fins  are  not  of  luxury. 
Some  jufter  motive  fure  your  mind  withdraws,  ") 
And  makes  you  break  our  friendfliip's  holv  laws;  ' 
for  barcfac'd  envy  is  too  bafe  a  cacfe.    '  3 


Shew  more  occafion  for  your  difcontent ;     , 
Your  love,  the  Woif,    would  help  you  to  invent : 
Some  German  quarrel,  or,  as  times  go  now. 
Some  French,  where  force  is  uppernioft,  will  do. 
When  at  the  fountain's  head,  as  merit  ought 
To  claim  the  place,  you  take  a  fwilling  draught. 
How  eafy  'tis  an  envious  eye  to  throw, 
And  tax  the  flieep  for  troubling  ftreams  below  ; 
Or  call  her  (when  no  farther  caufe  you  find) 
An  enemy  profefs'd  of  all  your  kind. 
But  then,  perhaps,  the  wicked  world  would  think, 
The  Wolf  deCgn'd  to  eat  as  well  as  drink. 

This  laft  allufion  gall'd  the  Panther  more, 
Bucaufe  indeed  it  rub'd  upon  the  fore,      fpain'd  : 
Yet  feem'd  ftie  not  to  wrinch,  though   fhrewdly 
But  thus  her  pafliive  characfters  msintain'd. 

I  never  grudg'd,  whate'er  my  foes  report. 
Your  flaunting  fortune  in  the  Lion's  court. 
You  have  your  day,  or  you  are  much  bely'd, 
But  I  am  always  on  the  fuff'ering  fide  : 
You  know  my  dodtrine,  and  I  need  not  fay" 
I  will  not,  but  I  cannot  difobey. 
On  this  firm  principle  I  ever  flood  ; 
He  of  my  fons  who  fails  to  make  it  good, 
By  ojie  rebeliious  a£l  renounces  to  my  blood. 

Ah,  faid  the  Hind,  how  many  fons  have  you. 
Who  call  you  mother,  whom  you  never  knewl 
But  moft  of  them  who  that  relation  plead, 
Are  fuch  ungracious  youths  as  wifli  you  dead. 
They  gape  at  rich  revenues  which  you  hold. 
And  fain  would  nibble  at  your  granii-dame  Gold 
Inquire  into  your  years,  and  laugh  to  find 
Your  crazy  temper  fliews  you  much  declin'd. 
Were  you  not  dim,  and  doted,  you  might  fee 
A  pack  of  cheats  that  claim  a  pedigree. 
No  more  of  kin  to  you  than  you  to  mc. 
Do  you  not  know,  that  for  a  little  coin. 
Heralds  can  foift  a  name  into  the  line  ? 
They  alk  you  bleffing  but  for  what  you  have,     -\ 
But  once  poflcfs'd  of  what  with  care  you  fave,  S- 
The  wanton  boys  would  pifs  upon  your  grave.  3 

Your  fons  of  latitude  that  court  your  grace,  ~y 
Though  moft  refembling  you  in  form  luid  face,  > 
Are  far  the  worft  of  your  pretended  race.  j 

And,  but  I  blufti  your  honefty  to  blot, 
Pray  God  you  prove  them  lawfully  begot  : 
For  in  fome  popifli  libels  I  have  read. 
The  Wolf  has  been  too  bufy  in  your  bed  ; 
At  leaft  her  hinder  parts,  the  belly-piece, 
The  paunch,  and  all  that  Scorpio  claims,  arc  his. 
Their  malice  too  a  fore  fufpicion  brings ; 
For  though   they  dare   not    bark,   they  fnarl   at 

kings : 
Nor  blame  them  for  intruding  in  your  line ; 
Fat  biflioprics  are  ftill  of  right  divine. 

Think  you  your  new  French  profyletes  are  coma 
To  ftarve  abroad,  becaufe  they  ftarv'd  at  home  i 
Your  benefices  twinkled  from  afar  ; 
They  found  the  new  Mefliah  by  the  ftar  : 
Thofe  Swifles  fight  on  any  fide  for  pay. 
And  'tis  the  living  that  conforms,  not  they. 
Markwithwhat  management  their  tribes  divide,'y 
Some  ftick  to  you,  and  fome  to  t'  other  fide,       t 
That  many  churches  may  for  many  mouths  pro-  C 
vide,  \ 
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More  vacant  pulpits  would  more  convents  m^ke ; 

All  would  have  latitude  enough  to  take  : 

The  reft  unbenefic'd  your  (e&i  maintain ; 

For  ordinations  without  cures  are  vain, 

And  chamber  praiSlice  is  a  filent  gain. 

Your  fons  of  breadth  at  home  are  much  like 

thefe ; 
Theif  foft  and  yielding  metals  run  with  eafe  : 
They  melt,  and  take  the  figure  ef  the  mould  : 
But  harden  and  preferve  it  beft  in  gold. 

Your  Delphic  fword,  the  Panther  then  replied, 
Is  double-edg'd,  and  cuts  on  either  fide, 
Some  fons  of  mine,  who  hear  upon  their  fliield 
Three  fteeples  argent  is  a  fable  field, 
Have  fharply  tax'd  your  converts,  who  unfed 
HavefoUow'd  you  for  miracles  of  bread  ; 
Such  who  thcmfelves  of  no  religion  are, 
AUur'd  with  gain,  for  any  will  declare. 
Bare  lies  with  bold  affertions  they  can  face  ; 
But  dint  of  arg;ument  is  out  of  place. 
The  grim  logician  puts  them  in  a  fright ; 
'Tis  eafier  far  to  flourifii  than  to  fight. 
Thus  our  eighth  Henry's  marriage  they  defame  Q 
They  fay  the  fchifm  of  beds  began  the  game,     > 
Divorcing  from  the  church  to  wed  the  dame ;    j 
Though  largely  prov'd,  and  by  himfelf  profefs'd. 
That  confcience,  confcience  would  not  let  him  reft : 
I  mean,  not  till  pofTefs'd  of  her  he  lov'd. 
And  old,  uncharming  Catharine  was  remov'd-. 
Por  fundry  years  before  he  did  complain, 
And  told  his  ghoftly  confeffor  his  pain. 
"With  the  fame  impudence,  without  a  ground,  ") 
They  fay  that,  look  the  reformation  round,         > 
"Ho  treatife  of  humility  is  found.  j 

Buf  if  none  were,  the  gofpel  dees  dot  want ;  ~) 
Our  Saviour  preach'd  it,  and  1  hope  you  grant,  > 
The  fermon  on  the  moiint  was  proteftant.  j 

No  doubt,  reply'd  the  Hind,  as  fure  as  all  "J 
The  writings  of  Saint  Peter  and  Saint  Paul  :  > 
On  that  decifion  let  it  ftand  or  fall.  j 

Now  for  my  converts,  who,  you  fay,  unfed 
Have  foUow'd  me  for  miracles  of  bread  ; 
Judge  nrt  by  hearfay,  but  obferve  at  leaft, 
If  Cnce  their  change  their   loaves  have  been  in- 

creas'd. 
The  Hon  buys  no  converts;  if  he  did, 
Eeafts  would  be  fold  as  faft  as  he  could  bid. 
Tax  thofe  of  intcreft  who  conform  for  gain, 
Or  ftay  the  market  of  another  reign  : 
Your  broad-way  fons  would  never  be  too  nice 
To  clofc  with  Calvin,  if  he  paid  their  price ; 
But   rais'd   three  ftcepks  higher  would   change 

their  note. 
And  quit  the  caffock  for  the  canting-coat, 
Now,  if  you  damn  this  ccnfure,  as  too  bold. 
Judge  by  yourfelvcs,  and  think  not  others  fold. 
Meantime  my  fons  accus'd,  by  fame's  report, 
Pay  full  attendance  at  the  Irion's  court. 
Nor  life  with  early  crowds,  nor  flatter  late  ; 
For  filently  ihcy  beg  who  daily  wait. 
Pm  ferment  is  beflow'd,  that  ronirs  unfought ; 
Atiendaiicc  is  a  bribe,  and  then  'tis  hoii}>Iit. 
How  they  fhould  fprcd,  their  forfnnc  is  uutry'd; 
Tvr  not  to  aflc,  is  not  to  be  dcfy'd. 
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For  what  they  have,  their  God  and  king  they 

blefs, 
And  hope  they  fhould  not  murmur,  had  they  lefs. 
But  if  reduc'd  fubfiilence  to  implore. 
In  common  prudence  they  would  pafs  your  door. 
Unpity'd  Hudibras,  your  champion  friend, 
Has  fhewn  how  far  your  charities  extend. 
This  lading  verfe  fhail  on  his  tomb  be  read, 
"  He  fham'd  you  living  and  upbraids  you  dead." 
With  odious  atheift  name?  you  lo.nd  your  foc» ;') 
Your  liberal  clergy  why  did  I  exp  jfe  ?  S- 

It  never  fails  in  charities  like  thofe. 
In  climes  where  true  religion  is  profefs'd. 
That  imputation  were  no  laughing  jeft. 
But  Imprimatur,  witii  a  chaplain's  name, 
Is  here  fufKcient  licence  to  defame. 
What  wender  is 't  that  black  detradlion  thrives ; " 
The  homicide  of  names  is  lefs  than  lives; 
And  yet  the  perjur'd  murderer  furvives. 

This  faid,  fne  paus'd  a  little,  and  fupprefs'd 
The  boiling  indignation  of  her  breaft. 
She  knew  the  virtue  of  her  blade,  nor  would 
Pollute  her  fatire  with  ignoble  blood  : 
Her  panting  foe  flie  faw  before  her  eye. 
And  back  flie  drew  the  fhlning  weapon  dry. 
So  when  the  generous  lion  has  in  fight 
His  equal  match,  he  rouzes  for  the  fight ; 
But  when  his  fee  lies  proflrate  on  'he  plain, 
He  flieaths  his  paws,  uncurls  his  angry  mane. 
And,  pleas'd  with  bloodlefs  honours  of  the  day. 
Walks  over  and  difdains  th'  inglorious  prey. 
So  James,  if  great  with  lefs  we  may  compare, 
Arrefts  his  rolling  thnnder-bolts  in  air; 
And  grants  ungrateful  friends  a  lengthen'd  fpace, 
T'  implore  the  remnants  of  long-fuftering  grace. 
This    breathing-time    the   matron   took ;    and 

then 
Refum'd  the  thread  of  her  difcourfe  again. 
Be  vengeance  wholly  left  to  powers  divine. 
And  let  heaven    judge    betwixt   your   fons   and 

mine : 
If  joys  hereafter  mufl  be  purchas'd  here 
With  lofs  of  all  that  mortals  hold  fo  dear. 
Then  welcome  infamy  and  public  fhame. 
And,  laft,  a  long  farewel  to  wordly  fame. 
'Tis  faid  with  eafe,  but,  oh,  how  hardly  try'd 
By  liaughty  fouls  to  human  honour  ty'd  ! 
O  fharp  convulfivc  pangs  of  agonizing  pride  !      ~^ 
Down  then,  thcu  rebel,  never  more  to  rife,         ~i 
And  what  thou  didft  and  doft  fo  dearly  prize,   f 
Th^t  fame,  that  darling  fame,  make  that  thy  C 

facrifice.  J 

'Tis  nothing  thou  haft  given,  then  add  thy  tears 
For  a  long  race  of  unrepenting  years: 
'Tis  nothing  yet,  yet  all  thou  haft  to  give  : 
Then  add  thole  may-he  years  thcu  haft  to  live  : 
Yet  nothing  ftill ;  tlien  poor,  and  naked  come  :'J 
Thy  father  will  receive  his  unthrift  home,  f 

And   thy   hlell  Saviour's  blood  difchargc  thcf 

mighty  fum.  J 

Thus  ((he  purfucd)  I  difciplinc  a  fon, 
Wliofc  uucheck'il  fury  to  revenge  would  run  : 
He  champs  the  bit,  impatient  of  liis  lofs. 
And  flarts  r.fide,  and  flcundci?  at  the  crofs. 
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Inftrud  him  better,  gracious  God !  to  know, 

As  thine  is  vengeance,  fo  forgivenefs  too. 

That,  fufFering  from   ill   tongues,   he  bears   no 

more 
Than  what  his  fovercign  bears,  and  what  his  Sa- 
viour bore. 

It  now  remains  for  you  to  fchool  your  child, 
And  afk  why  God's  anointed  he  revil'd ; 
A  -king  and  princefs  dead '  did  Shimei  worfe  ? 
The  curfer's  puniftiment  fhould  fright  the  curfe  : 
Your  fon  was  warn'd,  and  wifely  gave  it  o'er. 
But  he  who  counfel'd  him  has  paid  the  fcore  : 
The  heavy  malice  could  no  higher  tend. 
But  woe  to  him  on  whom  the  weights  defcend ! 
So  to  permitted  ills  the  dasmon  flies ; 
His  rage  is  aim'd  at  him  who  rules  the  Ikies : 
Conftrain'd  to  quit  his  caufe,  no  fuccour  found, 
The  foe  difcharges  every  tire  around, 
In  clouds  of  fmoke  abandoning  the  fight ; 
But  his  own  thundering  peals  proclaim  his  flight. 

In  Henry's  change  his  charge  as  ill  fuccceds;  T 
To  that  long  fl:ory  little  anfwer  needs  :  > 

Confront  but  Henry's  words  with  Henry's  deeds,  j 
Were  fpace  allow'd,  with  eafe  it  might  be  prov'd, 
What  fprings  his  blefled  reformation  mov'd. 
The  dire  effects  appear'd  in  open  fight,  "J 

Which  frona  the  caufe  he  calls  a  diftant  flight,   t 
And  yet  no  larger  leap  than  from  the  fun  to  T 
light.  J 

Now  let  your  fons  a  double  pxan  found, 
A  treatife  of  humility  is  found. 
'Tis  found,  but  better  it  had  ne'er  been  fought, 
Than  thus  in  protcftant  procefllon  brought. 
The  fam'd  original  through  Spain  is  known, 
Roderiguez'  work,  my  celebrated  fon. 
Which  yours,  by  ill-tranflating,  made  his  own 
Gonceal'd  its  author,  and  ufurp'd  the  name, 
The  bafefl  and  ignobleft  theft  of  fame. 
My  altars  kindled  firft  that  living  coal; 
Retlore  or  pradtife  better  what  you  ftole  '■ 
That  virtue  could  this  humble  verfe  infpire, 
'Tis  all  the  reftitution  I  require. 

Glad    was   the   Panther   that  the  charge  was 
clos'd. 
And  none  of  all  her  favourite  fons  expos'd. 
For  laws  of  arms  permit  each  injur'd  man. 
To  mr.ke  hinifclf  a  faver  where  he  can. 
Perhaps  the  plunder'd  merchant  cannot  tell 
The  names  of  pirates  in  whnie  hands  he  fell; 
But  at  the  den  of  thieves  he  juflly  flies, 
And  every  Algerine  is  lawful  prize. 
No  private  perfon  in  the  foe's  eftate 
Can  plead  exemption  from  the  public  fate. 
Vet  chriftian  laws  allow  not  fiich  redrefs; 
Then  let  the  greater  fuperfede  the  lefs. 
But  let  th'  abettors  of  the  Panther's  crime 
I. earn  to  make  fairer  wars  another  time. 
Some  charadlers  may  fure  be  found  to  write       T 
Among  her  fons;  for  'tis  no  conmicn  fight,        > 
A  fpotted  dam,  and  all  her  offspring  white.         J 

The  Savage,  though  (h'e  faw  her  plea  control'd, 
Yet  would  nivt  wholly  fecm  to  quit  her  hold. 
But  offer'd  fairly  to  compound  the  ftrife, 
And  judge  conveificn  bj  the  conv.n's  life. 
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'Tis  true,  flie  faid,  I  think  it  fomewhat  ftrange, 
So  few  fliould  follow  profitable  change  : 
For  prefent  joys  are  more  to  flefii  and  blood, 
Than  a  dull  profpedt  of  a  diftant  good, 
'Twas  well  alluded  by  a  fon  of  mine, 
(I  hope  to  quote  him  is  not  to  purloin) 
Two  magnets,  heaven  and  earth,  allure  to  blifs; 
The  larger  loadftone  that,  the  nearer  this  : 
The  weak  attradlion  of  the  greater  fails  ; 
We  nod  a  while,  but  neighbourhood  prevails 
But  when  the  greater  proves  the  nearer  too, 
1  wonder  more  your  converts  come  fo  flow. 
Methinks  in  thofe  who  firm  with  me  remain, 
It  fliows  a  nobler  principle  than  gain. 

Your  inference  would  be  ftrong  (the  Hind  X9r 
ply'd) 
If  yours  were  in  effe<5l  the  fuffering  fide  : 
Your  clergy's  fons  their  own  in  peace  poflefs, 
Nor  are  their  profpedts  in  reverfion  lefs. 
My  profelytes  are  ftruck  with  awful  dread  ; 
Your  bloody  comet-laws  hang  blazing  o'er  their 

head  ; 
The  refpite  they  enjoy  but  only  lent. 
The  heft  they  have  to  hope,  protra(5led  punilhment. 
Be  judge  yourfelf,  if  intereft  may  prevail, 
Which  motives,  yorrs  or  mine,  will  turn  the  fcale. 
While  pride  and  pomp  allure,  and  p  enteous  eafe, 
That  is,  till  man's  predominant  paflions  ceafe 
Admire  no  longer  at  my  flow  increafe. 

By  education  moft  have  been  mifled ; 
So  they  believe,  becaufe  they  fo  were  bred. 
The  pried  continues  what  the  nurfe  began, 
And  thus  the  child  impofes  on  the  man. 
The  reft  I  nam'd  before,  nor  need  repeat : 
But  intereft  is  the  moft  prevailing  cheat. 
The  fly  frtlucer  both  of  age  and  youth ; 
They  ftud^  that,  and  think  they  ftudy  truth. 
When  intereft  fortifies  an  argument, 
Weak  reafon  ferves  to  gain  the  will's  aflent ; 
For  fouls,  already  v/arp'd,  receive  an  eafy  bent 
Add  long  prefcription  of  eftabiifh'd  laws. 
And  pique  of  honour  to  maintain  a  caufe. 
And  fliame  of  change,  and  fear  of  future  ill. 
And  zeal,  the  blind  conduiSlor. of  the  will; 
And  cliief  among  the  ftill-nnftaking  crowd. 
The  fame  of  teachers  obftinate  and  proud, 
And  more  than  all  the  private  judge  all'^w'd; 
Difdain  of  fathers  which  the  dance  began. 
And  laft,  uncertain  whole  the  narrower 
The  clown  unread,  and  half-read  ge 

To  this  the  Panther,  with  a  I'cornful  fmile  : 
Yet  ftill  you  travel  with  unwearied  toil. 
And  range  around  the  realm  without  control, 
Among  my  fons  for  profelytes  to  prowl. 
And  here  and  there  you  fnap  fome  filly  foul. 
You  hinted  fears  of  future  change  in  ftate  ; 
Pray  heaven  you  did  not  prophefy  your  fate ! 
Perhaps,  you  think  yi  ur  time  of  triumph  near. 
But  may  miftake  the  feafoa  of  the  year  ; 
The  Swallow's  fortune  gives  you  caufe -to  fear. 

For  charity,  reply'd  the  matron,  tell 
What  fad  mifchance  thofe  pretty  birds  befel. 

Nay,  no  mifchance,  the  Savage  Dame  reply'd, 
But  v/snt  of  wit  in  their  unnerring  guide, 
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And  eager  hafte,  and  gaudy  hopes,  and  giddy 

piide. 
Yet  wifhing;  timely  warninjj  may  prevail. 
Make  you  the  moral,  and  I'll  tell  the  tale. 

1  he  Swallow,  privilejj'd  above  the  reft 
Of  all  the  birds,  as  men's  familiar  guefl, 
Purfues  the  fun  in  fummer  briflt  and  bold, 
But  wifely  Ihiius  the  perfecuting  cold  : 
Is  well  to  chancels  and  to  chimnies  known. 
Though  'tis  not  thought  flie  feeds  on  i'moke  alone. 
J^rom  hence  fhe  has  been  held  of  heavenly  line, 
Endued  with  particles  of  I'oul  divine. 
This  merry  chorifler  had  long  polTcfs'd 
Her  fummer  feat,  and  feather'd  -well  her  ntft  : 
Till  frowning  Ikies  began  to  change  their  cheer. 
And  time  turn'd  up  the  wrong  fide  of  the  year ; 
The  fliedding  trees  began  the  ground  to  flrow 
With  yellow  leaves,  and  bitter  blalt^  to  blow. 
Sad  auguries  of  winter  thence  fhe  drew, 
V/hich  by  inftind,  or  prophefy,  fte  knew  : 
When  prudence  warn'd  her  to  remove  betimes, 
And  feek  a  better  heaven,  and  warmer  ciinies. 

Her  fons  v/erc  fummon'd  on  a  ftctple's  height. 
And,  call'd  in  common  council,  vote  a  flight ; 
'fhe  day  was  nam'd,  the  next  that  fliould  be  fair  i*^ 
All  to  the  geneial  rendezvous  repair,  ( 

They  try  their  fluttering  wjngs,  and  truft.  them-  C 
felves  in  air.  J 

3ut  whether  ppward  to  the  moon  they  go,         ~\ 
Or  dream  the  winter  out  in  caves  below,  ( 

Or  hawk  at  files  elfcvvhcrc,  concerns  us  not  to  (" 
knovif.  3 

Southwards,  you  may  be  fme,  they  bent  their 
fhght. 
And  harbour'd  in  a  hollow  rock  at  night : 
Next  morn  they  role,  and  fet  up  every  foil ; 
The  wind  was  fair,  but  blew  a  Mackrel  gale  : 
The  iickly  young  fat  fhivering  on  the  IhVc, 
Alhoir'd  falt-wattr  never  fcen  belnre, 
And  pray'd  their  tender  motheis  to  delay 
The  jjaffage,  and  e.xpecfl  a  fairer  day. 

\^'iih  thefc  the  Martin  readily  concurr'd, 
A  cluirch-bcgot  and  church-believing  bird; 
Of  httlc  body,  but  of  lofty  mind,  T 

Kound-belly'd,  for  a  dignity  dcfign'd,  > 

And  much  a  dunce,  as  Martjos  are  by  kind.       j 
Vet  often  cjuoted  Canon-laws,  and  Code,  T 

And  fathers  which  he  never  underflood  :  v 

J>ut  little  learning  needs  in  noble  blood.  j 

for,  footh  to  fay,  the  Swallow  brought  him  io,  • 
Her  houfhold  chaplain,  and  her  next  of  kin  : 
|n  fuptrflition  fdly  to  cictfs, 
And  cafiiiig  fclumes  by  planetary  guefs  : 
In  fme,  (Imrt-wing'd,  uniithimfelf  to  fly, 
His  fc-pr  foretold  ioul  weal  her  in  the  Iky. 

Belides,  a  Raven  from  a  wither'd  uak, 
Left  of  their  lodging,  was  obferv'd  to  croak. 
That  omen  lik'd  him  not ;   fo  his  advice 
Was  prefciit  lafcty,  bought  at  any  price  ; 
A  feeming  pious  tare,  that  cover 'd  cowardice 
To  Orengthen  ihi..,  he  told  a  boding  dieam, 
Of  nfing  waters,  and  a  troubled  llrcani, 
Sure  ligns  of  anguilli,  dajigcrs,  nnd  dillrcD, 
With  fomcUiing  niorc,  not  lawlui  to  cxjucfs 


port: 

Id  fay,  ? 
lis  time  r 


By  which  he  llily  feem'd  to  intimate 

Some  fecret  revelation  of  their  fate. 

Tor  he  concluded,  once  upon  a  time, 

He  found  a  leaf  infcrib'd  with  facred  rhyme, 

Whofe  antique  charadlers  did  well  denote 

The  Sibyl's  hand  of  the  Cumxan  grot : 

The  mad  divincrefs  had  plainly  writ, 

A  time  fliould  come,  but  many  ages  yet. 

In  which,  finiiler  deftinies  oidain, 

A  dame  Ihould  drown  with  all  her 

train. 
And  feas  from  thence  be  call'd  the  Cheli( 
At  this,  fome  fliook  for  fear,  the  more  devout 
Arofe,  and  blefs'd  themfelvesfrom  head  to  foot. 

'  i'is  true,  fome  ftagers  (f  the  wifcr  fort 
Made  all  thefe  idle  wonderments  their  fport : 
They  faid,  their  only  danger  was  delay, 
And  he,  who  heard  what  every  fool  could 
Would  never  fix  his  thought,  but  trim  hi: 

away. 
The  paffagp  yet  was  good;  the  wind,  'tis  true, 
V/as  fomewhat  high,  but  that  vtas  nothing  new,  ^ 
No  more  than  ul'ual  equinoxes  blew.  j 

The  fun,  already  fr<  m  the  fcales  declin'd,  ~h 

Gave  Ijttle  hopes  of  better  days  behind,  f 

But  change  from  bad  to  worle  of  weather  and  C 

of  wind.  '   3 

Nor  need  they  fear  the  dampnefs  pf  the  fey  "> 
Should  flag  their  wings,  and  hinder  them  to  fly,  > 
'Twas  only  water  thrown  on  laih  to  dry.  j 

But,  leaf!  of  all,  philofophy  prefumes 
Of  truth  in  dreams,  from  melancholy  fumes  : 
Perhaps  the  Martin,  hous'd  in  holy  ground. 
Might  think  of  ghofts  that  walk  their  midnight 

round, 
Till  groffer  atoms  tumbling  in  the  ftream 
Of  lai^y,  madly  met,  and  clubb'd  into  a  dream  : 
As  little  weight  his  vain  prclages  bear, 
Of  ill  effe<Sl  to  fuch  alone  who  I'ear  : 
Moft  prophecies  are  of  a  piece  with  thefe, 
Each  Noflradamus  can  ioretel  with  eafe  : 
Not  naming  pcrfons  and  confounding  times, 
One    calual    truth    I'upports    a    Uioufand    lying 

rhymes.  [moft, 

Th'   advice   was  true ;    hut  fear  had  feiz'd  the 
And  all  good  counfel  is  on  cowards  loll. 
The  ipicllion  crudely  put  to  fliun  delay, 
"J  was  carry'd  by  the  major  part  to  flay. 

His  point  thus  gain'd.  Sir  Martin  dated  thence 
Mis  power,  and  from  a  ))riell  became  a  prince. 
He  order'd  all  things  with  a  bufy  care,  T 

And  cells  and  refeiitories  did  prepare,  v 

And  large  provifrons  laid  of  winter  fare  :  j 

But  row  and  then  let  fall  a  word  or  two  T 

Of  hope,  that  heaven  fome  miracle  might  fhow.C- 
And  ft-r  their  fakes  tlie  fun  fliould  backward  go ;  J^j 
Againfl  the  laws  of  nature  upward  climb, 
And,  mounted  on  the  Ram,  renew  the  prime  ; 
For  which  two  proofs  in  facred  flor^  lay, 
Of  Ahaz'  dial,  and  of  Jofliua's  day. 
In  cxpei.'lation  of  fuch  times  as  thefe,  i 

A  chapel  hous'd  them,  truly  call'd  of  cafe  : 
Tor  Martin  much  devotion  did  nm  aflc  ; 
Tl.f  y  pray'd  fomttinics,  and  that  was  all  their  talk. 
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It  happen'd,  as  beyond  the  reach  of  wit 
Blind  prophecies  may  have  a  lucky  hit. 
That  this  accomplifh'd,  or  at  leaft  in  part, 
Gave  great  repute  to  their  new  Merlin's  art. 
Some  Swifts,  the  giants  of  the  Swallow  kind,     "^ 
Large-limb'd,  ftout-heartcd,  but  of  ftupid  mind,  v 
(For  Swiffes  or  for  Gibeonitesdefign'd,)  j 

Thefe  lubbers,  peeping  through  a  broken  pane, 
To  fuck  frefli  air,  furvey'd  the  neighbouring  plain  ; 
Ajid  faw  (but  fcarcely  could  believe  their  eyes) 
New  bloflbms  flourilh,  and  new  flowers  arife ; 
As  God  had  been  abroad,  and,  walldng  there. 
Had  left  his  footfteps,  and  reform'd  the  year  : 
The  funny  hills  from  far  were  feen  to  glow        T 
With  glittering  beams,  and  in  the  meads  below  f 
The  burnilh'd  brooks  appear'd  with  liquid  goldC 
to  flow.  3 

At  laft  they  heard  the  foolifh  Cuckow  fing, 
Whofe  note  proclaim'd  the  holy-day  of  fpring. 

No  longer  doubting,  all  prepare  to  fly, 
And  repoffefs  their  patrimonial  fky. 
The  prieft  before  them  did  his  wings  difplay ;    "^ 
And,  that  good  omens  might  attend  their  way,  > 
As  luck  would  have  it,  'twas  St.  Martin's  day.   j 

Who  but  the  Swallow  triumphs  now  alone  i 
The  canopy  of  heaven  is  all  her  own  : 
Her  youthful  oifspring  to  their  haunts  repair. 
And  glide  along  in  glares,  and  fkini  in  air. 
And  dip  for  infedls  in  the  purling  fprings. 
And  ftoop  on  rivers  to  refrelh  their  wings. 
'I'heir  mothers  think  a  fair  provifion  made, 
That  every  fon  can  live  upon  his  trade  : 
And,  now  the  careful  charge  is  off  their  hands. 
Look  out  for  hufoands,  and  new  nuptial  bands  : 
Tlie  youthful  widow  longs  to  be  fupply'd;  "^ 

But  firfl-  the  lover  is  by  lawyers  ty'd  V 

To  fettle  jointure-chimnies  on  the  bride.  S 

go  thick  they  couple  in  fo  fliort  a  fpace. 
That  Martin's  marriage-offerings  rife  apace. 
Their  ancient  houfes,  running  to  decay, 
Are  furbifh'd  uj)  and  cemented  with  clay ; 
They  teem  already  ;  (tore  of  eggs  are  laid, 
And  brooding  mothers  call  Lucina's  aid. 
Fame   fpreads  the  news,  and  foreign  fowls  ap-"\ 
pear  / 

Jn  flocks  to  greet  the  new  returning  year,  C 

To  blels  the  founder,  and  partake  the  cheer.       j 

And  now  'twas  time  (fo  fall  theirnumbersrife) 
To  plant  abroad  and  people  colonies. 
The  youth  drawn  forth,  as  Martin  had  defir'd, 
'(For  fo  their  cruel  delliny  requir'd) 
Were  fent  far  off  on  an  ill-fated  day  ;  ") 

The  reft  woiild  needs  conduct  them  on  their  w^ay,  ( 
And  Martin  .went,  becaufe  he  fcar'd  alone  to  C 
flay.  3 

So  long  they  flew  with  inconfiderate  hafte, 
[That  now  their  afternoon  began  to  wafte  ; 
And,  what  was  ominous,  that  very  morn 
jThe  Sun  was  enter'd  into  Capricorn  ; 
IWhich,  by  their  bad  allronomer's  account, 
jiThaE  week  the  Virgin  Balance  fhould  remount. 
fJin  infant  moon  eclips'd  him  in  his  way, 
A.n4  hid  the  fmall  remainders  of  his  day. 
The  crowd,  amaz'd,  purfued  no  certain  mark ; 
fuj;  bij-ds  met  birds,  and  juftled  in  rfie  dark : 


Few  mind  the  public  in  a  panic  fright ; 
And  fear  increas'd  the  horror  of  the  night. 
Night  came,  but  unattended  with  repofe  ;  T 

Alone  ihe  came,  no  fleep  their  eyes  to  clofe  :  f 
Alone,  and  black  fhc  came;  no  friendly  liars C 

arofe.  J 

What   lliould   they  do,  befet  with   dangers "j) 

round  > 

No  neighbouring  dorp,  no  lodging  to  be  found,  V 
But  bleaky  plains,  and  bare  unhofpitable  ground.-^ 
The  latter  brood,  who  juft  began  to  fly, 
Sick-feather'd,  and  unpradlis'd  in  the  fky, 
For  fuccour  to  their  helplefs  mother  call ;  "J 

She  fpreads  her  wings ;  fome  few  beneath  them  f 

crawl ;  L^H-  C 

She   fprcad   them  wider  yet,  but  could  cover3 
T'  augment  their  woes,  the  winds  began  to  move 
Debate  in  air  for  empty  fields  above. 
Till  Boreas  got  the  Ikies,  and  pour'd  amain 
His  rattling  hailftones  mix'd  with  fnow  and  rain- 
The  joylefs  morning  late  arofe,  and  found      ~\ 
A  dreadful  defolation  reign  around,  C, 

Some  bury'd  in  the  fnow,  fome  frozen  to  the  C 

ground.  -' 

The  reft  were  ftrugglin.g  ftill  with  death,  and  lay 
The   Crows  and   Ravens  rights,  an  undefended 

prey: 
Excepting  Martin's  race :  for  they  and  he 
H^d  gain'd  the  flicker  of  a  hollow  tree  : 
But,  fcon  difcover'd  by  a  fturdy  clown,  "t 

He  headed  all  the  rabble  of  a  town,  f 

And  finifti'd  them  wth  bats,  or  poll'd  themf 
down.  3 

Martin  himfelf  was  caught  alive,  and  try'd  _  T 
For  treafonons  crimes,  becaufe  the  laws  provide  v 
No  Martin  there  in  winter  ftiall  abide.  J 

High  on  an  oak,  which  never  leaf  fhall  bear. 
He  breath'd  his  laft,  expos'd  to  open  air ; 
And  there  his  corpfe  unblefs'd  is  hanging  ftill. 
To  fliow  the  change  of  winds  with  his  prophetic 

bill. 
The  patience  of  the  Hind  did  almoft  fail ; 
For  well  flie  mark'd  the  malice  of  the  tale  : 
Which  ribbald  art  their  church  to  Luther  owes;  "p 
In  malice  it  began,  by  malice  grows;         [rofe.  >■ 
He  fow'd  the  Serpent's  teeth,  an  iron-harveft  3 
But  moft  in  Martin's  charatfter  and  fate. 
She  faw  her  flander'd  ions,  the  Panther's  hate. 
The  people's  rage,  the  perfecuting  ftate  : 
Then  faid,  I  take  th'  advice  in  friendly  part : 
You  clear  your  confcience,  or  at  leaft  your  heart; 
Perhaps  you  fail'd  in  your  forefeeing  flcill, 
For  Swallows  are  unlucky  birds  to  kill : 
As  for  my  fons,  the  family  is  blels'd, 
Whofe  every  child  is  equal  to  the  reft ; 
No  church  reform'd  can  boaft  a  blamelefs  line  ; 
Such  Martins  build  in  yours,  and  more  than  mine: 
Or  elfe  an  old  fanatic  author  lies, 
Who  funim'd  their  fcandals  up  by  centuries- 
But  through  your  parable  I  plainly  fee 
The  bloody  laws,  the  crowd's  barbarity; 
The  fun-ftiine  that  offends  the  purblind  fight :       | 
Had  fome  their  wifties,  it  would  foon  be  night, 
Miftake  me  not;  the  charge  concerns  not  you. 
your  fons  are  malccontents,  but  yet  are  true, 
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As  far  as  non-refillance  makes  them  fo ; 
But  that's  a  word  of  neutral  fenfe,  you  know, 
A  pafllve  term,  which  no  relief  will  bring, 
But  trims  betwixt  a  refeel  and  a  king. 

Reft  well  alTur'd,  rhe  Pardelis  reply'd,  ~% 

My  fons  would  ail  fupport  the  regal  fide,  / 

Though  heaven  forbid  the  cau(e  by  battle  fliould  t 
be  try'd.  J 

The  Matron  anfwer'd  with  a  loud  Amen, 
And  thus  purfued  her  argument  again. 
If,  as  you  fay,  and  as  I  hope  no  lefs,  T 

Your  fons  will  pratftife  what  yourfelves  profefs,  > 
What  angry  power  prevents  our  prcfent  peace  ?  J 
The  Lion,  ftudious  of  our  common  good, 
Defires  (and  kings'  defires  are  ill  withftood) 
To  join  our  nations  in  a  lafting  love  ; 
The  bars  betwixt  are  eafy  to  remove ; 
For  fangumary  laws  were  never  made  above. 
If  you  condemn  that  prince  of  tyranny, 
Whofe  mandate  forc'd  your  Gallic  friends  to  fly. 
Make  not  a  worfe  example  of  your  own ;  T 

Or  ceafe  to  rail  at  caufelefs  rigour  Ihown,  >• 

And  let  the  guiltlefs  perfon  throw  the  ftone-      9 
His  blunted  fword  your  fuffering  brotherhood 
Have  feldom  felt ;  he  ftops  it  (hort  of  blood. 
Bnt  you  have  ground  the  perfecuting  knife, 
And  fet  it  to  a  razor  edge  on  life. 
Curs'd  be  the  wit,  which  cruelty  refines,  "j 

Or  to  his  father's  rod  the  fcorpion's  joins;  / 

Your  finger  is  more  grols  than  the  great  mo-  C 
narch's  loins.  j 

But  you,  perhaps,  remove  that  bloody  note, 
And  ftick  it  «n  the  firfl  reformers'  coat. 
Oh  let  their  crime  an  long  oblivion  fleep  : 
'Twas  theirs  indeed  to  make,  'tis  yours  to  keep. 
Unjuft,  or  juft,  is  all  the  queftion  now ; 
'Tis  plain,  that  not  repealing  you  allow. 

To  name  the  Teft,  would  put  you  in  a  rage ; 
Yo\i  charge  not  that  on  any  former  age, 
But  fmile  to  think  how  innocent  you  {land, 
Arm'd  by  a  weapon  put  into  your  hand. 
Yet  ftill  remember,  that  you  wield  a  fword 
Forg'd  by  your  foes  againft  your  fovereign  lord ; 
Delign'd  to  hew  th'  imperial  cedar  down, 
Defraud  fucceflion,  and  dii-heir  the  crown. 
T'  abhor  the  makers,  and  their  laws  approve. 
Is  to  hate  traitors,  and  the  treafon  love. 
What  means  it  elfe,  which  now  ycur  children  fay, 
We  made  if  not,  nor  will  we  take  away  ? 

Suppofe  fomc  great  opprtftbr  had,  by  flight    T 
Of  law,  diffeis'd  your  brother  of  his  right,  > 

Your  common  fire  furrendering  a  fright ;  J 

Would  you  to  that  unvighteous  title  (land. 
Left  by  the  villain's  will  to  heir  the  land  .' 
More  juft  was  Judas,  who  his  Saviour  fold  ;        "J 
The  facrilegious  bribe  he  could  not  hold,  f 

Nor  hang  in  peace,  before  he  rendered  bark  T 
the  gold.  3 

What  more  could  you  have  done,  than  now  y«u 

do. 
Had  Gates  and  Bedloe,  and  their  plot,  been  true  ? 
Some  fpccious  rcafons  for  thofc  wrongs  were 

fnund  ; 
Their  dire  magicians  threw  their  mifts  around, 
And  wife  men  walk'd  as  on  inchanted  grou; 


1  true  r 
were  "J 

und,!" 
jnd.  3 
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But  now,  when  time  has  made  th'impofture"*  ' 

plain,  [held  her  train)  I 

(Late  though  he  foUow'd  truth,  and  limping  |> 
What  new  delufion  charms  your  cheated  eyes  i 

again  ?  J 

The  painted  harlot  might  a  while  bewitch. 
But  why  the  hag  uncas'd,  and  all  obfcene  with 

itch  ? 
The  firft  reformers  were  a  modeft  race ; 
Our  peers  poffefs'd  in  peace  their  native  place ; 
And  when  rebellious  arms  o'erturn'd  the  ftate. 
They  fufFer'd  only  in  the  common  fate  : 
But  now  the  fovereign  mounts  the  regal  chair. 
And  mitred  feats  arc  full,  yet  David's  bench  it 

bare, 
Your  anfwer  is,  they  were  not  difpofleft ; 
They  need  but  rub  their  metal  on  the  tefl 
To  prove  their  ore  :  'twere  well  if  gold  alone 
Were  touch'd  and  try'd  on  your  difccrning  ftoiie  ; 
But  that  unfaithful  teft  unfound  will  pafs. 
The  drofs  of  atheifts,  and  fed:arian  brafs  : 
As  if  th'  experiment  were  made  to  hold 
For  bafe  produiSlion,  and  rejedt  the  gold. 
Thus  men  ungodded  may  to  places  rife. 
And  fe6l3  may  be  preferr'd  without  difguife  : 
No  danger  to  the  church  or  ftate  fromthefe ; 
The  papirt  only  has  his  writ  of  eafe. 
No  gainful  office  gives  him  the  pretence 
To  grind  the  fubjeft,  or  defraud  the  prince. 
Wrong  confcience,  or  no  confcience,  may  deferve 
To  thrive ;  but  ours  alone  is  privileg'd  to  ftarve. 

Still  thank  yourfdves,  you  cry;  your  noble  race 
We  banifti  not,  but  they  forfake  the  place ; 
Our  doors  are  open  :  true,  but  ere  they  come. 
You  tdfs  your  'cenfing  teft,  and  fume  the  roonn ; 
As  if  'twere  Toby's  rival  to  expel. 
And  fright  the  fiend  who  could  not  bear  the  fmell. 
To  this  the  Panther  ftiarply  had  reply'd ;        S 
But,  having  gain'd  a  verdicft  on  her  fide,  y 

She  wifely  gave  the  lofer  leave  to  chide  ;  j 

Well  fatisfy'd  to  have  the  But  and  Peace,  > 

And  for  the  plaintiff's  caufe  fbe  car'd  the  lefs,    > 
Becaufe  fhe  fucd  in  forma  paupn-h  :  j 

Yet  thought  it  decent  fomcthing  fhould  be  faid; 
For  fecret  guilt  by  filence  is  betray'd. 
So  neither  granted  all,  nor  much  deny'd, 
BBt  anfwer'd  with  a  yawning  kind  of  pride. 
Methinks  fuch   terms   of  profFer'd  peace  yoii 

bring, 
As  once  iEnea':  to  th'  Italian  king  : 
By  long  pjffeflion  all  the  land  is  mine ;  "J 

You  ftrangcrs  come  with  your  intruding  line,  v 
To  ftiarc  my  fccptre,  which  you  call  to  join.  j 
You  plead  like  him  nn  ancient  pedigree. 
And  claim  a  peaceful  feat  by  fate's  decree. 
Ill  ready  pomp  your  fjcrificer  ftands, 
T'  unite  fhe  Trojan  and  the  Latin  bands. 
And,  that  the  league  more  firmly  may  be  ty'd. 
Demand  the  fair  Laviiiia  for  your  bride 
Thus  pjaufibly  you  veil  th'  intended  wrong. 
But  ftill  you  bring  your  cxil'd  gods  along  ; 
A\id  will  endeavour,  in  fucceeding  fpaae, 
Thofc  iioufhold  puppets  on  our  hearths  to  place. 
Pcrhap-.  fonie  barbarous  laws  have  been  prcltrr'd 
I  fpalse  a^.'.i.-.'.l  tiic  tsft,  but  was  n«t  h-.ard  ; 
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Thefe  to  refcind,  and- peerage  to  reftore,  ~i 

My  gracious  fovereign  would  my  vote  implore  :  > 
I  owe  him  much,  but  owe  my  confcience  more,  j 
Conlcience  is  then  your  plea,  reply'd  the  dame, 
Which  v/ell  inform'd  will  ever"^  the  fame. 
But  yours  is  much  of  the  camelion  hue, 
To  change  the  die  with  every  diflant  view. 
When  firft  the  Lion  fat  with  awful  fway. 
Your  conTcience  taught  your  duty  to  obey  ; 
He  might  have  had  your  ftatutes  and  your  teft ; 
No  confcience  but  of  fubjctSts  was  profefs'd. 
He  found  your  temper,  and  no  farther  try'd, 
But  on  that  broken  reed  your  church  rely'd. 
In  vain  the  fefts  effay'd  their  utmoft  art, 
With  ofFer'd  treafure  to  efpoufe  their  part ; 
Their  treafures  were  a  bribe  too  mean  to  move 

his  heart. 
But  when  by  long  experience  you  had  prov'd. 
How  far  he  could  forgive,  how  well  he  lov'd  ; 
A  goodnefs  that  excell'd  his  godlike  race, 
And  only  fhort  of  heaven's  unbounded  grace  ; 
A  flood  of  mercy  that  o'erflow'd  our  ifle. 
Calm  in  the  rife,  and  fruitful  as  the  Nile  ; 
Forgettiug  whence  your  Egypt  was  fupply'd. 
You  thought  your  fovereign  bound  to  fend  the 

tide  : 
Nor  upward  look'd  on  that  immortal  fpring, 
But  vainly  deem'd,  he  durft  not  be  a  king  : 
Then  Confcience,  unreftr-iu'd  by  fear,  began 
To  ftretch  her  limits,  and  extend  the  fpan  ; 
Did  his  indulgence  as  her  gift  difpofe, 
And  make  a  wife  alliance  with  her  foes. 
Can  Confcience  own  th'  afTociating  name, 
And  raife  no  blufhes  to  conceal  her  fhame  ? 
For  fure  fhe  has  been  thought  a  bafliful  dame. 
But  if  the  caufe  by  battle  ftiould  be  try'd. 
You  grant  fhe  muft  efpoufe  the  regal  fide  : 
O  Proteus  confcience,  never  to  be  ty'd  '. 
What  Phoebus  from  the  Tripod  fliall  difdofe, 
Which  are,  in  laft  refort,  your  friends  or  foes  ? 
Homer,  who  learn'd  the  language  of  the  Iky, 
The  feeming  Gordian  knot  would  foon  unty ; 
Immortal  powers  the  term  of  Confcience  know, 
But  Intereft  is  her  name  with  men  below. 

Confcience  or  Intereft  be't,  or  both  in  one, 
(The  Panther  anfwer'd  in  a  furly  tone) 
The  firft  commands  me  to  maintain  the  crown, 
The  laft  forbids  to  throw  my  barriers  down. 
Our  penal  laws  no  fons  of  yours  admit. 
Our  teft  excludes  your  tribe  from  benefit. 
Thefe  are  my  banks  your  ocean  to  withftand, 
Which  proudly  rifing  overlooks  the  land  ; 
And  once  let  in,  with  unrefifted  fway. 
Would  fweep  the  paftors  and  their  flocks  away. 
Think  not  my  judgment  leads  me  to  comply 
With  laws  unjuft,  but  hard  neceflity  : 
Imperious  need,  which  cannot  be  withftood. 
Makes  ill  authentic,  for  a  greater  good. 
Poflefs  your  foul  with  patience,  and  attend  : 
A  more  aufpicious  planet  may  afcend ; 
Good  fortune  may  prefent  fome  happier  time. 
With  means  to  cancel  my  unwilling  crime ; 
(Unwilling,  witnefs  all  ye  powers  above) 
To  mepd  my  cyrors,  and  redeem  your  ioyc  : 


That  little  fpace  you  fafely  may  allow ; 
Your  all-difpenfing  power  protedbs  you  now. 

Hold,  faid  the  Hind,  'tis  needlefs  to  explain; 
You  would  poftpone  me  f  o  another  reign  ; 
Till  when  you  are  content  to  be  unjuft  : 
Your  part-is  to  poflefs,  and  mine  to  truft. 
A  fair  exchange  propos'd  of  future  chance. 
For  prefent  profit  and  inheritance. 
Few  words  will  ferve  to  finifli  our  difpute  ; 
Who  will  not  now  repeal,  would  perfecute. 
To  ripen  green  revenge,  your  hopes  attend, 
Wifhing  that  happier  planet  would  afcend. 
For  fliame,let  Confcience  be  your  plea  no  more  : ' 
To  will  hereafter,  proves  ftie  might  before  : 
But  file's  a  bawd  to  gain,  and  holds  the  door. 

Your  care  about  your  banks  infers  a  fear 
Of  threatening  floods  and  inundations  near; 
If  fo,  a  juft  reprife  would  only  be 
Of  what  the  land  ufurp'd  upon  the  fea  ; 
And  all  your  jealoufies  but  fervc  to  fliow. 
Your  ground  is,  like  your  neighbour-nation,  low, 
T'  intrench  in  what  you  grant  unrighteous  laws, 
Is  to  diftruft  the  juftice  of  your  caufe  ; 
And  argues  that  the  true  religion  lies 
In  thofc  weak  adverfaries  you  defpife. 

Tyrannic  force  is  that  which  leaft  you  fear ; 
The  found  is  frightful  in  a  chriftian's  ear  : 
Avert  it,  heaven  !  nor  let  that  plague  be  fent 
To  us  from  the  difpeopled  continent. 

But  piety  commands  me  to  refrain  ; 
Thole  prayers  are  needlefs  in  thii*  monarch's  reign. 
Behold  !  how  he  proreds  your  friends  ipprelVd,-^ 
Receives  the  banifti'd,  fuccours  the  diftrefs'd  :  S- 
Behold,  for  you  may  read  an  honeft  open  breaft.  > 
He  ftands  in  day-light,  and  difdains  to  hide  ^ 
An  aiSl,  to  which  by  honour  he  is  ty'd,  V 

A  generous,  laudable,  and  kingly  pride.  j 

Your  Teft  he  would  repeal,  his  peers  reftore  ; 
This  when  he  fays  he  means,  he  mean^  no  more. 

Well,  faid  the  Panther,  I  believe  him  juft,     "1 
And  yet —  l 

And  yet,  'tis  but  becaufe  you  muft  ;  f'  | 

You  would  be  trufted,  but  you  would  not  truft.  J , 
The  Hind  thus  briefly  ;  and  difdain'd  t'inlarge 
On  power  of  kings,  and  their  fuperior  charge. 
As  heaven's  truftecs  before  the  people's  choice,  "^ 
Though  fure  the  Panther  did  not  much  rejoice   t 
To  hear  thofe  echos  given  of  her  once-loyal  T 
voice.  y 

The  Matron  woo'd  her  kindnefs  to  the  laft. 
But  could  not  win  ;  her  hour  of  grace  was  paft. 
Whom,  thus  perfifting,  when  flie  could  not  bring 
To  leave  the  Wolf,  and  to  believe  her  king. 
She  gave  her  up,  and  fairly  wifli'd  her  joy 
Of  her  late  treaty  with  her  new  ally  : 
Which  well  ftie  hop'd  would  more  fuccefsful  prove, 
Than  was  the  Pigeon's  and  the  Buzzard's  love. 
The  Panther  aflc'd,  what  concord  there  could  be 
Betwixt  two  kinds  whofe  natures  difagree? 
The  Dame  reply'd  :  'Tis  fung  in  every  ftreet. 
The  common  chat  of  goflips  when  they  meet : 
But,  fince  unheard  by  you,  'tis  worth  your  while 
To  take  a  wholefpme  tale,  though  told  in  homely 
flyle. 
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A  plain  good  man,  whofe  name  isunderftood, 
(S»  few  dclerve  the  name  of  plain  and  good) 
Of  three  fair  lineal  lordlhips  flood  pofTefs'd, 
And  liv'd,  as  reafon  was,  upon  the  beft. 
Inur'd  to  hardfhips  from  his  early  youth. 
Much  had  he  done,  and  fuflcr'd  for  his  truth  : 
At  land  and  fta,  in  many  a  doubtful  fight,  ~% 

Was  never  known  a  more  adventurous  knight,  / 
Who  oft'ncrdrew  his  fword,  and  always  for  the  f 

right.  3 

As  fortunewould(his  fortune  came,  though  late) 
He  took  pofieillon  of  his  juft  cflate  : 
Nor  rack'd  his  tenants  with  increafe  of  rent ; 
Nor  liv'd  too  fparing,  nor  too  largely  fpent ; 
But  overlodk'd  his  Hinds;  their  pay  was  juft, 
And  ready,  for  he  fcorn'd  to  go  on  truft : 
Slow  to  refolve,  but  in  performance  quick ; 
So  true,  that  he  was  aukward  at  a  trick. 
For  little  fouls  on  little  fhifts  rely. 
And  cowards  arts  of  mean  expedients  try  ; 
The  noble  mind  will  dare  do  any  thing  but  lye, 
Falfe  friends,  his  deadiieft  foes,  could  find  no  way 
But  fliows  of  honeft  bluntnefs,  to  betray  : 
That  unfufpefled  plainnefs  he  believ'd  ; 
He  look'd  into  himfelf,  and  was  decciv'd. 
Some  lucky  planet  fure  attends  his  birth, 
Or  heaven  would  make  a  miracle  on  earth ; 
For  profperous  honefty  is  feldom  feen 
To  bear  fo  dead  a  weight,  and  yet  to  win. 
It  looks  as  fare  with  nature's  law  would  flrive. 
To  {hew  plain-dealing  once  an  age  may  thrive  : 
And,  when  fo  tough  a  frame  fhe  could  not  bend, 
Exceeded  her  commiffion  to  befriend. 

This  grateful  man,  as  heaven  increas'd  his  flore, 
Gave  God  again,  and  daily  fed  his  poor. 
His  houfe  with  all  convenience  was  purvey 'd  ; 
The  reft  he  f'.und,  but  raia'd  the  fabric  where  he 

pray'd ; 
And  in  that  facred  place  his  beauteous  wife 
£mploy'd  her  happieft  hours  of  holy  life. 

Nor  did  their  alms  extend  to  thofc  alone, 
Whom  common  faith  more  ftridly  made  their 

own  ; 
A  fort  of  Dove*  were  hous'd  too  near  their  hall, 
M'ho  crofs  the  proverb  and  abound  with  gall. 
'I'hough  feme,  'tis  true,  are  palTively  incliu'd, 
The  greater  part  degenerate  from  their  kind  ; 
Voracious  birds  that  hotly  bill  and  breed. 
And  largely  tirink,  becaufe  on  fait  they  feed. 
Small  gain  from  them  their  bounteous  owner's 

draws ;  / 

Yet,  bound  by  promifc,  he  fupports  their  caufe,  ( 
As  corporations  privikg'd  by  laws.  J 

That  houfe  which  harhour  to  their  kind  affords, 
Was  built,  long  fmcc,  God  knows,  for  better  birds; 
But  fluttering  there  thty  ncftlc  near  the  throne,") 
And  lodge  in  habitations  not  thtir  own,  C 

By  their  higli  crops  and  corny  gi;;zards  known. _) 
J  ike  Harpies  they  could  fcent  a  plenteous  board, 
Then  to  be  lure  they  never  fail'd  their  lord  : 
The  reft  was  form,  and  bare  attendance  paid ; 
They  drunk,  and  cat,  and  grudgingly  obcy'd. 
The  more  they  fed,  they  ravcn'd  ftill  for  more; 
They  drain'd  from  Dan,  and  left  Bccrfhcba  poor. 


All  this  they  had  by  law,  and  none  rcpin'd  ; 
The  preference  was  but  due  to  Levi's  kind  : 
But  when  fome  lay-preferment  fell  by  chance, 
The  Gourmands  made  it  their  inheritance. 
When  once  poflefs'd,  they  never  quit  their  claim  ^ 
For  then  'tis  fandiify'd  to  heaven's  high  name ;    "J 
And  hallow'd  thus,  they  cannot  give  confent,        ' 
The  gift  ihonld  be  prophan'd  by  worldly  manage- 
ment. 
Their  flelh  was  never  to  the  table  ferv'd  ; 
Though  'tis  not  thence  inferr'd  the  birds  were 

ftarv'd  ; 
But  that  their  mafter  did  not  like  the  food. 
As  rank,  and  breeding  melancholy  blood. 
Nor  did  it  with  his  gracious  nature  fuitj 
Ev'n  though  they  were  not  doves,  to  perfecute  : 
Yet  he  refus'd  (nor  could  they  take  offence) 
Their  glutton  kind  fiiould  teach  him  abftinence. 
Nor  confecrated  grain  their  wheat  he  thought, 
Which  new    from   treading  in   their   bills  they 

brought : 

But  left  his  Hinds  each  in  his  private  power,  [flourj 
That  thofe  who  like  the  bran  might  leave  the 
He  for  himfelf,  and  not  for  others,  chofe, 
Nor  would  he  be  iinpos'd  on,  nor  impofe; 
But  in  their  faces  his  devotion  paid, 
And  facrifice  with  folemn  rites  was  made, 
And  facred  intenfe  on  his  altars  laid. 
Befides  thefe  jolly  birds,  whofe  corpfe  impure 
Repaid  their  commons  with  their  falt-mauure ; 
Another  farm  he  had  behind  his  houfe, 
Not  overftock'd,  but  barely  for  his  ufe  : 
Wherein  his  poor  domeftic  poultry  fed, 
And  from  his  pious  haiids  receiv'd  their  bread> 
Our  pamper'd  Pigeons,  with  malignant  eyes, 
Beheld  thefe  inmates,  and  their  nurferies: 
Though  hard  their  fare,  at  evening,  and  at  morp 
A  cruifc  of  water  and  an  ear  of  corn  ; 
Yet  ftill  they  grudg'd  that  modicum,  and  though 
A  (heaf  in  every  fingle  grain  was  brought. 
Fain  would  they  filch  that  little  food  aviray, 
While  unreftrain'd  thofe  happy  gluttons  prey. 
And  much  they  gricv'd  to  fee  fo  r.igh  their  hall, 
The  bird  that  warn'd  St.  Peter  of  his  fall  : 
That  he  fliould  rail'e  his  mitred  creft  on  high. 
And  cli-p  his  wings,  and  call  his  family 
To  facrt  J  rites ;  and  vex  th'  ctherial  powers 
With  midnight  matins  at  uncivil  hours; 
Nay  more,  his  quiet  neighbours  lliould  moleft, 
Juft  in  the  fwcetnefs  of  their  morning  reft. 
Bcaft  of  a  bird,  fupinely  when  he  might 
Lie  fnug  and  fleep,  to  rife  before  the  light ! 
What  if  his  dull  forefathers  us'd  that  cry. 
Could  he  not  let  a  bad  example  die  .' 
The  world  was  fallen  into  an  eaiier  way; 
This  age  knew  better  than  to  faft  and  pray. 
(Jood  fenfe  in  facred  worfhip  would  appear 
So  to  begin,  as  they  might  end  the  year. 
Such  feats  in  former  times  had  wrought  the  fall; 
Of  crowning  Chanticleers  in  cloyfter'd  walls, 
r^xpcll'd  for  this,  and  for  their  lands  they  fled  ; 
And  fifter  Partlet  with  her  hooded  head 
Was  hooted  hence,  becaufe  flic  vi'culd  not  pray 
ft-bed. 
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The  way  to  win  the  reftiff  world  to  God,  ^ 

Was  to  lay  by  the  difciplining  rod, 
Unnatural  fafts,  and  foreign  forms  of  prayer  : 
Religion  frip'hts  us  with  a  mien  fevere. 
■^Tis  prudence  to  reform  her  into  eafe, 
And  put  her  in  undrefs  to  make  her  pleafe  : 
A  lively  faith  will  bear  aloft  the  mind, 
And  leave  the  luggage  of  good  works  behind. 

Such  doiStrines  in  the  pigeon-houfe  were  taught : 
You  need  not  afk  how  wondroufly  they  wrought; 
But  fure  the  common  cry  was  all  for  thefe, 
Whofe  life  and  precepts  both  encourag'd  eafe. 
Yet  fearing  thofe  alluring  baits  might  fail, 
And  holy  deeds  o'er  all  their  arts  prevail ; 
Tor  vice,  though  frontlefs,  and  of  harden'd  face, 
Is  daunted  at  the  fight  of  awful  grace, 
An  hideous  figure  of  their  foes  they  drew. 
Nor  lines,  nor  looks,  nor  fliades,  nor  colours 


ew.  J 

iianT 

s.    J 


And  this  grotefque  defign  cxpos'd  to  public  view. 
One    would   have  thought   it   feme  Egyptian 

piece. 
With  garden-gods,  and  barking  deities. 
More  thick  than  Ptolemy  has  ftuck  the  flcics, 
All  fo  perverfe  a  draught,  fo  far  unlike. 
It  was  no  libel  wheie  it  meant  to  flrike. 
Yet  ftill  the  daubing  pleas'd,  and  great  and  fmall 
To  view  the  monfter  crowded  pigeon-hall. 
There  Chanticleer  was  drawn  upon  his  knees 
Adorning  fiirines,  and  flt)cks  of  fainted  trees ; 
And  by  him,  a  mif-fliapen,  ugly  race  ; 
The  cui  fe  of  God  was  ieen  on  every  face  : 
No  Holland  emblem  could  that  malice  mend. 
But  (lill  the  worfe  the  look,  the  fitter  for  a  fiend. 

The  mafter  of  the  farm,  difpleas'd  to  find 
Sr>  much  of  rancour  in  fo  mild  a  kind, 
Inquir'd  into  the  caufe,  and  came  to  know. 
The  paflive   church    had    flruck    the    forcmofl 

blow ; 
With  groundlefs  fears  and  jealouCes  pofleft,        "^ 
As  if  this  trnublefome  intruding  guefl  > 

Would  drive  tlie  birds  of  Venus  from  their  neft.  j 
A  deed  his  inborn  equity  abhorr'd  ; 
But  intereft  will  not  truft,  though  God  fhould 

plight  his  word.  > 

A  law,  the  fource  of  many  future  harms. 
Had  banifli'd  all  the  poultry  from  the  farms ; 
With  lofs  of  life,  if  any  fliould  be  found 
To  crow  or  peck  on  this  forbidden  ground. 
That  bloody  ftatute  chiefly  was  dcfign'd 
For  Chanticleer  the  white,  of  clergy  kind; 
But  after-malice  did  not  long  forget 
The  lay  that  wore  the  robe  and  coronet. 
For  them,  for  their  inferiors  and  allies, 
Their  foes  a  deadly  Shibboleth  devife  : 
By  which  unrigliteoufly  it  was  decreed,  'J 

That  none  to  truft  or  profit  (hould  fucceed,        ( 
Who  would  not  fwallow  firft  a  poifonous  wicked  C 

weed :  3 

Or  that,  to  which  old  Socrates  was  curs'd,' 
Or  henbane  juice  to  fwell  them  till  they  burft. 

The  patron  (as  in  reafon)  thought  it  hard      "^ 
To  fee  this  inquifition  in  his  yard,  [barr'd.  > 

By  which  the  fovcreign  was  of  fubjc(5ts'  ufe  dc- 3 
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All  gentle  means  he  try'd,  which  might  with- 
draw 
Th'  effecfts  of  fo  unnatural  a  law  : 
But  ftill  the  dove-houfe  obftinately  flood 
Deaf  to    their  own,    and  to  their  neighbours' 

good; 
And  which  was  worfe,  if  any  worfe  could  be. 
Repented  of  their  boafted  loyalty  : 
Now  made  the  champions  of  a  cruel  caufe. 
And  drunk  with  fumes  of  popular  applaufe ; 
For  thofe  whom  God  to  ruin  has  defign'd. 
He  fits  for  fate,  and  firft  deftroys  their  mind. 

New  doubts  indeed  they  daily  ftrove  to  raife, 
Suggefted  dangers,  interpos'd  delays ; 
And  emiffary  Pigeons  had  in  ftore, 
Such  as  the  Meccan  prophet  us'd  of  yore, 
To  whifper  counfels  in  their  patron's  ear  ; 
And  veil'd  their  falfe  advice  with  zealous  fear. 
The  mafter  fmil'd,  to  fee  them  work  in  vain, 
To  wear  him  out,  and  make  an  idle  reign  : 
He  faw,  but  fuffer'd  their  protradlive  arts, 
And  ftrove  by  mildnefs  to  reduce  their  hearts : 
But  they  abus'd  that  grace  to  make  allies,  "} 

And  fondly  clos'd  with  former  enemies ;  f 

For   fools  are  doubly  fools,   endeavouring   tof 
be  wife.  J 

After  a  grave  confult  what  courfe  were  bcft, 
One,  more  mature  in  folly  than  the  reft. 
Stood  up,  and  told  them  with  his  head  afide. 
That   defperate   cures   muft  be  to  defperate  ills 

apply'd : 
And  therefore,  fince  their  main  impending  fear 
Was  from  th'  increafing  race  of  Chanticleer, 
Some  potent  bird  of  prey  they  ought  to  find, 
A  foe  profefs'd  to  him,  and  all  his  kind  : 
Some  haggard  Hawk,  who  had  her  eyry  nigh. 
Well  pounc'd  to  faften,  and  well  wing'd  to  fly  : 
One  they  might  truft,  their  common  wrongs  t» 

wreak : 
The  Mufquet  and  the  Coyftrel  were  too  weak, 
Too  fierce  the  Falcon ;  but-j-above  the  reft, 
Tlie  noble  Buzzard  ever  pleas'd  me  beft  ; 
Of  fmall  renown,  'tis  true  ;  for,  not  to  lye. 
We  call  him  but  a  Hawk  by  courtefy. 
I  know  he  hates  the  Pigeon-houfe  and  Farm, 
And  more,  in  time  of  war,  has  done  us  harm  : 
But  all  his  hate  on  trivial  points  depends: 
Give  up  our  forms,  and  we  ftiall  foon  be  friendj. 
For  Pigeons  flefti  he  feems  not  much  to  care ; 
Cramm'd  chickens  are  a  more  delicious  fare. 
On  this  high  potentate,  without  delay, 
I  wifti  you  would  confer  the  fovereign  fway  : 
Petition  him  t'  accept  the  government, 
And  let  a  fplendid  embafly  be  fent. 

This  pithy  fpeech  prevail'd ;  and  all  agreed, 
Old  enmities  forgot,  the  Buzzard  fliould  fucceed. 

Their  welcome  fuit  was  granted  foon  as  heard,"j 
His  lodgitigs  furnifli'd,  and  a  train  prepar'd,       / 
With  B's'  tipon  their  breaft,  appointed  for  his ?" 
guard.  .  J 

He  came,  and,  crown'd  with  great  folemnity, 
God  fave  king  Buzzard  '.  was  the  general  crjr'i 

A  portly  prince,  and  goodly  to  the  fight. 
He  feem'd  a  fon  of  Aaach  for  his  height ; 
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Like  thofe  whom  ftature  did  to  crowns  prefer  : 
Slack-brcw'd,  snu  bluff,  like  Homer's  Jupiter  : 
Broad-back'd,  and  brawuy-built  for  love'»  delight; 
■A  prophet  form'd  to  make  a  female  profclyte. 
A  theologuc  more  by  need  than  genial  bent ; 
By  breeding  fliarp,  by  nature  confident. 
Tntereft  in  all  his  adlions  was  difcern'd; 
More  Icarn'd  than  hoiieft.morca  wit  than  learn'd: 
Or  forc'd  by  fear,  or  by  his  profit  led, 
Or  both  corijoin'd,  his  native  clime  he  fled  : 
Eut  brouf(ht  the  virtues  of  his  heaven  along; 
A  fair  behaviour,  and  a  fluent  tongue. 
And  yet  with  all  hij  arts  he  could  not  thrive; 
The  moft  unlucky  parafite  alive. 
Jyoud  praifes  to  prepare  his  paths  he  fent, 
..\nd  then  himfclf  purfued  his  complinieut; 
But,  by  reverfe  of  fortune  chas'd  away. 
His  gifts  no  longer  than  their  author  Ihay  : 
He  Ihakes  the  dud  againft  th'  ungrateful  ri'.ce, 
And  leaves  the  ftench  of  ordures  in  the  place. 
Oft  has  he  flatter'd  and  blafphem'd  the  fame  ; 
for  in  his  rage  he  fpares  no  f  )verelj;n's  name  : 
The  hero  and  tlu-  tyrant  change  their  flyle 
By  the  fame  meafure  that  they  frown  or  fmile. 
When  well  rcceiv'd  by  hofpitable  foes, 
*rhe  kindncfs  he  returns,  is  to  expofc  ; 
xor  courtefies,  though  undeferv'd  and  great, 
J^o  gratitude  in  felon  minds  beget ; 
As  tribute  to  his  wit,  the  churl  receives  the  treat 
His  pr?.ife  of  foes-k  venomoufly  nice  : 
So  touch'd,  it  turns  a  virtue  to  a  vice  : 
"  A  Greek,  and  bountiful,  forewarns  us  twice." 
Seven  fairamcnts  Ji:  wifely  does  dilbwn, 
2ecaufe  he  knows  confelhon  ftands  for  one ;        \ 
Where  fins  to  iacrcd  liknce  are  convey'd, 
And  not  for  fear,  or  love,  to  be  betray'd  : 
Hut  he,  uiicall'd,  his  patron  to  control, 
Divulg'd  the  i'tcret  whii'pcrs  oi  his  foul ; 
ijtood  forth  th'  accufmg  Satan  «f  his  ctimes, 
And  offer'd  to  the  Moloch  of  the  limes. 
Prompt  to  ^./Tail,  :uid  carelefs  of  defence, 
lnvulner;;bic  in  hib  impudence, 
He  darcK  the  world  ;  and  eager  of  a  name, 
He  thrufts  about,  and  jullles  into  fame, 
i-rontlifb,  and  fatire-proof,  he  fcowrs  the  flreets, 
Anil  runs  an  Ir.dian-muck  at  ali  he  meets. 
So  fond  of  loud  report,  that  not  to  mil^ 
Of  being  known  (hi^laft  and  utmoll  blifs) 
He  lather  woidd  be  iiuown  for  what  he  is. 

Such  was,  and  is,  the  Captain  of  t!ie  Tcft, 
Thuggh  half  his  v-irtucs  arc  not  here  cxprefs 
Tlu:  modtlly  of  fame  conceals  tlie  reft, 
'i'h^  Ipleenfill  I'igcoiis  never  could  create 
A  priticc  n'lorc  proper  to  revenge  their  hate  ; 
Indeed,  more  prcjn  r  to  revenge  tlian  lave. 
A  king,  vvl'.om  in  his  wrath  th'  Almii;hty  gave: 
ior  all  tile  giace  the  landlord  had  allow'd,         "1 
But  made  the  Buzzard  and  the  Pigeons  pi  cud  ;  (_ 
Gave  time  t.>  fix  tiicir  friends,  and  to  feduce  the  I 

crowd.  3 

They  long  tlwrir  fcl!ow-fubjc<fls  to  inthral,  -j 

'I'heir  pairon'b  promife  into  quedion  call,        f 
And  v.;inly  think  he  meant  to  make  tlieiu  lords  C 

if  all.  \ 
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Falfe  fears  their  leaders  fail'd  not  to  fuggeft, 
As  if  the  Doves  were  to  be  difpoffefs'd ; 
Nor    0ghs,  nor  groans,  nor  gogling  eyes,  did 

want ; 
For  now  the  Pigeons  too  had  learn'd  to  cant. 
The  houfe  of   prayer  is  ftock'd  with  large  in- 

creafe  ; 
Nor  doors  nor  windows  can  contain  the  prefs ; 
For  birds  of  every  feather  fill  th'  abode ; 
Ev'n  atheifls,  out  of  envy,  own  a  God  : 
And  reeking  from  the  Hews  adulterers  come. 
Like  Goths  and  Vandals  to  demolifh  Rome. 
That  Confcience,  which  to   all  their  crimes  wai 

mute, 
Now  calls  aloud,  and  cries  to  perfecute  : 
No  rigour  of  the  laws  to  be  releas'd, 
And  much  the  lefs,  becaufe  it  was  their  Lord's  re« 

queft  : 
They  thought  it  great  their  fovereign  to  controul^  j, 
And  nani'd  their  pride    nobility  of  foul. 

'Tis  true,  the  Pigeons,  and  their  prince  elecS, 
Where  Ihort  of  power,  their  purpofe  to  effe(5t  : 
But  with  their  quills  did  all  the  hurt  they  could,  I 
And  cuff'd  the  tender  Chickens  from  their  food  • 
And  much  the  Buzzard  in  their  caufe  did  flir. 
Though  naming  not  the  patron,  to  infer 
With  all  refpedt,  he  was  a  grofs  idolater. 

But  when  th'  imperial  owner  did  efpy,- 
That  thus  they  turn'd  his  grace  to  villainy. 
Not  fufFering  wrath  to  difcompofe  his  mind. 
He  flrove  a  temper  for  th'  extremes  to  find. 
So  to  be  juil,  as  he  might  flill  be  kind  ; 
Then,  all  maturely  weigh'd,  pronounc'd  a  doom 
Of  facred  ftrength  for  every  age  to  come. 
By  this  the  doves  their  wealth  and  ftate  poffefs. 
No  rights  infiing'd,  bnt  licence  to  opprefs  : 
Such  power  have  they  as  fadlious  lawyers  long 
To  crowns  afcrib'd,  that  kings  can  do  no  wrong. 
But  fincc  his  own  domeftic  birds  have  try'd 
The  dire  cffeds  of  their  deftrudive  pride, 
He  deems  that  proof  a  meafure  to  the  reft. 
Concluding  well  within  his  kingly  breaft, 
His  fowls  of  nature  too  unjuftly  were  oppreft 
He  therefore  makes  all  birds  of  every  ledl 
Free  of  his  farm,  with  promife  to  refpedl 
Their  fcveral  kinds  alike,  and  equally  proted 
His  pratious  ediit  the  fame  franchife  yields 
To  all  the  wild  increafe 
And  who  in  rocks  aloofj 

builds : 
To  Crows  the  like  impartial  grace  affords, 
.And  Coughs  and  Daws,  and  fuch  republic  birds  : 
Secur'd  with  ample  privilege  to  feed, 
Eaeh  has  his  diltrid,  and  his  bounds  decreed  : 
Combiu'd  in  common  intercll  with  his  own. 
But  not  to  paCi  the  Pigeons  P.ubicor. 

Here  ends  the  iiign  t4"  his  pretended  Dove ; 
All  prophecies  accomplifli'd  from  above, 
i'or  Sl.iloh  comes  the  fteptre  to  remove. 
Ucduc'd  from  her  imperial  high  abode, 
Like  Dloniiius  to  a  private  rod,. 
The  pjllive  church,  that  with  pretended  grace 
Did  her  dillindive  mark  in  duty  place. 
Now  oucirdj'rcviku  her  Maker  to  his  face. 
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Fart  III. 


THE  HIND   AND   THE  PANTHER. 


What  after  happen'd  is  not  hard  to  guefs :     "j 
The  ftnall  beginnings  had  a  large  increafe,         / 
And  arts  and  wealth  fucceed,  the  fecret  fpoilsT 
of  peace.  j 

'Tis  faid,  the  Doves  repented,  though  too  late. 
Become  the'fmiths  of  their  own  foolifh  fate  : 
Nor  did  their  owner  haften  their  ill  hour ; 
But,  funk  in  credit,  they  decreas'd  in  power: 
Like  fnows  in  warmth  that  mildly  pafs  away, 
Diflblving  in  the  filence  of  decay. 

The  Buzzard,  not  content  with  equal  place, 
Invites  the  feather'd  Nimrods  of  his  race ; 
To  hide  the  thinnefs  of  their  flock  from  fight. 
And  all  together  make  a  feeming  goodly  flight : 
But  each  have  feparate  inteieils  of  their  own ; 
Two  Czars  are  one  too  many  for  a  throne. 
Nor  can  th'  ufurper  long  abftain  from  food; 
Already  he  has  tailed  Pigeons  blood : 
And  may  be  tempted  to  his  former  fare, 
When  this  indulgent  lord  ftiall  late  to  heaven  repair. 


Bare  benting  times,  and  moulting  months  may 

come. 
When,  lagging  late,  they  canndC  reach  their  home; 
Or  rent  in  fchifm  (for  fo  their  fate  decrees) 
Like  the  tumultuous  college  of  the  bees. 
They  fight  their  quarrel,  by  themfelves  cppreft  ; 
The  tyrant  fmiles  below,  and  waits  the  falling 
feaft. 
Thus  did  the  gentle  Hind  her  fable  end. 
Nor  would  the  Panther  blame  it,  nor  commend; 
But,  with  afFcdled  yawnings  at  the  clofe, 
Scem'd  to  require  her  natural  repofe  : 
For  now  the  ftreaky  light  began  to  peep ; 
Andfetting  ftars  admonifh'd  both  to  fleep. 
The  dame  withdrew,  and  wiihing  to  her  gueft 
The  peace  of  heaven,  betook  herfelf  to  reft. 
Ten  thoufand  angels  on  her  flumbers  wait, 
With  glorious  vifions  of  her  future  Hate. 
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A  POEM  ON  THE  PRINCE, 


BORN  ON  THE  TENTH  OF  JUNE,  l688. 


Our.  vows  arc  heard  betimes,  ami  heaven  takes 

care 
To  grant,  before  we  can  conclude  tlie  prayer  : 
Preventing  angels  met  it  half  the  way, 
And  fcnt  u?  back  to  praifc,  who  came  to  pray. 

Juft  on  the  day,  when  the  hi[;h-mountcd  luu 
Did  fartheft  in  its  northern  projjrefs  run, 
He   bended    fprward,    and    cv'n    flretch'd    the 

fplicre 
Beyond  the  limits  of  the  lengthcu'd  year, 
To  view  a  brighter  fun  in  Britain  born  ;  "> 

That  was  the  bufincfs  of  his  longed  morn  ;  > 

The  glorious  objeift  I'een,  'twas  time  to  turn,      j 

Departing  Spring  could  only  ftay  to  flicd       ~^ 
Kcr  gloomy  beauties  on  the  genial  bed,  > 

But  left  the  manly  fummer  in  her  flead,  j 

With  timely  fruit  tlic  longing  land  to  cheer, 
And  to  fulfil  the  promife  of  the  year. 
BctwiKt  two  feafons  comes  th'aufpicious  heir, 
'J'his  age  to  blolTom,  and  the  next  to  bear. 

I>aft  folcmn  fabhath  faw  the  Church  attend, 
The  Paraclete  in  fiery  jiomp  defcend ; 
But  when  his  wondrous  oiitave  roU'd  again, 
He  brought  a  royal  infant  in  his  train. 
So  great  a  blcfTing  to  fo  good  a  king. 
None  but  th'  F.ternal  Comforter  could  bring. 

Or  did  the  mighty  Trinity  confpirc, 
A^  once  iu  council  to  create  our  fiic  ? 


U  feems  as  if  they  fent  the  new-born  guefl 
'J"o  wait  on  the  procefiion  of  tlieir  fcaft  ; 
And  on  their  facred  anniverfe  decreed 
To  ftanip  their  image  on  the  promis'd  feed. 
Three  realms  united,  and  on  one  bcftow'd. 
An  emblem  of  their  myftic  union  ftiow'd  : 
Tlie  mighty  trine  the  triple  empire  fliur'd  : 
As  every  pcrfon  would  have  one  to  guard. 

Hail,  Son  of  prayers  !  by  holy  violence 
Drawn  down  from  heaven  ;  but  long  be  banifli'd 

thence. 
And  late  to  thy  paternal  (kies  retire : 
To  mend  our  crimes,  whole  ages  would  require; 
To  change  th'  inveterate  habit  of  our  fins, 
.^nd  finifh  what  thy  godlike  fire  begins. 
Kind  heaven,  to  make  us  F.nglifltmen  again. 
No  lefs  can  give  us  than  a  patriarch's  reign. 

The  facred  cradle  to  your  charge  receive. 
Ye  feraphs,  and  by  turns  the  guard  relieve ; 
Thy  father's  angel,  and  thy  father  join. 
To  keep  poffelhon,  and  fecure  the  line  ; 
But  long  defer  the  honours  of  thy  fate  : 
Great  may  they  be  like  his,  like  his  be  late; 
That  James  his  running  century  may  view, 
And  give  this  Son  an  aufpice  to  the  new. 

Our  wants  exadl  at  lead  that  moderate  ftay  :*) 
For  fee  the  dragon  winged  on  his  vi'ay,  > 

To  watch  the  travail,  and  devour  the  prey.       j 
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t)r,  it  allnfioiis  may  not  rife  fo  high,  "^ 

Thus,  when  Alcides  rats'd  his  infant  cry,  > 

The  fnakes  befieg'd  his  young  divinity  :  J 

But  vainly  with  their  forked  tongues  they  threat ; 
For  oppofition  makes  a  hero  great. 
To  needful  fuccour  all  the  good  will  run, 
And  Jove  affert  the  godhead  of  his  Son. 
O  ftill  repining  at  your  prefent  ftate. 
Grudging  yourfelves  the  benefits  of  fate. 
Look  up,  and  read  in  charafters  of  light 
A  bleffin;;  fent  you  in  your  own  defpight. 
The  manna  falls,  yet  that  ccleftial  bread         [feed 
Like  Jews  you  munch,  and  murmur  while  you 
May  not  your  fortune  be  like  theirs,  exil'd, 
Yet  forty  years  to  wander  in  the  wild  ! 
Or  if  it  be,  tnay  Mofes  live  at  leaft. 
To  lead  you  to  the  verge  of  promis'd  reft; ! 

Though  poets  are  not  prophets,  to  foreknow 
"What  pla.nts  will  take  the  blight,  and  what  will 

grow, 
By  tracing  heaven,  his  footfteps  may  be  found  : 
Behold  !  how  awfuUy  he  walks  the  round  ! 
(Grod  is  abroad,  and,  wondrous  in  his  ways. 
The  rife  of  empires,  and  their  fall  furveys ; 
More,  might  I  fay,  than  with  an  ufual  eye,        -\ 
He  fees  his  bleeding  church  in  ruin  lie,      [crj'.  C 
And  hears  the  fpuls  of  faints  beneath  his  altar  3 
Already  has  he  lifted  high  the  Cgn, 
Which  crown'd  the  conquering  arms  of  Conftan- 

tine : 
The  moon  grows  pale  at  that  prefaging  fight, 
.  And  half  her  train  of  ftars  haveloft  their  light. 

Behold  another  Sylve{l«;r,  to  blefs 
The  facred  fVandard,  and  fecure  fuccefs ; 
Large  of  his  treafures,  of  a  foul  fo  great, 
As  fills  and  crowds  his  univerfai  feat. 
Now  view  at  home  a  fecond  Conftantine 
(The  former  to»  was  of  the  BritifK  line)  ; 
Has  not  his  healing  balm  your  breaches  clo*'d, 
Whofe  exile  many  fought,  and  few  oppos'd  f 
O,  did  not  heaven  by  its  eternal  doom 
Permit  thofe  evils,  that  this  good  might  come  ? 
So  manifeft,  that  ev'n  the  moon-ey'd  {e&s 
See  whom  and  what  this  Providence  prote(is. 
Methinks,  had  we  within  our  minds  no  more 
Than  that  one  fhipwreck  on  the  fatal  ore. 
That  only  thought  may  make  us  think  again. 
What  wonders  God  referves  for  luch  a  reign. 
To  dream  that  chance  his  prcfervation  wrought. 
Were  to  think  Noah  was  prefei  v'd  for  nought ; 
Or  the  furviving  eight  werd  not  defign'd 
To  people  earth,  and  to  reftore  their  kind. 

When  humbly  on  the  royal  babe  we  gaze, 
The  rnanly  lines  of  a  majeftic  face 
Give  awful  joy  :   'tis  paradifc  fo  look 
On  the  fair  frontifpiece  of  Nature's  book  : 
In  the  firft  opening  page  fo  clwrms  the  fight. 
Think  how  th'  unfolded  volume  will  delight ! 
See  how  the  venerable  infant  lies 
In  early  pomp;  how  through  the  mother's  eyes 
The  father's  foul,  with  a'n  undaunted  vie'*', 
Looks  out,  and  takes  our  homage  as  his  due. 
See  on  his  future  fubjeSs  how  he  fn.iles. 
No  uieaiily  flatters,  aor  whh  craft  beguiles ; 
Vol.  Vf. 


But  with  an  open  face,  as  on  his  throne, 
Affures  our  birthrights,  and  aflumes  his  own  : 
Born  in  broad  day-light,  that  th'  ungrateful  rout 
May  find  no  room  for  a  remaining  doubt ; 
Truth,  which  itfelf  is  light,  docs  darknefs  fliuni 
And  the  true  eagiet  fafely  dares  the  fun.      [birth. 

Fain  would  the  fiends  have  made  a  dubious 
Loth  to  confefs  the  Godhead  cloath'd  in  earth  : 
But  ficken'd  after  all  their  baffled  lies, 
To  find  an  heir  apparent  in  the  ikies : 
Abandon'd  to  defpair,  ftill  may  they  grudge. 
And,  owning  not  the  Saviour,  prove  the  judge. 

Not  great  ^neas  flood  in  plainer  day. 
When  the  dark  mantling  mift  diflolv'd  away  ; 
He  to  the  Tyrians  Ihewd  his  fudden  face. 
Shining  with  all  his  goddefs  mother's  grace  : 
For  file  herfelf  had  made  his  countenance  bright, 
Breath'd  honour  on  his  eyes,  and  her  own  purple 
light. 

If  our  viiftcrious  Edward,  as  they  fay. 
Gave  Wales  a  prince  on  that  propitious  day. 
Why  may  not  years  revolving  with  bis  fate 
Produce  his  like,  but  with  a  longer  date  ? 
One,  who  may  carry  to  a  diftant  (hore 
The  terror  that  his  fam'd  forefather  bore. 
But  why  ihould  James  or  his  young  hero  ftay 
For  flight  prefages  of  a  name  or  day  ? 
We  need  no  Edward's  fortune  to  adorn 
That  happy  moment  when  our  prince  was  bora  J 
Oiu-  prince  adorns  this*day,  and  ages  hence 
Shall  wifli  his  birth-day  for  fome  future  prince. 

Great  Michael,  prince  of  all  th'  ajtherial  hofts. 
And  whate'er  inborn  faints  our  Britain  boafts ; 
And  thou,  th'  adopted  patron  of  our  ifle. 
With  cheerful  afpe(ft»  on  this  infant  fmile  : 
The  pledge  of  heaven,  which,  dropping  from  above, 
Secures  our  blifs,  and  reconciles  his  love. 

Enough  of  ills  our  dire  rebellion  wrought, 
When  to  the  dregs  we  drank  the  bitter  draught ; 
Then  airy  atoms  did  in  plagues  confpire,  y 

Nor  did  th'  avenging  angel  yet  retire,  >■ 

But  purg'd  our  iliU-increafing  crimes  with  fire.  J 
Then  perjur'd  plots,  the  ftill  impending  teft. 
And  worle — but  charity  conceals  the  reft  : 
Here  ftop  the  current  of  the  fanguine  flood ; 
Require  notj  gracious  God,  thy  martyrs'  blood  ; 
But  let  their  dying  pang:*,  their  living  toil, 
Spread  a  rich  harveil  through  their  native  foil ; 
A  harvcft  rjptning  for  another  reign, 
Of  which  this  royal  babe  may  reap  the  grain. 

Enough  of  early  faints  one  womb  has  given  ; 
Enough  increas'd  the  family  of  heaven  : 
Let  them  for  his,  ai\d  our  atonement  go  ; 
And,  reigning  bleft  above,  leave  him  to  rule  below, 

Enough  already  lias  the  year  forelhow'd 
His  wonted  courfe,  the  fea  has  oKterflow'd, 
The  meads  v.-ere  floated  with  a  weeping  fpj4ng» 
And  frighten'd  birds  in  woods  forgot  to  fihg  : 
The  ftrong-limb'd  fieed  beneath  bis  harnefs  faint*, 
And  the  fame  Ihivoriu^-  fweat  h.jlord  attaints. 
When  will  the  miniftsr  of  wrath  give  o'er  ? 
Behold  him  at  Arauiiah's  thrclhing-floor  : 
He  ftops,  and  feems  to  fneath  his  flamrng  brand, 
Pieus'd  with  burnt  iji.-enfe  from  our  David's  hand 
I       . ' 
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David  has  bought  the  Jebufite's  abode, 
And  rais'd  an  altar  to  the  living  God. 

Heaven,  to  reward  him,  makes  his  joys  fin- 
JJo  future  ills  nor  accidents  appear  cere 

'J"o  fully  and  pollute  the  facred  infant's  year, 
iive  months  to  difcord  and  debate  were  given  : 
He  fandifies  the  yet  remaining  fevcn. 
Sabbath  of  months !  henceforth  in  him  be  bleft, 
And  prelude  to  the  realms  perpetual  reft  I 

I,et  his  baptifmal  drops  for  us  atone  ; 
Luftrations  fur  offences  not  his  own. 
l.et  Confcicnce,  which  is  intereft  ill  difguis'd, 
In  the  fame  font  be  cleaiis'd,  and  all  the  land 
baptiz'd. 

Un-nani'd  as  yet ;  at  leaft  unknown  to  fame  : 
Is  there  a  flrife  in  heaven  abi-ut  his  name  ; 
Where  every  famous  predeceffor  vies, 
And  makes  a  faction  for  it  in  the  fkies  ? 
Or  muft  it  be  referv'd  to  thought  alone  ? 
S'jch  was  the  facred  Tetragramniaton. 
Things  worthy  filence  muft  not  be  reveal'd  : 
Thus  the  true  name  of  Rome  was  kept  conccal'd, 
To  Ihun  the  fpells  and  forceries  of  thofe, 
Who  durft  htr  infant  majefty  oppofc. 
But  when  his  tender  ftrength  in  time  fliall  rife 
'i"o  dare  ill  tongues,  and  fafcinating  eyes; 
This  Iflc,  which  hides  the  little  thunderer's  fame, 
f-hall  be  too  narrow  to  contain  his  name  : 
■J'h'  artillery  of  heaven  Tiiall  make  him  known  ; 
Crete  could  not  hold  the  God,  when  Jove  was 
grown. 

As  Jove's  increafe,  who  from  his  brain  was  born, 
Whom  arms  and  aits  did  equally  adorn. 
Tree  of  the  bieaft  was  bied,  v.hofe  milky  tafte 
Minerva's  name  to  Venus  had  debas'd  ; 
So  this  imperial  babe  rejcdls  the  food 
J'hat  mixes  monarch's  with  plebeian  blood  : 
rood  that  his  inborn  courage  might  controul, 
Lxtingui(h  all  the  father  in  his  foul. 
And  for  his  l'-(lian  race,  and  Saxon  ftrain. 
Might  reproddce  fomc  ftcond  Richard's  leign. 
Mildnefs  he  fliares  from  both  his  parents'  blood  : 
Hut  kings  too  tame  are  dcfjiicdbly  good  : 
Be  this  ihc  mixture  of  this  regal  child, 
I'y  nature  manly,  but  by  virtue  mild. 

'llius  far  the  furious  tranfport  of  the  news 
Had  t)  pr()j)hetic  madnefs  fir'd  the  Mufe ; 
Muducfs  ungovernable,  uiiiiifpir'd, 
Nwift  to  forcttl  whatever  flie  defir'd. 
Was  it  for  me  the  dark  ahyfs  to  tread, 
^\nd  read  the  bonk  which  angels  cannot  read  ? 
Hcnv  was  I  punifli'd  when  die  liuideM  blaft. 
The  face  of  heaven,  and  our  young  Sun  o'ercaft  ! 
l'"anie.  tilt  fwift  ill,  increafing  as  flic  toll'd, 
Uifcale,  defpair,  and  death,  at  tin  ee  repiifes  told  : 
At  three  iiilulting  ftrides  flic  ftalk'd  the  town. 
And,  like  contagion,  ftrutk  the  loyal  down. 
I'own  fell  the  winnow'd  wheat;    but,  mounted 

high, 
*J'hc  wlurlwin.l  bore  the  chaff,  and  hid  the  fky. 
Here  black  rchel'.itn  fliooting  from  below  •\ 

(As  caith's  gig.-.ntic  brood  by  moments  grow)     C 
And  here  the  Ions  vi  God  are  petrified  with  woe  :  j 
An  apoplex  of  grief !  fo  low  were  driven 
'ihc  LhUs,  as  iiAidly  to  defend  their  h«avco« 


As,  when  pent  vapours  run  their  hollow  rtund, 
Earthquakes,  which  arc  convulfions  of  the  ground, 
Break  bellowing  forth,  and  no  confinement  brook. 
Till  the  third  fettles  what  the  former  fhook  ; 
Such  heavings  had  our  fouls  ;  till,  flow  and  late. 
Our  life  with  his  return'd,  and  faith  prevail'd  oa 

fate. 
By  prayers  the  mighty  blcfTing  was  implor'd. 
To  prayers  was  granted,  and  by  prayers  reftor'd. 

So,  ere  the  Shunamite  a  fon  conceiv'd, 
The  prophet  promis'd,  and  the  wife  believ'd. 
A  fon  was  fent,  the  fon  fo  much  defir'd  ; 
But  foon  upon  the  mother's  knees  expir'd. 
The  troubled  feer  approach'd  the  mournful  door, 
Ran,  pray'd,  and  fent  his  paftoral  ftaff  before. 
Then    ftietch'd   his   limbs   upon   the  child,  and 

mourn'd, 
Till  warmth,  and  breath,  and  a  new  foul,  return'd. 

Thus  mercy  ftrelches  out  her  hand,  and  fares 
Defponding  Peter  finking  in  the  waves. 

As  when  a  fudden  ftorm  of  hail  and  rain 
Beats  to  the  ground  the  yet  unbearded  grain, 
Think  not  the  hopes  of  harveft  are  deftroy'd 
On  the  flat  field,  and  on  the  naked  void ; 
The  light,  unloaded  ftem,  from  tem[>eft  freed. 
Will  raife  the  youthful  honours  of  his  head  j 
And  foon  reftor'd  by  native  vigour,  bear 
The  timely  produdl  of  the  bounteous  year. 

Nor  yet  conclude  all  fiery  trials  paft  : 
For  heaven  will  exercife  us  to  the  laft; 
Sometimes  will  check  us  in  our  full  career. 
With  doubtful  bleflings,  and  with  mingled  fearj 
That,  ftill  depending  ou  his  daily  grace. 
His  every  mercy  for  an  ahns  may  pafs, 
With  fparing  hands  v;ill  diet  us  to  good  : 
Preventing  furfeits  of  our  pamper'd  blood. 
So  feeds  the  mother  bird  her  craving  young 
With  little  morfels,  and  delays  them  long. 

True,  this  laft  bleHing  was  a  royal  feait ; 
But  where's  the  wedding  garment  on  the  gueft? 
Our  manners,  as  religion  were  a  dream, 
Are  fuch  as  teach  the  nations  to  blafphcmc. 
In  lufls  we  wallow,  and  with  pride  we  Iwell, 
And  injuries  with  injuries  repel ; 
Prompt  to  revenge,  not  daring  to  forgive, 
Our  lives  unteacii  the  dodlrinc  we  believe. 
Thus  Ifrael  finn'd,  impcnitently  hard. 
And  vainly  thought  the  prefcnt  ark  their  guard; 
But  when  the  haughty  Phililtine.s  appear,  -j 

They  fled,  abandnn'd  to  their  foes  and  fear  ;         / 
Their   God  was  abltut,   though  his   ark  vvasf" 
tlierc.  J 

Ah!  left  our  crimes  (houldfnatch  this  pledge  away. 
And  make  our  joys  the  bU flings  of  a  day  I 
For  we  have  finn'd  htm  hence  ;  and  that  he  lives, 
God  to  his  promife,  in  it  our  pradlice  gives. 
Our  crimes  would  loon  weigh  down  the  guilty 

fcalc. 
But  James  and  Mary,  and  the  church,  prevail. 
Nor  Amalek  can  rout  the  cliofen  hands, 
While  Hur  and  ^Varou  hold  up  Mofes'  hands. 

By  living  viell,  let  u^^  ficure  his  days. 
Moderate  in  hopes,  and  humble  in  our  ways. 
No  force  the  free-born  I'pirit  can  conftrain, 
But  charity,  and  great  examples  gain. 
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Forgivenefs  is  our  thanks  for  fuch  a  day. 
*Tis  god-like  God  in  his  own  coin  to  pay. 

But  you,  propitious  queen,   tranflated  here," 
From  your  mild  heaven,  to  rule  our  rugged^ 

fphere,  ( 

Beyond  the  funny  walks,  and  circling  year ; 
You,  who  your  native  climate  have  bereft 
Of  all  the  virtues,  and  the  vices  left ; 
Whom  piety  and  beauty  make  their  boaft, 
Though  beautiful  is  well  in  pious  loft ; 
So  loft  as  ftar-light  is  diffolv'd  away, 
And  melts  into  the  brightnefs  of  the  day ; 
Or  gold  about  the  royal  diadem. 
Loft  to  improve  the  luftre  of  the  gem.         , 
What  can  we  add  to  your  triumphant  day  ? 
Let  the  great  gift  the  beauteous  giver  pay. 
For  fhould  our  thanks  awake  the  rifing  fun, 
And  lengthen,  as  his  lateft.  fhadows  run,  ( 

That,  though  the  longeft  day,  would  foon,  too  ( 

foou  be  done. 
Let  angels  voices  with  their  harps  confpire. 
But  keep  th'  aufpicious  infant  from  the  choir ; 
Late  let  him  fmg  above,  and  let  us  know 
No  fwceter  mufic  than  his  cries  below. 

Nor  can  I  wifh  to  you,  great  monarch,  more 
Than  fuch  an  annual  income  to  your  ftore  ; 
The  day  which  gave  this  unit,  did  not  fhine 
For  a  lefs  omen,  than  to  fill  the  trine. 
After  a  prince,  an  admiral  beget ; 
The  Royal  Sovereign  wants  an  anchor  yet. 
Our  ifle  has  younger  titles  ftill  in  ftore, 
And  when  th'  exhaufted  land   can  yield  no 

more,  I 

Your  line  can  ferce  them  from  a  foreign  Ihore. . 


The   name  of  grea    your  martial  mind  will 
fuit; 
But  juftice  is  your  darling  attribute  : 
Of  all  the  Greeks,  'twas  but  one  hero's  due, 
j  And  in  him,  Plutarch  prophefy'd  of  you. 
A  prince's  favours  but  on  few  can  fall, 
But  juftice  is  a  virtue  ftiar'd  by  all. 

Some  kings  the  name  of  conquerors  have  !?= 
fum'd, 
Some  to  be  great,  fome  to  .be  gods  prefum'd ; 
But  boundlefs  power,  and  arbitrary  luft. 
Made  tyrants  ftill  abhor  the  name  of  juft ; 
They  ftiunn'd  the  praife  this  godhke  virtue  gives 
And  fear'd  a  title  that  reproach'd  tlieir  lives. 

The  power,  from  which  all  kings  derive  their 
ftate, 
Whom  they  pretend,  at  leaft,  to  imitate. 
Is  equal  both  to  punifli  and  reward ; 
But  few   would   love    their    God,   unlefs 
fear'd. 

Refiftlefs  force  and  immortality 
Make  but  a  lame,  imperfedt,  deity  : 
Tempefts  have  force  unbounded  to  deftroy, 
And  deathlefs  being  ev'n  the  damn'd  enjoy ; 
And  yet  heaven's  attributes,  both  laft  and  firft, 
One  without  life,  and  one  with  life  accurft  : 
But  juftice  is  heaven's  fclf,  fo  ftriiftly  he. 
That  could  it  fail,  the  Godhead  could  not  be. 
This  virtue  is  your  own  ;  but  life  and  ftatc 
Are  one  to  fortune  fubjedt,  one  to  fate: 
Equal  to  all,  you  juftly  frown  or  fmile  ; 
Nor  hopes  nor  fears  your  fteady  hand  beguile ; 
Yourfelf  our  balance  hold,  the  world's  our  ifle. 
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All  human  things  are  fubjedl  to  decay, 

Ar>d  V.  hen  fate  fummons,  monarchs  muft  obey. 

This  Flecknoe  found,  who,  like  Auguftus,  young 

Was  call'd  to  empire,  and  had  govern'd  long  : 

In  profe  and  verfe,  was  own'd,  without  difpute, 

Through  all  tlie  realms  of  Ncnfcnfe,  abl'olutc. 

1'\ih  aged  prince,  now  flourifhing  iii  peace, 

And  bicft  with  llTue  <>(  a  large  increafe  ; 

Worn  out  with  hufinefs,  did  at  length  debate 

To  fettle  the  fuccrflion  of  the  ftate  : 

And,  pondering,  which  of  all  his  fons  wa"!  fit 

I'o  reign,  and  wage  immortal  war  wiih  wit,. 

Gry'd,  '  ris  refdlv'd ;  for  nature  pleadr,  that  he 

Should  only  rule,  wlio  moft  rcfemhlcs  mc. 

Slindwell  alone  my  perfe6l  image  bears, 

Mature  in  dulnef<  from  his  tender  years  : 

ShadwfU  alone,  of  all  my  ions,  is  he. 

Who  Itands  confitm'd  in  full  ftupidity. 

The  reli  to  fome  faint  meaning  make  pretence, 

!Bi  t  Shadwcl!  never  deviates  into  ienfc 

S'  nu"  beams  of  wit  on  other  fouls  may  fall, 

Strike  thrtrngli,  and  make  a  lucid  interval  : 

But  Shadwcll's  geiuiire  night  admits  no  ray, 

1-iis  rifing  fogs  prevail  upon  the  day. 

r>erid>.s,his  goodly  fabric  fills  the  eye, 

Ami  fccnis  ticQgn'd  for  thoughtlels  majefiy  : 

Thoi'ghtltfs    as   monarch    oaks,   that    fhadc   tiic 

plain, 
And  fpread  in  folcmn  flatc  fupinely  reign. 
Heyw<in{l  and  Shirliy  were  but  types  of  tJice, 
'I'liou  lart  great  pn^plict  of  taiitohigy  ! 
V.v  n  I,  a  dunce  of  more  renown  than  they. 
Was  lent  1  cf«re  but  »o  prepaic  thy  way  ; 
And,  coarfcly  clad  in  Norwich  dri  ecel,  came 
'1  o  t  lull  tlie  T'atiiins  in  thy  greater  nanie. 
My  warbling  lute,  the  lute  I  whi!om  flrung, 
When  to  king  J<jhu  of  l\.rtugal  I  lung, 


Was  but  the  prelude  to  that  glorious  day, 
When  thou  on  filver  Thames  didft  cut  thy  Way, 
With  well-tim'd  oars  before  the  royal  barge, 
Swell'd  with  the  pride  of  thy  celeflial  charge  j 
And,  big  with  hynrn,  conimandf  r  u(  an  hofl, 
The  like  was  ne'er  in  Epfom  blankets  toft. 
Methinks  I  foe  the  new  Arion  fail. 
The  lute  ftill  trembling  undcn.eath  thy  nail. 
At  thy  well-fliarpened  thumb  from  fhore  to  (h<Jrs 
The  trebles  fqueak  for  fear,  the  bafes  roar  : 
Echoes  from  PilTing-Alley  Shadwell  call, 
And  Shadwell  they  refound  from  Afton-Hall. 
About  thy  boat  the  little  fifhes  throng. 
As  at  the  morning  toafl  that  floats  along. 
Sometimes,  as  prince  of  thy  harmonious  band, 
Thou  wield'fl  tliy  papers  in  thy  threfhing  hand, 
St.  Andre's  feet  ne'er  kept  more  equal  time. 
Not  ev'u  the  feet  of  thy  own  Pyfchc's  rhyme  : 
Though  they  in  numbers  as  in  fenfe  excel ; 
So  jull,  fo  hke  tautology  they  fell. 
That,  pale  with  envy,  Singleton  forefwore 
The  lute  and  fword,  which  he  in  triumph  bore. 
And  vow'd  lie  ne'er  would  adt  Villcrius  more. 

Here  Itopt  the  good  old  fire,  and  wept  for  joy, 
In  fdent  rapf  res  of  the  hopeful  boy. 
All  arguments,  but  moft  his  plays,  perfuade, 
That  lor  anointed  dulnefs  he  was  made. 

Clofe  to  the  walls  which  fair  Augufta  bind, 
(The  fair  .Augufta  much  to  tears  inclin'd) 
An  ancient  fabric  rais'd  t'  inforni  the  fight. 
There  flood  of  yore,  and  Barbican  it  bight : 
A  watch-tower  once  :  but  now,fo  fate  ordains. 
Of  all  the  pile  an  empty  name  remains  : 
From  its  fdd  ruin!,  brothcl-houfts  life. 
Scenes  of  lewd  loves,  and  of  polluted  joys. 
Where  ihcir  vaft  courts  the  mother-ftrumpetskccp 
And,  undillurb'd  hy  watcli,  in  filence  flecp. 
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fJear  thofc  a  nurfery  eredts  its  head, 

Where  queens  are  are  form'd'  and  future  heroes 

bred; 
Where  unflcdg'd  aAors  learn  to  laugh  and  cry,"^ 
Where  infant  punks  their  tender  voices  try,        C 
And  little  Maximins  the  gods  defy.  j 

Great  Fletcher  never  treads  in  bulkins  here^ 
Nor  greater  Johnfon  aare  in  focks  appear ; 
But  gentle  Simkin  jufl  reception  finds 
Amidft  this  monument  of  vanifli'd  minds  : 
Pure  clinches  the  fuburbian  Mufe  affords, 
And  Panton  waging  harmlefs  war  wit!-  words. 
Here  Fleckn«e,  as  a  place  to  fame  well  known, 
Ambicioufly  defign'd  his  Shadwell's  throne. 
For  ancient  Decker  prophecy'd  long  fince, 
That  in  this  pile  fliould  reign  a  mighty  prince; 
Born  for  a  fcourge  of  wit,  and  flail  of  fenfe 
To  whom  true  dulnefs  fliould  fome  Pyfches  iwe, 
But  worlds  of  I'.iifers  from  his  pen  fhould  flow : 
Humourifts  and  hypocrites  it  fliould  produce, 
Whole  Rayri'ond  families,  and  tribes  of  Bruce. 
Now  emprefs  fame  had  publifti'd  the  renown 
Of  Shadwell's  coronation  through  the  town. 
Rouz'd  by  report  of  fame  the  nations  meet. 
From  near  Bunhill,  and  diftant  Watling-ftreet. 
No  Petfian  carpets  fpread  th'  imperial  way. 
But  fcatter'd  limbs  of  mangled  poets  lay  : 
From  dufty  fliops  negle&ed  authors  come. 
Martyrs  of  pies,  and  reliques  of  the  bum. 
JVIuch  Heywood,  Shirley,  Ogleby,  there  lay, 
But  loads  of  Shadwell  aimoft  chok'd  the  way. 
Bilk'd  fl:ationersior  yeomen  flood  ^repar^d. 
And  Herringman  was  captain  of  the  guard. 
The  hoary  prince  in  majeft^y  appear'd, 
High  on  a  throne  of  his  own  labours  rear'd. 
At  his  right  hand  our  young  Afcanius  fate. 
Rome's  other  hope,  and  pillar  of  the  flate. 
His  brows  thick  fogs,  inllead  of  glories,  grace. 
And  lambent  dulnefs  play'd  around  his  face. 
As  Hannibal  did  to  the  altars  come. 
Swore  by  his  fire,  a  mortal  foe  to  Rome  ; 
So  Shadwell  fwore,  nor  fliould  his  vow  be  vain. 
That  he  till  death  true  dulnefs  would  maintain ; 
And  in  his  father's  right,  and  realm's  defence. 
Ne'er  to  have  peace  with  wit,  nor  truce  with  fenfe. 
The  king  hinifelf  the  facrcd  undtion  made. 
As  king  by  office,  and  as  prieft  by  trade. 
In  his  finifter  hand,  inflcad  of  ball. 
He  plac'd  a  mighty  mug  of  potent  ale  ; 
Love's  kingdom  to  his  right  he  did  convey. 
At  once  his  fceptre,  and  his  rule  of  fway, 
Whofe  righteous  lore   the    prince    had  pradlis'd 

young, 
And  from  whofe  loins  recorded  Pyfche  fprung. 
His  temples,  lafl:,  with  pop|>ies  were  o'eripread. 
That  nodding  feem'd  to  confecrate  his  head. 
Juft  at  the  point  of  time,  if  fnaie  not  lie. 
On  his  left  hand  twelve  reverend  owls  did  fly. 
So  Romulus,  'tis  fung,  by  Tybcr's  brook, 
Prefage  of  fway  from  twice  fix  vultures  took. 
Th'  admiring  throng  loud  acclamations  make. 
And  omens  of  his  future  empire  tu'ice. 
1  he  fire  then  ftiook  the  honours  of  his  head, 
A-ad  frora  his  bxows  da-aips  of  oblivion  fh;d 


Full  on  the  filial  dulnefs ;  long  he  ftood,  T 

Repelling  from  hif  bread  the  raging  God  ;  v 

At  length  burft  out  in  this  prophetic  mood.         j  > 
Heavens  blefs   my  fon  !  from   1.  eland  let  him 
To  far  Barbadoes  on  the  weftern  main  ;       [reign 
Of  his  dominion  may  no  end  be  known. 
And  greater  than  his  father's  be  his  throne  ; 
Beyond  Love's  kmgdom  let  him  ftretch  his  pen '.-~ 
He  paus'd,  and  all  the  people  cry'd  Amen. 
Then  thus  continued  he :  My  fon,  advance 
Still  in  new  impudence,  new  ignorance. 
SuGcefs  let  others  teach,  learn  thou  from  me 
Pangs  without  births,  and  fruitlefs  induftry. 
Let  virtuofos  in  five  years  be  \vr\t ; 
Yet  not  one  thought  accufe  f'.._   -oil  of  wit. 
Let  gentle  George  in  triunp'.  iicad  the  flage, 
Make  Dorimant  betray,  uid  Loveit  rage  : 
Let  Gully,  Cockwnod,  Foplicg,  charm  the  pit. 
And  in  their  foUy  fhcw  the  writer  »  wit. 
Yet  ftill  thy  fools  fliall  ftand  in  thy  defence. 
And  juftify  their  author's  want  of  fenfe. 
Let  them  be  all  by  thy  own  model  made 
Of  dulnefs,  and  delire  no  foreign  aid ; 
That  they  to  future  ages  may  be  known. 
Not  copies  drawn,  but  ilTue  of  fhy  own- 
Nay,  let  thy  men  of  wit  too  be  the  fame. 
All  full  of  thee,  and  differing  but  in  name. 
But  let  no  alien  Sedlcy  interpofe. 
To  lard  with  wit  thy  htmgry  Epfom  profe. 
And  when  falle  flowers  of  rhetoric  thou  wouldQ; 

cull, 
Truft  nature,  do  not  labour  to  be  dull ; 
But  write  thy  bcfl,  and  top  ;  and,  in  each  line. 
Sir  Formal's  oratory  will  be  thine  : 
iir  Formal,  though  unfought,  attends  thy  quill, 
And  does  thy  northern  dedications  fill. 
Nor  let  fallc  friends  feduce  thy  mind  to  fame. 
By  arrogating  Johnion's  hoftile  name. 
Let  father  FlecKnoe  fire  thy  piind  with  praife, 
And  uncle  Ogleby  thy  envy  raife. 
Tbon  ar.  my  blood,  where  Johnfon  had  no  part : 
What  fliare  have  we  in  nature  or  in  art  ? 
Where  did  his  wit  on  learning  fix  a  brand. 
And  rail  at  arts  he  did  not  underftand  ? 
Where  made  he  love  in  Prince  Nicauder's  vein. 
Or  fwept  the  duft  in  Pyfche's  humble  fl^rain  .' 
Where  fold  he  bargains,  whip-ftitch,  kifs  my  ar.^e, 
Promis'd  a  play,  and  dwindled  to  a  farce  ? 
When  did  his  Miife  from  Fletcher  fcenes  purloin, 
As  thou  whole  Etherage  did  transfufe  to  thine  i 
But  fo  transfus'd,  as  oil  and  waters  flow. 
His  always  floats  above,  thine  finks  below. 
TJiis  is  thy  province,  this  thy  wondrous  way. 
New  humours  to  invent  for  each  new  play ; 
This  is  that  boafl;ed  bias  of  thy  mind. 
By  which,  one  way,  to  dulnefs  'tis  indin'd: 
Which  makes  thy  writings  lean  on  one  fide  flill. 
And,  in  all  changes,  that  way  bends  thy  will. 
Nor  let  thy  mountain-belly  make  pretence 
Of  likenefs;  thine's  a  tympany  of  fenfe. 
A  tun  of  man  in  thy  large  bulk  is  writ, 
But  fure  thoii'rt  but  a  kilderldn  of  wit. 
Like  mine,  thy  gentle  numbers  feebly  creep ; 
1  hy  tragic  Mufe  gives  fmiles,  tbj  comic  8eef. 
liij 
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With  whate'er  gall  thou  fett'ft  thyfclf  to  write, 
Thy  inoffenfive  latires  never  bite. 
In  thy  felonious  heart  though  venom  lies, 
t  does  but  to](ich  thy  Irifli  pen,  and  dies. 
Thy  genius  calls  thee  not  to  purchafe  fame 
In  keen  Iambics,  but  mild  Anagram. 
1-eave  writing  plays,  and  choofe  for    thy   com- 
mand. 
Some  peaceful  province  in  Acroftic  land. 
There  thou  mayfl  wings  difplay  and  altars  raifc, 
And  torture  one  poor  word  ten  thoufand  ways. 


Or  if  thou  wouldft  thy  different  talents  hit. 
Set  thy  own  fongs,  and  fing  them  to  thy  lute. 
He  faid  ;  but  his  laft   words  were  fcarccly' 
heard  :  I 

For  Bruce  and  Longvel  had  a  trap  prcpar'd,     | 
And  down  they  fent  the  yet  declairrting  bard.   . 
Sinking  he  left  his  drugget  robe  behind, 
Borne  upwards  by  a  fubterranean  wind. 
The  mantle  fell  to  the  young  prophet's  part, 
With  double  portiou  of  his  father's  art. 


EPISTLES. 


\ 


EPISTLE    I. 

.   To  my  honoured  Friend 

SIR   ROBERT  HOWARD. 

ON  HIS  EXCELLENT  POEMS. 


As  there  is  mufic  uninform'd  hy  art 
In  thofe  wild  notes,  which  with  a  merry  heart 
The  birds  in  unfrequented  fhades  exprefs, 
Who,  better  taught  at  home,  yet  pleafe  us  lefs  : 
So  in  your  verfe  a  native  fweetncfs  I'.wells, 
Which  Ihames  compofure,  and  its  art  excels. 
Singing  no  more  can  your  foft  numbers  grace. 
Than  paint  adds  charms  unto  a  beauteous  face. 
Yet  as,  when  mighty  rivers  gently  creep, 
Their  even  calmncfs  does  fuppofe  them  deep  ; 
Such  is  your  Mufe  :  no  metaphor  fwell'd  high 
With  dangerous  boldnefs  lifts  her  to  the  Iky  : 
Thofe  mounting  fancies,  when  they  fall  again, 
Shew  fand  and  dirt  at  bottorii  do  remain. 
So  firm  a  ftrength,  and  yet  withal  fo  fweet. 
Did  never  but  in  Samfon's  riddle  meet. 
Tis  ftrangc   each  line  fo  great  a  weight  fliould 

bear, 
And  yet  no  fign  of  toil,  no  fweat  appear. 
Either  your  art  hides  art,  as  ftoics  feign 
Then  leaft  to  feel,  when  moft  they  fufFcr  pain ; 
And  we,  dull  fouls,  admire,  but  cannot  fee 
What  hi4den  fprinjs  within  the  engine  be. 


Or  'tis  fome  happinefs  that  flill  purfues 

Each  adl  and  motion  of  your  graceful  Mufe, 

Or  is  it  fortune's  work,  that  in  your  head 

The  curious  net  that  is  for  fancies  fpread, 

Lets  through  its  meflies  every  meaner  thought. 

While  rich  ideas  there  are  only  caught  ? 

Sure  that's  not  all;  this  is  a  piece  too  fair 

To  be  the  child  of  chance,  and  not  of  care. 

No  atoms  cafually  together  hurl'd 

Could  e'er  produce  fo  beautiful  a  world. 

Nor  dare  I  fuch  a  dodrine  here  admit, 

As  would  deflioy  the  providence  of  wit. 

'Tis  your  flrong  genius  then  which  does  not  feeV 

Thofe  weights,  would  make  a  weaker  fpirit  reel. 

To  carry  weight,  and  run  fo  lightly  too, 

Is  what  alone  your  Pegafus  can  do. 

Great  Hercules  himfelf  could  ne'er  do  more, 

Than  not  to  feel  thofe  heavens  and  gods  he  bore. 

Your  eafier  odes,  which  for  delight  were  penn'd. 

Yet  our  inftrudion  make  their  fecond  end  : 

We're  both  enrich'd  and  pleas'd,  like  them  thA^ 

woo 
At  once  a  beauty,  and  a  fortane  too 
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Of  moral  knowledge  poefy  was  queen, 
And  ftill  flie  might,  ha4,want(>n  wits  not  been  ; 
Who,  like  ill  guardians,  liv'd  thenifelves  at  large. 
And,    nqt   content   with   that,    debauch'd   their 

charge. 
Like  fome  brave  captain,  your  fuccefsful  pen 
Reftores  the  exil'd  to  her  crown  again  : 
And  gives  us  hope,  that,  having  feen  the  days 
When  nothing  flourifh'd  but  ianatic  bays, 
All  will  at  length  in  this  opinion  reft, 
"  A  fober  prince's  government  is  heft." 
This  is  not  all ;  your  art  the  way  has  found 
To  make  th'  improvement  of  the  richcft  ground, 
-That  foil  which  thofe  immortal  laurels  bore, 
That  once  the  facred  Maro's  temples  wore. 
Eliza's  griefs  are  fo  exprefs'd  by  you, 
They  are  too  eloquent  to  have  been  true. 
Had  (he  fo  fpoke,  iEneas  had  obey'd 
What  Dido,  rather  than  what  Jove  had  faid. 
If  funeral  rites  tan  give  a  ghoft  rtpofe, 
Vour  Mufe  fo  juftly  has  difcharged  thofe, 
Eliza's  fhade  may  now  its  wandering  ceafc. 
And  claim  a  title  to  the  fields  of  peace. 
But  if  iEneas  be  oblig'd,  no  lefs 
Your  kindnefs  great  Achilles  doth  confefs ; 
Who,  drefs'd  by  Statius  in  too  bold  a  look, 
Did  ill  become  thofe  virgin  robes  he  took,  • 
To  underftand  how  much  we  owe  to  you. 
We  mufl  your  numbers,  with  your  author's, view: 
Then  wc  iball  fee  his  work  was  lamely  rough, 
Each  figure  ftiff,  as  if  dcfign'd  in  buff: 
His  colours  laid  fo  tliick  on  every  place. 
As  only  Ihew'd  the  paint,  but  hid  the  face, 


But  as  in  pcrfpedlive  we  beauties  fee. 

Which  in  the  glafs,  not  in  the  pidure,  be ; 

So  here  our  fight  obligingly  miftakes 

That  wealth,  which  his  your  bounty  only  makes. 

Thus  vulgar  difhes  are,  by  cooks  difguis'd. 

More    for   their   dreffing,    than    their   fubftancc 

priz'd. 
Your  curious  notes  fo  fearch  into  that  age, 
When  all  was  fable  but  the  facred  page. 
That,  fince  in  that  dark  night  v.'e  meds  muft  ftray, 
We  are  at  leaft  milled  in  pleafant  way. 
But,  what  we  moll  admire,  your  verfe  no  lefs 
The  prophet  than  the  poet  doth  conlefs. 
Ere  our  weak  eyes  difcern'd  the  doubtful  ftreak 
Of   light,  you    faw   great   Charles  his  morning 

break. 
So  Ikilful  feamen  ken  the  land  from  far. 
Which  Ihews  like  mifts  to  the  dull  paffenger. 
To  Charles  your  Mufe  firft  pays  her  duteous  love, 
As  ftill  the  antiepts  did  begin  from  Jove. 
With   Monk   you  end,   whofe    name  prcferv'd 

ft  all  be, 
As  Rome  recorded  R^ifus'  memory, 
Who  thought  it  greater  honour  to  obey 
His  country's  intereft,  than  the  world  to  fway. 
But  to  write  worthy  thmgs  ofwortliy  men, 
Is  the  peculiar  talent  of  your  pen  : 
Yet  let  me  take  your  mantle  up,  and  I 
Will  venture  in  your  right  to  prophefy. 
"  This  work,  by  merit  firft  of  fame  fecure,' 
"  Is  iikewife  happy  in  its  geniture  :  [throne, 

"  For,  fince  'tis  born  when  Charles  afcends  the] 
"  It  iharcs  at  once  his  fortune  and  its  own." 


EPISTLE    11. 


To  my  honoured  Friend 

DR.  charl:^ton. 

ON  HIS  LEARNED  AND  USEFUL  WORKS ; 
jByr  MPRE  PARTICULARLY  HIS  TREATISE  ON  STONE-HENGE,  ^Y  HI 
RESTORED  TO  THE  TRUE  FOUNDER. 


The  Ippgeft  tyranny  that  ever  fway'd. 
Was  that  wherein  our  anceftors  bctray'J 
'i'hcir  free  born  reafon  to  the  Stagiritc, 
And  made  his  torch  their  univerfal  liglit. 
Si>  truth,  while  only  one  fupply'd  the  Hate, 
Grfw  fcarcc,  and  dtar,  and  yet  foi^hifticAte. 
Still  it  was  bought,  like  tmp'ric'^aies,  or  charnif, 
Hard  ^fiojii  fcal'd  up  ^vith  Arifictk's  arms. 


Columbus  was  the  firft  that  Ihook  hit  throne ; 
And  found  a  temperate  in  a  torrid  zone  : 
The  fcvcrifti  air  fann'd  by  a  cooling  breeze. 
The  fruitful  vales  fct  round  with  Ihady  trees; 
And  guiltlefs  men,  who  danc'd  away  their  time, 
Frtfl)  as  their  groves,  and  happy  as  their  clime* 
H.id  we  (till  paid  that  homage  to  a  name, 
Wtiich  enly  Cod  and  nature  julUy  daisii 


The  wcftern  feas  had  been  pur  utmoft  bound. 
Where   poets   ftill  might   dream   the    fun    was 

drown'd : 
And  all  the  ftars  that  ihine  in  fouthern  fkies, 
Had  been  admir'd  by  none  but  favage  eyes. 

Among  th'  afferters  of  free  reafon's  claim. 
Our  nation's  npt  the  leaft  in  worth  or  fame. 
The  world  to  Bacon  does  not  only  owe 
Its  prefcnt  knowledge,  but  its  future  too. 
Gilber  fliall  live  till  loadftones  ceafe  to  draw, 
Or  Britifh  fleets  the  boundlels  ocean  awe. 
And  noble  Boyle,  not  lefs  in  nature  feen. 
Than  his  great  brother  read  in  ftates  and  men. 
The  circling  ftreams,  once  thought  but  pools,  of 

blood 
(Whether  life's  fuel,  or  the  body's  food) 
From  dark  oblivion  Harvey's  name  Ihall  fave ; 
While  Ent  keeps  all  the  honour  that  he  gave. 
Nor  are  you,  learned  friend,  the  leaft  renown'd ; 
Whofe  fame,  not    circumfcrib'd    with    Englifli 

ground, 
Flies  like  the  nimble  journies  of  the  light ; 
And  is,  like  that,  unfpent  too  in  its  flight. 
Whatever  truths  have  been  by  art  or  chance, 
fledeem'd  from  error,  or  from  ignorance. 


E  P  I  S  T  L  S  Si  13; 

7'hin  in  their  authors,  like  rich  veins  of  ore, 
Your  works  unite,  and  dill  difcover  more. 
Such  is  the  healing  virtue  of  your  pen, 
To  pcrfctft  cures  on  books,  as  well  ai  men. 
Nor  is  this  work  the  leaft  :   you  well  may  give 
To  men  new  vigour,  who  njake  ftones  to  live. 
Through  yojj,  the  Danes,  their  fliort  dominioa 

loft, 
A  longer  conqueft  than  the  Saxons  boaft. 
Stonehcnge,  once  thought  a  temple,  you  have  found 
A  thione,  where  kings,  our  earthly  gods,  were 

crown'd  ; 
Where  by   their  wondering  fubjeds  they  were 

feen, 
Joy'd  with    their    ftature,    and    their   princely 

mien. 
Our  fovcreign  here  above  the  reft  might  ftand. 
And  here  he  chofe  again  to  rule  the  land. 

Thefe  ruins  (helter'd  once  his  facred  headj 
When  he  from  Wor'fter's  fatal  battle  fled  ; 
Watch'd  by  the  genius  of  this  royal  place. 
And  mighty  vifions  of  the  Danilh  race. 
His  refuge  then  was  for  a  temple  fhown  : , 
But,  he  reftor'd,  'tis  now  beconie  a  throne. 


EPISTLE    HI, 
TO  THE.  LADY  CASTLEMAIN, 

UPON  HER  ENCOURA<?ING  HIS   FIRST   PLAY, 


A»  feamen,  fliipwreck'd  on  fome  happy  ftore, 

Difcover  wealth  in  lands  unknown  before ; 

And,  what  their  art  had  labour'd  long  in  vain. 

By  their  misfortunes  happily  obtain  : 

So  my  much  envy'd  Mufe,  by  ftorms  long  toft, 

Is  thrown  upon  your  hofpitable  coaft. 

And  finds  more  favour  by  her  ill  fucccfs, 

"I'han  flje  could  hope  for  by  her  happinefs. 

Once  Cato's  virtue  did  the  gods  oppofe  ; 

"While    they    the    vidor,    he    the    vanquilh'd 

chofe  : 
But  you  have  done  what  Cato  could  not  do. 
To  choofe  the  vanquifti'd,  and  reftore  him  too 
Let  others  ftill  triumph,  and  gain  their  caufe 
^y  their  defcrts,  or  by  the  world's  appbufe : 


Let  merit  crowns,  and  juftice  laurels  give, 
But  let  me  happy  by  your  pity  live. 
True  poets  empty  fame  and  praife  defpife, 
Fame  is  the  trumpet,  but  your  fmile  the  prizci 
Yuu  fit  above,  and  fee  v^in  men  below 
Contend  for  what  you  only  can  heftow  : 
But  thofe  great  adtions  others  do  by  chance. 
Are,  like  your  beauty,  your  inheritance  ^ 
So  great  a  foul,  fuch  fweetnefs  join'd  in  one. 
Could  only  fpring  from  noble  Grandifon. 
You,  like  the  ftars,  not  by  reflexion  bright, 
Are  born  to  your  own  heaven,  and  your  own  light; 
Like  them  are  good,  but  from  a  noble  caufe. 
From  your  own  ^iBowledge,  not  from  nature's 
laws. 
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Your  power  you  never  ufe,  buc  for  defence, 
To  guard  your  own,  or  others'  innocence : 
Your  foes  are  fuch,  as  they,  not  you,  have  made, 
And  virtue  may  repel,  though  not  invade. 
Such  courage  did  the  ancient  heroes  fhowr, 
Who,  when  they  might  prevent,  would  wait  the 

blow  : 
With  fuch  aflurance  as  they  meant  to  fay. 
We  will  o'ercome,  but  fcorn  the  fafeft  way. 
What  further  fear  of  danger  can  there  be  ? 
Beauty,  which  captives  all  things,  fets  me  free. 
Pofterity  will  judge  by  my  fuccefs, 
I  had  the  Grecian  poet's  happinefs. 


Who,  waving  plots,  found  out  a  better  way; 
Some  God  defcended.  and  prefer v'd  the  play. 
When  firft  the  triumphs  of  your  fex  were  fun» 
By  thofe  old  poets,  beauty  was  but  young, 
And  few  admir'd  the  native  red  and  white, 
Till  poets  drefs'd  them  up  to  charm  the  fight ; 
So  beauty  took  on  truft,  and  did  engage 
For  fums  of  praifes  till  fhe  came  to  age. 
But  this  long-growing  debt  to  poetry 
Yon  juftly,  madam,  have  difcharg'd  to  me, 
When  your  applaufe  and  favour  did  infufe 
New  life  to  my  condemn'd  and  dying  Mufe. 


EPISTLE    IV. 


TO  MR.  LEE. 


ON    HIS  ALEXANDER. 


Tme  blaft;  of  common  cenfure  could  I  fear. 
Before  your  play  my  name  fhould  not  appear ; 
For  't  will  be  thought,  and  with  feme  colour  too, 
I  pay  the  bribe  1  firft  receiv'd  from  you ; 
That  mutual  vnuchers  for  our  fame  we  (land, 
And  play  the  game  into  each  other's  hand  ; 
And  as  cheap  pen'worths  to  ourfelvcs  afford, 
As  Bt  ffus  and  the  brothers  of  the  fword. 
Such  libels  private  men  may  well  endure. 
When  ftatcs  and  kings  thcmfelves  are  not  fecure ; 
For  ill  men,  confcious  of  their  inward  guilt. 
Think  the  bcft  adions  on  by-ends  are  built. 
And  yet  my  file  nee  had  not  'fcap'd  their  fpite ; 
Then,  envy  had  not  fuffer'd  me  to  write  ; 
For,  fince  I  could  not  ignorance  pretend, 
Such  merit  I  muft  envy  or  commend. 
So  many  candidates  there  {land  for  wit, 
A  place  at  court  is  fcarce  fo  hard  to  get  : 
In  vain  they  crowd  each  other  at  the  door; 
For  cv'n  reverfioiis  arc  all  begg'd  before : 
Defert,  how  known  foe'er,  is  long  delay'd ; 
And  then  too  fools  and  knaves  are  better  pay'd. 
Yet,  as  fome  adions  bear  fo  great  a  name. 
That  courts  thcmfelves  are  juft,  for  fear  of  ihame; 
So  has  the  mighty  merit  of  your  play 
Extorted  praift,  and  forc'd  himfcLf  away. 
'Tis  htte  as  'tis  at  fca;  who  fartheft  goes, 
Pr  darts  tiic  moA,  makes  all  the  reft  his  foes. 


Yet  when  fome  virtue  much  outgrows  the  reft. 
It  (hoots  too  faft,  and  high,  to  be  expreft ; 
As  his  heroic  worth  ftruck  envy  dumb. 
Who  took  the  Dutchman,  and  who  cut  the  boom: 
Such  praife  is  your's,  while  you  the  palTions  move. 
That  'us  no  longer  fcign'd,  'tis  real  love. 
Where  nature  triumphs  over  wretched  art ; 
We  only  warm  the  head,  but  you  the  heart. 
Always  you  warm  ;  and  if  the  riling  year. 
As  in  hot  regions,  brings  the  fun  too  near, 
'Tis  but  to  make  your  fragrant  fpiccs  blow, 
Which  in  our  cooler  climates  will  not  grow. 
They  only  think  you  animate  your  theme 
With   too   much   fire,  who   are    themfelves    all 

phlegm. 
Prizes  would  be  for  lags  of  (loweft  pace. 
Were  cripples  made  the  judges  of  the  race. 
Defpife  thtfe  drones,  whofe  praife,  while  they 

accufe. 
The  too  much  vigour  of  your  youthful  Mufe. 
That  humble  ftile  which  they  your  virtue  make. 
Is  in  your  power  ;  you  need  but  ftoop  and  take. 
Your  beauteous  images  muft  be  allow'd 
By  all,  but  fome  vile  poets  of  the  crowd. 
But  how  (hould  any  fign-poft  dawbcr  know 
The  worth  of  Titan  or  of  Angclo  ? 
Hard  features  every  bungler  can  command ; 
To  draw  true  beauty,  (hew's  a  tuafter's  band. 
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EPISTLE     V. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  ROSCOMMON. 

ON   HIS   EXCELLENT   ESSAY    ON   TRANSLATED   VERSE. 


"Whether  the  fruitful  Nile,'or  Tyrian  fliore, 
The  feeds  of  arts  and  infant  fcience  bore, 
'Tis  fure  the  noble  plant,  tranflated  firft, 
Advanc'd  its  head  in  Grecian  gardens  nurft. 
The  Grecians  added  verfe  :  their  tuneful  tongue 
Made  nature  firft,  and  nature's  God,  their  fong. 
Nor  ftopt  tranflation  here  :  for  conquering  Rome, 
With  Grecian   fpoils,   brought  Grecian  numbers 

home; 
Enrich'd  by  thofe  Athenian  Mufes  more, 
Than  all  the  vanquifh'd  world  could  yield  before. 
Till  barbarous  nations,  and  more  barbarous  times, 
Debas'd  the  majefty  of  verfe  to  rhymes  : 
Thofe  rude  at  firfl  :  a  kind  of  hobbling  profe, 
That  limp'd  along,  and  tinkled  in  the  clofe. 
But  Italy,  reviving  from  the  trance 
Of  Vandal,  Goth,  and  Monkifh  ignorance. 
With  paufes,  cadence,  and  well  vowcl'd  words, 
And  all  the  graces  a  good  ear  affords, 
Made  rhyme  an  art,  and  Dante's  polifh'd  page 
Reflor'd  a  filver,  not  a  golden  age. 
Then  Petrarch  follow'd,  and  in  him  we  fee       T 
What  rhyme  improv'd  in  all  its  height  can  be  :  > 
At  beft  a  pleafing  found,  and  fair  barbarity.        j 
The  French  purlued  their  fteps;  and  Britain,  laft, 
In  manly  fvvcetnefs  all  the  reft  furpafs'd. 
The  wit  of  Greece,  the  gravity  of  Rome, 
Appear  exalted  in  the  Britifti  loom  : 
The  Mufes'  empire  is  reftor'd  again, 
|n  Charles's  reign,  and  by  Rofcommon's  pen. 
Yet  modeftly  he  does  his  work  furvey, 
And  calls  a  finifti'd  Poem  an  Effay ; 
For  all  the  needful  rules  are  fcatter'd  here  ;       "J 
Truth  fmoothly  told,  and  pleafantly  fevere  ;       > 
po  well  is  art  difguis'd  for  nature  to  appear.      j 
Nor  need  thefe  rules  to  give  tranflation  light : 
His  own  example  is  a  flame  fo  bright ; 
That  he  who  but  arrives  to  copy  well, 
Unguided  will  advance,  unknowing  will  excel. 
Scarce  his  own  Horace  could  fuch  rules  ordain, 
Or  his  owo  yirgil  /ing  a  nobler  ilraiii. 


How  much  in  him  may  rifing  Ireland  boaft. 
How  much  in  gaining  him  has  Britain  loft  ! 
Their  Ifland  in  revenge  has  our's  reclaim'd ; 
The  more  inftru6ted  we,  the  more  we  ftill  are 

fliam'd. 
'Tis  well  for  us  his  generous  blood  did  flow 
Deriv'd  from  Britifli  channels  long  ago. 
That  here  his  conquering  anceftors  were  nurft; 
And  Ireland  but  tranflated  England  firft  : 
By  this  reprifal  we  regain  our  right, 
Elfe  muft  the  two  contending  nations  fight ; 
A  nobler  quarrel  for  his  native  earth. 
Than  what  divided  Greece  for  Homer's  birth. 
To  what  perfedlion  will  our  tongue  arrive, 
How  will  invention  and  tranflarion  thrive, 
When  authors  nobly  born  will  bear  their  part. 
And  not  difdam  th'  inglorious  praife  of  art ! 
Great  generals  thus,  defcending  from  command. 
With  their  own  toil  provoke  the  foldiers*  hand. 
How  will  fweet  Ovid's  ghoft  be  pleas'd  to  hear 
His  fame  augmented  by  an  Englifli  peer  ; 
How  he  embellifhes  his  Helen's  loves, 
Outdoes  his  foftnefs,and  his  fenfe  improves! 
When  thefe  tranflate,  and  teach  tranflators  too, 
Nor  firftling  kid,  nor  any  vulgar  vow. 
Should  at  Apollo's  grateful  altar  ftand  : 
Rofcommon  writes:   to  that  aufpicious  hand. 
Mufe,  feed  the  bull  that  fpurnsthe  yellow  fand. 
Rofcommon,  whom  both  court  apd  camps  com- 
mend. 
True  to  his  prince,  and  faithful  to  hi^ friend; 
Rofcommon,  firft  in  fields  of  honour  known, 
Firft  in  the  peaceful  triumphs  of  the  gown ; 
Who  both  Minerva's  juftly  makes  his  own. 
Now  let  the  few  belov'd  by  Jove,  and  they 
Whom  infus'd  Titan  form'd  of  better  clay. 
On  equal  terms  v^rith  ancient  wit  engage. 
Nor  mighty  Homer  fear,  nor  facred  Virgil's  page. 
Our  Englilh  palace  opens  wide  in  ftate  ; 
And  without  ftooping  they  may  pafs  the  gate,     j 
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EPISTLE     VI. 


TO  THE  DUCHESS  OF  YORK. 


ON  HER  RETURN  FROM  SCOTLAND  IN  THE  YEAR  i68». 


WntN  fafiious  rage  to  cruel  exile  drove 
The  queen  of  beauty  end  the  court  of  love. 
The  Mufcs  droop'd,  with  their  forfaken  arts, 
And  the  fad  Cupids  broke  their  ufelefs  darts*: 
Our  fiTiitful  plains  to  wilds  anddeferts  turn'd, 
Like  Eden's  face,  when  baniih'd  man  ic  mourn'd. 
JLove  was  no  more,  when  loyalty  was  gone, 
The  great  fupporter  of  his  awful  throne. 
Love  could  no  longer  after  beauty  ftay,  "J 

But  wander'd  northward  to  the  verge  of  day,   > 
As  if  the  fun  and  he  had  lofl  their  way.  3 

But  now  th'  illuftrious  nymph,  return'd  again, 
Brings  every  grace  triumphant  in  her  train. 
The  wondering  Nereids,  though  they  rais'd  no 

ftorm, 
Foreflow'd  her  paffage,  to  behold  her  form : 
Some  cry'd,  a  Venus;  fome,  a  Thetis  paft; 
But  this  was  not  fo  fair,  nor  that  fo  chafte. 
Far    from   her  fight  flew  Fadlion,    Strife,  and 

Pride; 
And  envy  did  but  look  on  her,  and  dy'd. 
"Whate'er  we  fuffer'd  from  our  fullen  fate. 
Her  fight  is  purchas'd  at  an  cafy  rate. 
Three  gloomy  years  againft  this  day  vrere  fet ; 
jEut  thi5  one  mighty  f^nj  has  dear'd  the  debt : 
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Like  Jofeph's  dream,  but  with  a  better  doom^ 

The  famine  paft,  the  plenty  ftill  to  come. 
For  her  the  weeping  heavens  become  ferene  ; 
For  her  the  ground  is  clad  in  cheerful  green  : 
For  her  the  nightingales  are  taught  to  fing. 
And  Nature  has  for  her  delay 'd  the  fpring. 
The  Mufe  refumes  her  long  forgotten  lays. 
And  Love  rellnr'd  his  ancient  realm  furveys 
Recals  our  beauties,  and  revives  our  plays; 
His  ivafte  dominions  peoples  once  again. 
And  from  her  prefence  dates  his  fecond  reign. 
But  awful  charms  on  her  fair  forehead  fit, 
Difpenfing  what  (he  never  will  admit : 
Pleafing,  yet  cold,  like  Cynthia's  filverbeam, 
The  people's  wonder,  and  die  poet's  theme. 
Diftemper'd  Zeal,  Sedition,  canker'd  Hate, 
No  more  ftiall  vex  the  church,  and  tear  the  flatc  ; 
No  more  fhall  Fadlion  civil  difcords  move, 
Or  only  difcords  of  too  tender  love  : 
Difcord,  like  that  of  mufic's  various  parts  ; 
Difcord,  that  makes  the  harmony  of  hearts ; 
Difcord,  that  only  this  difputc  ftall  bring. 
Who  left  fhall  lovs  the  duke,  and  lervs  tlie 
klnz. 
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EPISTLE    VII. 


A  LETTER  TO  SIR  GEORGE  ETHEREGElo 


Xo  you  who  live  in  chill  degree, 

As  map  informs,  of  fifty-three, 

And  do  not  much  for  cold  atone. 

By  bringing  thither  fifty-one. 

Methinks  all  climes  (hould  be  alike, 

From  tropic  ev'n  to  pole  artique  ; 

Since  you  have  fuch  a  confli'ution 

As  no  where  fuffers  diminution. 

You  can  be  old  in  grave  debate, 

And  young  in  love-affairs  of  ftate; 

And  both  to  wives  and  hulbands  flieW' 

The  vigour  of  a  plenipo. 

Like  mighty  mifnoner  you  come 

"  Ad  Partes  Infidelium." 

A  work  of  wondrous  merit  furc. 

So  far  to  go,  fo  much  t'  endure ; 

And  all  to  preach  to  German  dame. 

Where  found'of  Cupid  never  came. 

Lefs  had  you  done,  had  you  been  fent 

As  far  as  drake  or  Pinto  vfent, 

For  cloves  or  nutmegs  to  the  line-a, 

Or  ev'n  for  oranges  to  China. 

That  had  indeed  been  charity ;  \ 

Where  love-fick  ladies  helplefs  lie,  > 

Chapt,  and  for  want  of  liquor  dry.  J 

But  you  have  made  your  zeal  appear 

Within  the  circle  of  the  Bear. 

What  region  of  the  earth's  fo  dull, 

That  is  not  of  your  labours  full  ? 

Triptolemus  (fo  fung  the  Nine)^ 

Strew'd  plenty  from  his  cart  divine. 

But,  fpite  of  all  thefe  fable-makers. 

He  never  fow'd  on  Almain  acres ; 

No,  that  was  left  by  fate's  decree, 

To  be  periorni'd  and  fung  by  thee. 

Thou  break'ft  through  fornis  with  as  much  cafe 

As  the  French  king  through  articles. 

In  giand  affairs  thy  days  are  fpeiit,  T 

In  waging  weighty  compljinent,  > 

With  fuch  as  monarchs  repreleatj  J 


They,  whom  fuch  vaft  fatigues  attend. 
Want  fome  foft  minutes  to  unbend. 
To  fliew  the  world  that  now  and  then 
Great  minifters  are  mortal  men. 
Then  Rhenifti  rummers  walk  the  round; 
111  bumpers  every  king  is  crown'd ; 
Befides  three  holy  mitred  Hedors, 
And  the  whole  college  of  Eledlors. 
No  health  of  potentate  is  funk. 
That  pays  to  make  his  envoy  drunk. 
Thefe  Dutch  delights,  I  raention'd  laft. 
Suit  not,  I  know,  your  Englifli  tafte  : 
For  wine  to  leave  a  whore  or  play 
Was  ne'er  your  excellency's  way. 
Nor  need  this  title  give  offence, 
For  here  you  were  your  excellence. 
For  gaming,  writing,  fpeaking,  keepings 
His  excellence  for  all  but  fleeping. 
Now  if  you  top  in  form,  and  treat, 
'Tis  the  four  fauce  to  the  fweet  meat, 
The  fine  you  pay  for  being  great. 
Nay,  here's  a  harder  impofition, 
Which  is  indeed  the  court's  petition. 
That,  fetting  worldly  pomp  afide. 
Which  poet  has  at  font  deny'd. 
You  would  be  pleas'd  in  humble  way 
To  write  a  trifle  call'd  a  Play. 
This  truly  is  a  degradation, 
But  would  oblige  the  crown  and  nation 
Next  to  your  wife  negotiation. 
If  you  pretend,  as  well  you  may. 
Your  high  degree,  your  friends  will  fay. 
The  duke  St.  Aignon  made  a  play. 
If  Gallic  wit  convince  you  fcarce. 
His  grace  of  Bucks  has  made  a  farce. 
And  you,  whofe  comic  wit  is  terfe  all. 
Can  hardly  fall  below  Rehearfal. 
Then  finifli  what  you  have  began  ; 
But  fcribble  fafter  if  you  can  : 
For  yet  no  George,  to  our  <lii'cerning. 
Has  writ  without  a  ten  years  warning. 
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THE  WORKS  OF   DRYDEN. 


EPISTLE     VIII. 
TO   MR.    SOUTHERN, 

ON  HIS  COMEDY  CALLED  THE  WIVES  EXCUSE. 


SuRt  there's  a  fate  in  plays,  and  'tis  in  vain 
To  write,  while  thefe  malignant  planets  reign. 
Some  very  fooliih  influence  rules  the  pit, 
Not  always  kind  to  fenfe,  or  juft  to  wit  : 
And  whilft  it  lafts,  let  bufFoonry  fucceed, 
To  make  us  laugh  ;  for  never  was  more  need. 
Farce,  in  itfelf,  is  of  a  nafty  fcent ; 
But  the  gain  fmells  not  of  the  excrement. 
The  Spanifli  nymph,  a  wit  and  beauty  too, 
With  all  her  charms,  bore  but  a  finglc  Ihow  : 
But  let  a  monfter  Mufcovite  appear. 
He  draws  a  crowded  audience  round  the  year. 
May  be  thou  haft  notpleas'd  the  box  and  pit ; 
Yet  thofe  who  blame  thy  tale  applaud  thy  wit 
So  Terence  plotted,  but  fo  Terence  writ. 
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Like  his  thy  thoughts  are  true,  thy  language  clean; 
Ev'n  lewdnefs  is  made  moral  in  thy  fcene. 
The  hearers  may  for  want  of  Nokes  repine  ; 
But  reft  feciire,  the  readers  will  be  thine. 
Nor  was  thy  labour'd  drama  damn'd  or  hifs'd. 
But  with  a  kind  civility  difmifs'd  ; 
With  fuch  good  manners,  as  the  Wife  did  ufe. 
Who,  not  accepting,  did  but  juft  refufe. 
There  was  a  glance  at  parting  ;  fuch  a  look, 
As  bids  thee  not  give  o'er,  for  one  rebuke. 
But  if  thou  wouldft  be  feen,  as  well  as  read. 
Copy  one  living  author,  and  one  dead  : 
The  ftandard  of  thy  ftyle  let  Ethercge  be  •, 
For  wit,  th'  immortal  fpring  of  Wycherley  ; 
Learn,  after  both,  to  draw  fome  juft  deftgn, 
And  the  next  age  will  learn  to  copy  thine. 


EPISTLE     IX. 


TO  HENRY  HIGDEN  ESQ^ 

ON  HIS  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  TENTH  SATIRE  OF  JUVENAL. 


The  Grecian  wits,  who  Satire  firft  began. 
Were  pieafant  Pafquin*  on  the  lite  of  man  ; 
At  mighty  villains,  who  the  ftate  oppreft, 
They  durft  not  rail,  perhaps;  they   '  "  " 

Icall, 
And  turu'd  them  out  of  offisc  with  a 


No  fool  could  peep  abroad,  but  ready  {land 
The  drolls  to  clap  a  bauble  in  his  hand, 
could  draw 
common  law ; 
and  afTedation, 
harmkfs  tt>  the  natisOit' 
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man  ;  The  drolls  to  clap  a  bauble  ii 

reft,           "^  Wife  Icgiflators- never  yet  co 

laflt'd,  at  f  A  fop  within  the  reach  of  ci 

r  For  poflure,  drefs,  grimace, ; 

jeft.          J  J  Though  fges  to  fcnfe,  are  ha 


EPISTLES. 


Our  laft  redrcfs  Is  (lint  of  verfe  to  try, 
And  Satire  is  our  Court  of  Chancery. 
This  way  took  Horace  to  reform  an  age, 
Not  bad  enough  to  need  an  author's  rage. 
But  yours,  who  liv'd  in  more  degenerate  times, 
Was  fore'd  to  faften  deep^  and  worry  crimes, 
Yet  you,  my  friend,  have  temper'd  him  fo  well, 
•You  make  him  fmile  in  fpite  of  all  his  zeal : 
An  art  peculiar  to  yourfelf  alone, 
To  join  the  virtues  of  two  ftyles  in  one 

Oh  I  were  your  author's  principle  receiv'd, 
Half  of  the  labouring  world  would  be  reliev 
For  not  to  wifti  is  not  to  be  deceiv'd. 
Revenge  would  into  charity  be  chang'd, 
Becaufe  it  cofts  too  dear  to  be  reveng'd  : 
It  cofts  our  quiet  and  content  of  mind, 
And  when  'tis  compafs'd  leaves  a  fting  behind, 
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Suppofe  I  had  the  better  end  o'  th'  ftaff, 

Why  fliould  I  help  th'  ill-natur'd  world  to  laugh-? 

'Tis  all  alike  to  them,  who  get  the  day; 

They  love  the  fpite  and  mifchief  of  the  fray. 

No  ;  I  have  cur'd  myfelf  of  that  difeafe ; 

Nor  will  I  be  provok'd,  but  when  I  pleafe : 

But  let  me  half  that  cure  to  you  reftore ; 

You  give  the  falvc,  I  laid  it  to  the  fore. 

Our  kind  relief  againft  a  rainy  day,  "y 

Beyond  a  tavern,  or  a  tedious  play,  > 

We  take  your  book,  and  laugh  our  fpleen  away.j 
If  all  your  tribe,  too  ftudious  of  debate. 
Would  ceafe  faife  hopes  and  titles  to  create, 
Led  by  the  rare  example  you  begun, 
Clients  would  fail,  and  lawyers  be  undone. 


EPISTLE     X. 

To  my  dear  friend 

MR.    CONGREVE, 

ON  HIS  COMEDY  CALLED  THE  DOUBLE  DEALER. 


Well  then,  the  promis'd  hour  is  come  at  laft, 
"The  prefent  age  of  wit  obfcures  the  paft  :      [writ. 
Strong  were  our  fires,  and  as  they  fought  they 
Conquering  with  force  of  arms,  and  dint  of  wit ; 
Theirs  was  the  giant  race,  before  the  flood  ; 
And  thus,when  Charles  return'd,  our  empire  flood. 
Like  Janus  he  the  ftubborn  foil  manur'd. 
With  rules  of  hufbandry  the  ranknefs  cur'd ; 
Tam'd  us  to  manners,  when  the  ftage  was  rude  , 
And  boifterous  Englifli  wit  with  art  indued. 
Our  age  was  cultivated  thus  at  length  ; 
But  what  we  gain'd  in  {kill,  we  loft  in  ftrength. 
Our  builders  were  with  want  of  genius  curft ; 
The  fecond  temple  was  not  like  the  firft  : 
Tin  you,  the  beii  Vitruvius,  come  at  length  ; 
Our  beauties  equal,  but  excel  our  ftrength  ; 
Firm  Doric  pillars  found  your  folid  bafe  :  T 

The  fair  Corinthian  crown  the  higher  fpace  :     C 
Thus  all  below  is  ftrength,  and  all  above  is  grace,  j 


In  eafy  dialogue  is' Fletcher's  praife; 

He  mov'd  the  mind,  but  had  not  power  to  raife. 

Great  Jonfon  did  by  ftrength  of  judgment  pleafe  ; 

Yet,  doubling  Fletcher's  force,  he  wants  his  cafe. 

In  differing  talents  both  adorn'd  their  age  ; 

One  for  the  ftudy,  t'other  for  the  ftage. 

But  both  to  Congreve  juftly  fliall  fubmit,       [wit. 

One  match'd  in  judgment,  both  o'ermatch'd  in 

In  him  all  beauties  of  this  age  we  fee  > 

Etherege's  courtlhip,  Southern's  purity,       [ley.  t 

The  fatiie,  wit,  and  ftrength  of  manly  Wychcr-  j 

All  this  in  blooming  youth  you  have  atchiev'd: 

Nor  are  your  foil'd  co-temporaries  griev'd. 

So  mnch  the  fweetncfs  of  your  manners  move. 

We  cannot  envy  you,  becaufe  we  love. 

Fabius  might  joy  in  Scipio,  when  he  favvr 

A  btardlefs  conful  made  againft  the  law. 

And  join  his  fufferage  to  the  votes  of  Rome ; 

Though  he  with  Hannibal  was  overcome. 
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Thus  old  Aomano  bow'd  to  Raphael's  fame, 

And  fcholar  to  the  youth  he  taught  became. 

O  that  your  brow»  my  laurel  had  fuftain'd  ! 
"Well  had  I  been  depos'd,  if  you  had  reign'd : 
The  father  liad  defcendcd  for  the  fon  ; 
Tor  only  you  are  lineal  to  the  tnrone. 
Thus,  when  the  ftate  ore  Edward  did  depofe, 
A  greater  Edward  in  his  room  arofe. 
But  now,  not  I,  but  poetry  is  curs'd ; 
Jor  Tom  the  fecond  reigns  like  Tom  the  firft. 
But  let  them  not  miftake  my  patron's  part. 
Nor  call  his  charity  their  own  defert. 
Yet  this  I  prophefy ;  thou  fhak  be  feen, 
(Though  with  fome  fhort  parenthefis  between) 
High  on  the  throne  of  wit,  and,  feated  there. 
Not  mine,  that's  little,  but  thy  laurel  wear. 
Thy  firft  attempt  an  early  promife  made  ; 
That  early  promife  this  has  more  than  paid. 
So  bold,  yet  fo  judicioufly  you  dare, 
That  your  leaft  praife  is  to  be  regular. 
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;  taugnt. 
Id  not  f 


Time,   place,    and  a(5liAn,   ixizy  with   pains  cK 

wrought ; 
But  genius  mull  be  born,  and  never  can  be  taught. 
This  is  your  portion;  this  your  native  flore; 
Heaven,  that  but  once  was  prodigal  before. 
To  Sbakefpeare  gave  as  much  ;  fhe  could  ; 
give  him  more. 
Maintain  your  polt :  That's  all  the  fame  you 
For  'tis  impofiible  you  fhould  proceed.  [need ; 

Already  I  am  worn  with  cares  and  age. 
And  juft  abandoning  th'  ungrateful  ftage  : 
Unprofitably  kept  at  heaven's  expence, 
I  live  a  rent-charge  on  his  providence : 
But  you,  whom  every  Mufc  and  Grace  adorn. 
Whom  I  forefee  to  better  fortune  born, 
Be  kind  to  my  remains ;  and  O  defend, 
Againfl  your  judgment,  your  departed  friend ! 
Let  not  th'  infulting  foe  my  fame  purfue. 
But  (hade  thofe  laurels  which  defcend  to  you  : 
And  take  for  tribute  what  thefe  lines  exprefs : 
You  merit  more  ;  ner  could  my  love  do  lefs. 
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to   MR.    GRANVILLE, 

6n  his  EXCELLENT  Tf  AGEDY  CALLED  HEROIC  LOVE. 


Arsncious  poet,  were  thou  not  my  friend. 
How  could  I  envy,  what  I  mufl  commend  ! 
But  fmcc  'tis  nature's  law  in  love  and  wit,     [mit. 
That  youth  fht.uld  reign,  and  withering  age  fub- 
With  lefs  regret  thofc  laureU  1  rcfign. 
Which,  dying- on  my  brows,  reviTc  on  thine. 
With  better  grace  an  ancient  chief  may  yield 
'I'hc  long-contended  honours  of  the  field. 
Than  ventuic  all  his  fortune  at  a  cafb, 
And  fight,  like  Hannibal,  to  lofe  at  laft. 
Young  prince;.,  ohilinatc  to  win  the  prize. 
Though  yearly  hcatcrt,  yearly  yet  they  rife  : 
Old  monarchs,  though  furcefsful,  flill  in  doubt, 
Catch  at  a  peace,  and  wifely  turn  devout. 
■J'bine  he  the  laurel  then  ;  thy  blooming  age 
Can  bed,  if  any  C3n,fupport  the  flage ; 
Vhich  fo  decline's,  that  Ihortly  we  may  foe 
Players  and  phys  rrduc'd  to  fecond  infcncy. 
Sharp  (o  the  wovli!,  but  thoiightlcfs  of  renown, 
'J'hcy  plot  not  on  the  ftagc,  but  on  the  town. 
And,  in  dcfjiair  thcii  empty  )iit  to  fill, 
Set  up  fuiutt  foreign  nionllcrin  a  bill. 


Thus  they  jog  on,  ftill  tricking,  never  thriving. 
And   murdering  plays,  which   they  mifcal  rlvir- 

ing. 
Our  fenfc  is  nonfenfe,  through  their  pipes  con- 

vcy'd; 
Scarce  can  a  poet  know  the  play  be  made; 
'Tis  fo  difguis'd  in  death  ;  nor  thinks  'tis  he 
That  fullers  in  the  mangled  tragedy,. 
Thus  Itys  firft  was  kill'd,  and  after  drefs'J 
For  his  own  fire,  the  chief  invited  gueft. 
I  fay  not  this  of  thy  furcefsful  fcene?, 
Wlicre  thine  is  all  the  glory,  theirs  the  gains. 
Witli  length  of  time,  much  judgment,  and  mofei 

toil, 
Not  ill  they  acli  d,  what  they  could  not  fpoil. 
Their  fetting-fun  ftill  llinors  a  glimmering  ray, 
I>ikc  ancient  Rome,  mnjcftic  in  decay  : 
And  better  gleanings  their  worn  foil  can  boaft, 
Than  the  crah-vintajrc  of  the  neighbnuring  coall, 
Thiidiffeience  yet  the  judging  world  will  fee; 
Thou  copicft  Huincr,  and  they  copy  thic. 
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EPISTLE    XII. 


To  my  Friend 

MR.    M  O  T  T  E  U  X, 

ON  HIS  TRAGEDY  CALLED  BEAUTY  IN  DISTRESS. 


1  IS  hard,  my  friend,  to  write  in  fuch  an  age, 
As  damns,  not  only  poets,  but  the  ftage. 
That  facrcd  art,  by  heaven  itfelf  infus'd. 
Which  Mofes,  David,  Solomon,  have  us'd. 
Is  now  to  be  no  more  :  the  Mufes'  foes 
Would  fink  their  Maker's  praifes  into  profe. 
Were  they  content  to  prune  the  lavifli  vine 
Of  flraggling  branches,  and  improve  the  wine, 
Who,  but  a  madman,  would  his  thoughts  defend  ? 
All  would  fubmit ;  for  all  but  fools  will  mend. 
But  when  to  common  fenfe  they  give  the  lie, 
And  turn  diftorted  words  to  blafphemy. 
They  give  the  fcandal,  and  the  wife  difcern, 
Their  glofles  teach  an  age,  too  apt  to  learn. 
What  I  have  loofeiy  or  profanely  writ. 
Let  them  to  fires,  their  due  defert,  commit : 
Nor,  when  accus'd  by  me,  let  them  complain  : 
Their  faults,  and  not  their  fundlion,  I  arraign. 
Rebellion,  worfe  than  witchcraft,  they  purfued  ; 
The  pulpit  preach'd  the  crime,  the  people  rued. 
The  ftage  was  fileiic'd ;  for  the  faints  would  fee 
In  fields  perform'd  their  plotted  tragedy. 
But  let  us  firft  reform,  and  then  fo  live, 
That  we  may  teach  our  teachers  to  forgive  : 
Our  delk  be  plac'd  below  their  lofty  chairs ; 
Ours  be  the  pradtice,  as  the  precept  theirs. 
The  moral  part,  at  leaft,  we  may  divide, 
Humility  reward,  and  punilh  pride; 


Ambition,  intereft,  avarice,  accufe  : 

Thefe  are  the  province  of  a  Tragic  Miife. 

Thefe  haft  thou  chofen  ;  and  the  public  voice 

Has  equal'd  thy  performance  with  \.hy  choice. 

Time,  adion,  place,  are  fo  prcferv'd  b"  thee 

That  ev'n  Corneillc  might  with  envy  iee 

Th'  alliance  of  his  Tripled  Unity. 

Thy  incidents,  perhaps,  too  thick  are  fown  ; 

But  too  much  plenty  is  thy  fault  alone. 

At  leaft  but  two  can  that  good  crime  commit, 

Thou  in  defign,  and  Wycherley  in  wit. 

Let  thy  own  Gauls  condemn  thee,  if  they  dare ; 

Contented  to  be  ihinly  regular  : 

Born  there,  but  not  for  them,  our  fruitful  foil 

With  more  increafe  rewards  thy  happy  toil. 

Their  tongue,  enfeebled,  is  refin'd  too  much  ; 

And,  like  pure  gold,  it  bends  at  every  touch  : 

Our  fturdy  Teuton  yet  will  art  obey. 

More  fit  for   manly  thought,  and  ftrengthen'd 

with  allay. 
But  whence  art  thou  infpir'd,  and  thou  alone. 
To  flourilh  in  an  idiom  not  thy  own  ? 
It  moves  oui    "onder  that  a  foreign  gueft 
Should  over-match  the  moft,  and  match  the  beft. 
In  under-praifing  thy  deferts,  I  wrong ; 
Here  find  the  firft  deficience  of  our  tongue  : 
Words,  once  my  ftock,  are  wanting,  to  commend 
So  great  a  poet,  and  fo  good  a  friend. 
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EPISTLE      XIII. 


X  To  my  Honoured  Kinfman 

JOHN  DRYDEN,  OF  CHESTERTON,  IN  THE 
COUNTY  OF  HUNTINGDON,  ESQ^ 


llovf  blefs"d  is  he,  who'leads  a  country  life, 
iJnvex'd  witli  anxious  cares,  and  void  of  ftrife  ! 
Who,  (ludyiiig  peace,  and  fliunning  civil  rage, 
J'r.joy'd  his  ycuth,  and  now  enjoys  his  age  . 
All  who  defcrve  his  love,  he  makes  his  own  ; 
And,  to  be  lov'd  himfelf,  needs  only  to  he  known 
Juft,  good,  and  wife,  contending  iieigbouri 
Come, 
From  your  award  to  wait  their  final  doom 
And,  foes  before,  return  in  friendfhip  home, 
AVifhout  their  cofV,  you  terminate  the  caufe; 
And  lave  th'  cxpence  of  long  litigious  laws  : 
VViiere  fuits  are  travers'd  ;  and  lo  little  won, 
That  he  who  conquers,  is  but  laft  undone  ; 
Such  are  not  your  decrees;  but  fo  defign'd, 
The  fanilion  le-jvee  a  laftiiig  peace  behim 
1/ike  your  own  foul,  fcrene;  a  patron 
mind. 
Prometing  concord,  and  compofing  ftrife  ; 
I>(ird  of  yourftlf,  uneunibcr'd  with  a  wife  ; 
Where,  for  a  year,  a  montl),  perhaps  a  night, 
liOng  penitence  fucceeds  a  fhort  delight : 
Minds  arc  fo  hardly  niatch'd,  that  even  the  firfl, 
'I'hougli   pair'd   by    Heaven,    in    Paradife   were 

curs' d. 
For  man  and  woman,  though  in  one  they  grow, 
Yet  firft  or  lad,  leturn  again  to  two. 
He  to  (Jod'K  image,  fljc  to  his  was  made  ; 
tio,  farther    from   the   fount  the   ftream  at  ran- 
dom ftray'd. 
How  could  he  ftand,  when,  put  to  double  piin, 
He  muft  a  Weaker  ttian  himfelf  fuflain  ! 
Each  miglit  have  Hood  perhaps;  but  each  alone; 
Two  wrcftlcrt  lidp  to  pull  each  other  du\,i:. 


e  Known, 
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Not  that  tny  verfe  would  blemifli  all  the  fair,") 
But  yet,  if  fome  be  bad,  'tis  wifdom  to  beware  ;( 
And  better  fhun  the   bait,  than   flruggle  in  thef 
fnare,  j 

Thus  have  you  fhunn'd,and  fhun  the  marry'd  Hate, 
Trufling  as  little  as  you  can  to  fate. 
No  porter  guards  the  paffage  of  your  door, 
T'  admit  the  wealthy,  and  exclude  the  poor  ; 
For  God.  who  gave  tiie  riches,  gave  the  heart, 
To  fan^ftify  the  whole,  by  giving  part ; 
Heaven,  who  forefaw  the   will,   the  means   has 

wrought, 
Antl  to  the  fccond  fon  a  blelhng  brought ; 
The  firft  begotten  had  hia  father's  (hare  : 
But  you,  like  Jacob,  are  Rebecca's  heir. 

So  may  your  ftores  and  fruitful  fields  increafej 
And  ever  be  you  blefs'd,  who  live  to  bicfs. 
As  Ceres  fow'd,  where-e'er  her  chariot  flew; 
As  heaven  in  deferts  rain'd  the  bread  of  dew: 
So  free  to  many,  to  relations  m'oft. 
You  feed  with  manna  your  own  Ifrael  hoft. 

With  crowds  attended  of  your  ancient  race, 
You  feek  the  champion  fports,  or  fylvan  chuce  : 
Wi'h   wcU-breath'd   beagles    you    furround    the 

wood, 
Ev'n  then,  induftrious  of  the  common  good  : 
And  often  have  yon  brought  the  wily  fox 
To  fuller  for  the  firftlings  of  the  flocks ; 
Chae'd  even  amid  the  folds,  and  made  to  bleed. 
Like  felons,  where  they  did  the  murderous  deed. 
This  fiery  game  your  aiflive  youth  niaintaiii'd  ; 
Nut  yet  by  years  extingTiifli'd,  tiiough  reftrain'd  : 
You  feafon  ftill  with  iports  your  ferious  hours  : 
I'Or  a<;c  but  tailes  of  ^kalurts,  youth  devours. 
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*rhe  hare  in  paftures  or  in  plains  is  found. 
Emblem  of  human  life,  who  runs  the  round ; 
And,  after  all  his  wandering  ways  are  done, 
His  circle  fills,  and  ends  where  he  begun, 
Juft  as  the  fctting  meets  the  rifing  fun. 

Thus  princes  eafe  their  cares ;  but  happier  he, 
Who  feeks  not  pleafure  through  neceflity. 
Than    fuch    as   once    on   flippery    thrones  were 

plac'd; 
And,  chafing,  flgh  to  think  themfelves  are  chas'd. 

So  liv'd  our  fires,  e'er  dodlors  learn "d  to  kill, 
And  niukiply'd  with  theirs  the  weekly  bill. 
The  firfl  phyficians  by  debauch  were  made  : 
Excefs  began,  and  floth  fuftains  the  trade  : 
Pity  the  generous  kind  their  cares  bellow 
To  fearch  forbidden  truths;  (a  fin  to  know  :) 
To  which  if  human  fcience  could  attain, 
The  doom  of  death,  pronaunc'd  by  God,  were 
In  vain  the  leech  would  interpofe  delay;       [vain. 
Fate  faftens  firft,  and  vindicates  the  prey. 
What  help  from  art's  endeavours  can  we  have  ?"! 
Gibbons  but  gueffes,  nor  is  fure  to  fave  :  ( 

But  Maurus  fweeps  whole  parifhes,  and  peoples  C 
every  grave ;  J 

And  no  more  mercy  to  mankind  will  ufe, 
Than  when  he  robb'd  andmurdet'd  Maro's  Mufc. 
Wouldft  thou  be  foon  difpatch'd,  and  perilh  whole, 
Truft  Maurus  with  thy  life,  and  Miibourn  with 
thy  foul. 

By  chace  our  long-llv'd  fathersearn'd  their  food ; 
Tail  ftrung  the  nerves,  aud  purify'd  the  blood  : 
But  we  their  fens,  a  pamper'd  race  sf  men. 
Are  dwindled  down  to  threefcore  years  and  ten. 
Better  to  hunt  in  fields  for  health  unbought, 
Than  fee  the  dodlor  for  a  naufeous  draught. 
The  wife,  for  cure,  on  exercife  depend  ; 
God  never  made  his  work  for  man  to  meud. 

The  tree  of  knowledge,  once  in  Eden  plac'd, 
Was  eafy  found,  but  was  forbid  the  tafte  : 
O,  had  eur  grandfire  walk'd  without  his  wife, 
He  firft  had  fought  the  better  plant  of  life ! 
Now  both  are  loft  :  yet,  wandering  in  the  dark, 
Phyficians,  for  the  tree,  have  found  the  bark  ; 
They,  labouring  for  relief  of  human  kind,         "J 
With  fharpen'd  fight  fome  remedies  may  find ;    V 
Th'  apothecary  train  is  wholly  blind.  j 

From  files  a  random  recipe  they  take. 
And  many  deaths  of  one  prefcription  make, 
Garth,   generous   as   his    Mufe,    prefcribes 

gives ; 

The  fhopman  fells  ;  and  by  deftruAion  lives  : 
Ungrateful  tribe  !  who,  like  the  viper's  brood. 
From  medicine  ifiuing,  fuck  their  mother's  blood! 
Let  thefe  ebey  ;  and  let  the  learn'd  prefcribe  ; 
That  men  may  die,  without  a  double  bribe  : 
Let  them,  but  under  their  fuperiors,  kill ; 
When  do<5lors  firft  have  fign'd  the  bloody  bill : 
He  fcapes  the  beft,  who  nature  to  repair, 
Draws  phyfic  from  the  fields,  in  draughts  of  vi- 
tal air. 

You  hoard  not  health,  for  your  own  private  ufe. 
But  on  the  public  fpend  the  rich  produce. 
When,  often  urg'd,  unwilling  to  be  great, 
Your  country  tails  yon  from  your  lov'd  retreat, 


w 
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And  fends  to  fenatcs,  charg'd  with  common  care. 
Which  none  more  Ihuns;  and  none  can  bette^ 

bear ; 
Where  could  they  find  another  form'd  fo  fit, 
To  poife,  with  folid  fenfe,  a  fprightly  wit ! 
Were  thefe  both  wanting,  as  they  both  abound. 
Where  could  fo  firm  integrity  be  found  ? 
Well  born,  and  wealthy,  wanting  no  fupport. 
You  fteer  betwixt  the  country  and  the  court  : 
Nor  gratify  whate'er  the  great  defire, 
Nor  grudging  give,  what  public  needs  require. 
Part  muft  be  left,  a  fund  when  foes  invade; 
And  part  employ'd  to  roll  the  watery  trade  : 
Ev'n  Canaan's  happy  land,  when  worn  with  toilj 
Rcquit'd  a  fabbath-year  to  mend  the  meagre  foil. 

Good  fenators  (and  fuch  as  you)  fo  give, 
That  kings  may  be  fupply'd,  the  people  thrive. 
And  he,  when  want  requires,  is  truly  wife,         ") 
Who  flights  not  foreign  aids,  nor  over-buys  ;      ( 
But  on  our  native  llrength,  in  time  of   need.T 
relies.  J 

Munfter  was  bought,  we  boaft  not  the  fuccefs ; 
Who  fights  for  gain,  for  greater  makes  his  peace. 

Our  foes,  compell'd  by  need,  have  peace  cm- 
brac'd  : 
The  peace  both  parties  want,  is  like  to  lall; : 
Which,  if  fecure,  fecurely  we  may  trade  ; 
Or,  not  fecure,  fhould  never  have  been  made. 
Safe  in  ourfelve'^,  while  on  ourfelves  we  ftand. 
The  fea  is  ours,  and  that  defends  the  land- 
Be,  then,  the  naval  ftores  the  nation's  care, 
New  fnips  to  build,  and  batter'd  to  repair. 

Obferve  the  war,  in  ever  annual  courfe  ; 
What  has  been  done,  was  done  with  Britiih  force  : 
Namur  fubdtied,  is  England's  palm  alone; 
The  reft  befieg'd  ;  but  we  conftrain'd  the  town  : 
We  faw  th'  event  that  follow'd  our  fucct^fs ; 
France,   though   pretending   arms,    purfucd    the 
Oblig'd,  by  one  fole  treaty,  to  reftore         [peace; 
What  twenty  years  of  war  had  won  before. 
Enough  for  Europe  has  our  Albion  fought : 
Let  us  enjoy  the  peace  our  blood  has  bought. 
When  once  the  Perfian  king  was  put  to  flight. 
The  weary  Macedons  refus'd  to  fight: 
Themfelves  their  own  mortality  confefs'd  ; 
And  left  the  fon  of  Juve  to  quarrel  for  the  reft. 

Ev'n  vi(51:ors  are,  by  viiSiories  undone  ; 
Thus  Hannibal,  with  foreign  laurels  won. 
To  Carthage  was  recall'd,  too  late  to  keep  his 

own. 
While  fore  of  battle,  while  our  wounds  are  green. 
Why  ftiould  we  tempt  the  doubtful  dye  again  i 
In  wars  renew'd,  uncertain  of  fuccefs; 
Sure  of  a  Ihare  as  umpires  of  the  peace. 

A  patriot  both  the  king  and  country  ferves  : 
Prerogative,  and  privilege,  preferves  : 
Of  each  our  laws  the  certain  limits  fhew; 
One  muft  not  ebb,  nor  t'  other  overflow  : 
Betwixt  the  prince  and  parliament  we  ftand ; 
The  barriers  of  the  ftate  on  either  hand  : 
May  neither  overflow,  for  then  they  drown  the 

land. 
When  both  are  full,  they  feed  our  blefs'd  abode; 
Like  thofe  that  water'd  once  the  Paradife  of  God 
Kij 
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Some  overpolfe  of  fw3y,  by  turns,  they  fliare ; 
In  peace  the  people,  and  the  prince  in  war  : 
Confuls  or  moiierate  power  in  calms  were  marie: 
When  the  Gauls  came,  one  fole  diclator  fway'd. 

Patriots  in  peace,  affert  the  people's  right ; 
With  noble  ftubbornrcfs  refifting  might : 
No  h'.vlefs  mandate*  from  the  court  receiv.-, 
Nor  lend  by  force,  but  in  a  body  give. 
Sucfi  v/as  your  generous  grandfire  ;  free  to  grant 
In  parliam'en:s  that  weigh'd  their  prince's  want: 
But  fo  tenacious  of  the  common  caufe. 
As  not  to  lend  the  king  againft  his  laws. 
And  in  a  loathfome  dungeon  doom'd  to  lie,        "^ 
In  bonds  retaiu'd  his  birthright  liberty,  > 

And  Iham'd  oppreflion,  till  it'  fct  him  free.  J 


O  true  defcendant  of  a  patriot  line,  [thine. 

Who,  while  thou  fhar'fl  their  hiflre,  lend'fl  them 
Vouchfafe  this  pidture  of  thy  foul  to  fee; 
Tis  fo  far  good,  a*  it  refembles  thee, 
rhe  beauties  to  th'  original  I  owe ; 
I  Which  when  I  mifs,  my  own  defedls  I  {hew; 

I  Nor  think  the  kindred  Alufes  thy  difgrace  : 
A  poet  is  not  born  in  every  race. 
I  Two  of  a  houfe  few  ages  can  afford  ; 
One  to  perform,  another  to  record. 
I  Praife-worthy  aftions  are  by  thee  embrac'd ; 
I  And  'tis  my  praife,  to  make  thy  praifes   laft. 
I  For  ev'n  when  death  difTolves  our  human'frame,  ^ 
I  The  foul  returns  to  heaven  from  whence  it  came;  > 
I  Larth  keeps  the  body,  verfe  preferves  the  fame.    J 


EPISTLE     XIV. 
TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

PRINCIPAL  PAINTER  TO  HIS  MAJESTY. 


Os'cte  I  beheld  the  fairefl.  of  her  kind. 

And  (till  the  fweet  idea  charms  my  mind  : 

True,  file  vas  ilumb  :  for  nature  gaz'd  fo  long, 

Tlcas'd  with  her  work,  that  fhe  forgot  her  tongue  ; 

Bur,  fmiling,  faid.  She  ftill  fhall  gain  the  prize; 

1  only  have  transferr'd  it  to  her  eyes. 

Such  arc  thy  pidlures,  Kneller;  luch  thy  (kill, 

Th't  nature  ftcms  obedient  to  thy  will; 

Comes  out,  and  meets  thy  pencil  in  the  dri'ight; 

Lives  there,  and  wants  but  words  to  fpeak  her 

thought. 
At  leafl  thy  pi(Sures  look  a  voice;  and  we 
Imagine  fnunds,  decciv'd  to  tha 
We  think  'tis  fomewhat  more 

Shadows  are  but  privations  of  the  light; 
Yet,  when  we  walk,  they  (hoot  before  the  fight ; 
With  us  ai'proach,  retire,  arife,  and  fall ; 
Nothing  thcmfelves,  and  yet  exprcfTirg  all, 
Such  are  thy  pieces,  imitating  life 
So  near,  they  almofl  conquer  in  the  (Irifc  ; 
And  from  their  animatt-il  canvafs  came, 
Demandiiig  fouls,  and  lool'en'd  from  the  frame. 

Prometheu«,  were  he  here,  would  cafl  away 
His  Adam,  and  rclufc  a  foul  to  clay  ; 
And  either  would  thy  noble  work  infpirc, 
Or  think  it  warm  enough  without  his  fire. 


Dice ;  and  we         "^ 
)at  degree,  S 

than  juft  to  fee.    J 


But  vulgar  hands  may  vulgar  Ilkcncfs  rai/c ; 
This  is  the  leaft  attendant  on  thy  praife; 
From  hence  the  rudiment?  of  art  began; 
A  coal,  or  chalk,  firfl  imitated  man  : 
Perhaps  the  fhadow,  taken  on  a  wall, 
Gave  outlines  to  the  rude  original ; 
E'er  ranvafs  yet  was  ftrain'd,  before  fhe  grace    ^ 
Of  blended  colours  found  their  ufe  and  place,     > 
Or  cyprefs  tablets  fird  receiv'd  a  f.ice.  j 

Ey  flow  degrees  the  godlike  art  advanc'd  ; 
As  man  grew  polifh'd,  pidurc  was  inhanc'd  : 
Greece  added  pofture,  fliade,  and  pcrfpcdivc  ; 
And  then  the  mimic  piece  began  to  live. 
Yet  perfpee'live  was  lame,  no  diflance  true. 
But  all  came  forward  in  one  common  view  : 
No    point   of  light    was   known,  no   bounds   of 

art; 
When  light  was  there,  it  knew  rot  to  depart; 
But  glaring  on  remoter  objeds  play'd; 
Not  languifli'd,  and  infenfibly  decay'd. 

Rome  rais'd  not  art,  but  barely  kept  alive, 
And  with  old  Grectc  unequally  did  drive  : 
Till  Goths  and  Vandals,  a  rude  northern  race. 
Did  all  tiic  ma^chlefs  monuments  deface. 
Then  all  the  Mufes  in  one  ruin  lie. 
And  rhyme  began  t'  enervate  poetry. 


EPISTLES. 


149 


Thus,  in  a  ftupld  military  ftate, 
The  pen  and  pencil  6nd  an  equal  fate. 
Flat  faces,  fuch  as  would  difgrace  a  Ikreen, 
Such  as  in  Bantam's  embaffy  were  feen, 
TJnrais'd,  unrounded,  were  the  lude  delight 
Of  brutal  nations,  only  born  to  fight. 

Long  time  the  fifter  arts,  in  iron  fleep, 
A  heavy  fabbath  did  fupinely  keep  : 
At  length,  in  Raphael's  age,  at  once  they  rife, 
Stretch  all  their  limbs,  and  open  all  their  eyes. 

Thence  rofe   the   Roman,   and   the  Lombr^d 
line: 
One  colour'd  beft,  and  one  did  beft  defign. 
Raphael's,  like  Homer's,  was  the  nobler  part, 
But  Titian's  painting  look'd  like  Virgil's  art. 

Thy  genius  gives  thee  both  ;  where  true  deCgn, 
Poftures  unforc'd,  and  lively  colours  join. 
Likenefs  is  ever  there  ;  but  flill  the  befl, 
Like  proper  thoughts  in  lofty  language  dreft : 
Where   light,   to    fliades   ^e^cending,    plays,    not 

flrives, 
Dies  by  degrees,  and  ty  degrees  revives. 
Of  various  parts  a  perfed;  whole  is  wrought : 
Thy  pi61:ures  think,  and  we  divine  their  thought. 

Shakefpeare,  thy  gift,  I  place  before  my  fight : 
With  awe,  I  alk  his  bieffingere  I  write  ; 
With  reverence  look  on  his  majeflic  face ; 
Proud  to  be  lefs,  but  of  his  godlike  race. 
His  foul  infpires  me,  while  thy  praife  I  write. 
And  I,  like  Teucer,  under  Ajax  fight. 
Bids  thee,  through  me,  be  bold  ;    with   dacntlefs 

breaft 
Contemn  the  bad,  and  emulate  the  beft. 
Like  his,  thy  critics  in  th'  attempt  are  loft  : 
When  moft  they  rail,  know  then,  they  envy  moft. 
In  vain  they  fnarl  aloof;  a  noify  croud. 
Like  women's  anger,  impotent  and  loud. 
While  they  their  barren  induftry  deplore, 
Pafs  on  fecure,  and  mind  the  goal  before. 
Old  as  ftie  is,  my  Mufe  fhall  march  behind, 
Bear  off  the  blaft,  and  intercept  the  wind. 
Our  arts  are  fifters,  though  not  twins  in  birth  : 
For  hymns  were  fung  in  Eden's  happy  earth  : 
But  oh,  the  painter  Mufe,  though  laft  in  place, 
Has  feis  d  the  blefling  firft,  like  Jacob's  race. 
Apelles'  art  an  Alexander  found  ;  ") 

And  Raphael  did  with  Leo's  gold  abound  ;  > 

But  Homer  was  with  barren  laurel  crown'd.     j 
Thou  hadft  thy  Charles  a  while,  and  fo  had  I ; 
But  pafs  we  that  unpleafmg  image  by. 
Rich  in  thyfelf,  and  of  thyfelf  divine; 
All  pilgrims  come  and  offer  at  thy  fhrinc. 
A  graceful  truth  thy  pencil  can  command ; 
The  fair  themfelves  go  mended  from  thy  hand. 
Likenefs  appears  in  every  lineament ; 
But  likenefs  in  thy  work  is  eloquent. 
Though  nature  there  her  true  refemblance  bears, 
A  nobler  beauty  in  thy  piece  appears. 
So  warm  thy  work,  fo  glows  the  generous  frame, 
flefli  lopks  lefs  living  in  the  lovely  dame. 


?ftill,     1 


ons  all  immunities  will  give  "p 

e  you  theirs,  where'er  you  pleafe  to  live;  > 
:  feven  cities, but  the  world,  would  ftrive.  } 


e  mine,    "^ 
efign         S- 


Thou  paint'ft  as  we  defcrlbe,  improvipoj  ftill. 
When  on  wild  nature  we  ingraft  our  Ikil 
But  not  creating  beauties  at  our  will. 

But  poets  are  confiu'd  in  narrower  fpace. 
To  ipedk  the  language  of  their  native  place  ; 
The  painter  widely  ftretches  his  command : 
Thy  pencil  fpeaks  the  tonruc  of  every  land. 
From  hence,  my  friend,  all  climates  are  your  own, 
Nor  can  you  forfeit,  for  you  hold  of  none. 
All  nations  all  immunities  will  give 
To  make 
And  not  1 

Sure  fome  propitious  planet  then  did  fmile. 
When  firft  you  were  conduAed  to  this  ifle  : 
Our  genius  brought  you  here,  t' enlarge  our  fame; 
For  your  good  ftars  are  every  where  the  fame  ; 
Thy  matchlefs  hand,  of  every  region  free. 
Adopts  our  climate,  not  our  cHmate  thee. 

Great  Rome  and  Venice  early  did  impart 
To  thee  th'  examples  of  their  wondrous  art. 
Thofe  mafters  then,  but  feen,  not  underftc^od, 
With  generous  emulation  fir'd  thy  blood: 
For  what  in  nature's  dawn  the  child  admir'd. 
The  youth  endeavour'd,  and  the  man  acquir'd. 

If  yet  thou  haft  not  reach'd  their  high  degree, 
'Tis  only  wanting  to  this  age,  not  thee. 
Thy  genius,  bounded  by  the  times,  like  mine, 
Drudges  on  petty  draughts,  nor  dare  defio 
A  more  exalted  work,  and  more  divine. 
For  what  a  focg,  or  fenfelcfs  opera. 
Is  to  the  living  labour  of  a  play ; 
Or  what  a  play  to  Virgil's  work  would  be. 
Such  is  a  fingle  piece  tn  hiftory. 

But  we,  who  life  l)eftow,  ourfelves  muft  live  : 
Kings  cannot  reign,  unlefs  their  fubjefts  give  ; 
And  they,  who  pay  the  taxes,  bear  the  rule  : 
Thus  thou,  fometimes,  art  forc'd  to  draw  a  fool : 
But  fo  his  follies  in  thy  pofture  fink. 
The  fenfelcfs  ideot  feems  at  laft  to  think. 

Good  heaven  1  that  fots  and  knaves  ftiould  be  fo 
vain. 
To  wifli  their  vile  refemblance  may  remain  ! 
And  ftand  recorded,  at  their  own  requeft, 
To  future  days,  a  libtl  or  a  jeft  ! 

Elfe  fliould  we  fee  your  noble  pencil  trace 
Our  unities  of  a<5lion,  time,  and  place  : 
A  whole  compos'd  of  parts,  and  thofe  the  beft. 
With  every  various  charad;er  cxprcft  : 
Heroes  at  large,  and  at  a  nearer  view ; 
Lefs,  and  at  diftance,  an  ignobler  crew. 
While  all  the  figures  in  one  adtion  join. 
As  tending  to  complete  the  main  defign. 

More  cannot  be  by  mortal  art  expreft ; 
But  venerable  age  fhall  add  the  reft. 
For  time  ftiall  with  his  ready  pencil  ftand  ; 
Retouch  your  figures  with  his  ripening  hand  ; 
Mellow  your  colours,  and  imbrown  the  teint; 
Add  every  grace,  which  time  alone  can  grant ; 
To  future  ages  (hall  your  fame  convey, 
A{id  give  more  b«Buties  than  he  takes  away. 
K.  iij 


ELEGIES   AND    EPITAPHS, 


I, 


To  the  memory  of 


MR,    OLDHAM, 


pAKEWELt,  too  little  and  too  lately  known, 
Whom  I  began  to  think,  and  call  my  own  ; 
For  fure  our  fnuls  were  near  aliieil,  and  thine 
Cad  in  thf  fame  poetic  mould  with  mine. 
One  common  note  on  cither  lyre  did  ftrike, 
And  kndtcs  and  tools  we  both  abhorr'd  alike. 
To  tl'.e  lame  goal  did  both  our  lludies  drive  ; 
The  lalt  fer  our,  the  looiicft  did  arrive. 
'.I"hii«.  Nifus  fell  upon  the  llippery  place,  [race. 

Whilft  his  younj;  fiiend  pcrforni'd,  and  won  tl;c 
O  early  ripe  !  to  tliy  abundant  florc 
What  could  advancing  age  hav>;  added  more  ? 
It  ndght  (what  nature  never  gives  the  young;) 
llave  taught  the  fmcothnefs  of  thy  native  tongue. 


But  fatire  needs  not  thofe,  and  wit  will  flijna 
Through  the  harfli  cadence  of  a  rugged  line. 
A  noble  error,  and  but  feldom  made. 
When  poets  arc  by  too  much  force  betray'd, 
Thy  generous  fruits,  though  gather'd  ere  their" 

prime. 
Still  (hew'd  a  quickncfs;  and  maturing  time 
But  mellows  what  we  write,  to  the  dull  fwects 

of  rhyme. 

Once  more,  hail,  and  farcwcl;  farewel,  thoi/ young. 
Hut  ah  too  (hort,  IVIarcellus  of  our  tongue  ! 
Thy  brow.'  with  ivy,  and  with  laurels  bound  ; 
But  fate  and  gloomy  night  encompafs  thee  around. 


] 
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II. 


AN     ODE. 

To  the  pious  memory  of  the  accompliflied  young  Lady 

MRS.  ANNE  KILLIGREW. 

EXCELLENT  IN  THE  TWO  SISTER-ARTS  OF  POESY  AND  PAINTING. 


Xhow  youngeft  virgin-daughter  of  the  ikies, 
Made  in  the  laft  promotion  of  the  bleft ; 
Whofe  pahns,  new  pluck'd  from  paradife. 
In  fpreading  branches  more  fublimely  rife, 
Rich  with  immortal  green  above  the  reft  : 
Whether,  adopted  to  fome  neighbouring  ftar, 
Thou  roU'ft  above  us,  in  thy  wand'ring  race, 

Or,  in  proceflion  fix'd  and  regular, 

Mov'd  with  the  heaven  majeltic  pace ; 

Or,  call'd  to  more  fuperior  biifu, 
Thou  treadft,  with  feraphims,  the  vaft  abyfs  : 
Whatever  happy  region  is  thy  place, 
Ceafc  thy  celeftial  fong  a  little  fpace; 
Thou  wilt  have  time  enough  for  hymns  divine, 

Since  heaven's' eternal  year  is  thine. 
Hear  then  a  mortal  Mufe  thy  praife  rehearfe, 

In  no  ignoble  verfe  ; 
But  fuch  as  thy  own  voice  did  pradlife  here, 
When  thy  firft  fruits  of  Poefy  were  given  ; 
To  make  thyfelf  a  welcome  inmate  there  : 
While  yet  a  young  probationer, 
And  candidate  of  heaven. 
II. 

If  by  tradudlion  came  thy  mind. 

Our  wonder  is  the  lefs  to  find 
A  foul  fo  charming  from  a  ftock  fo  good  ; 
Thy  father  was  transfus'd  into  thy  blood  : 
So  wert  thou  born  into  a  tuneful  {train, 
An  early,  rich,  and  inexhaufted  vein. 


But  if  thy  pre-exifting  foul 

Was  form'd,  at  firft,  with  myriads  more, 
It  did  through  all  the  mighty  poets  roll, 

Who  Greek  or  Latin  laurels  wore, 
And  was  that  Sappho  laft,  which  once  it  was  before. 

If  fo,  then  ceafe  thy  flight,  O  heaven-born  mind  ! 

Thou  haft  no  drofs  to  purge  from  thy  rich  ore ; 

Nor  can  thy  foul  a  fairer  manfion  find,  -^ 

Than  was  the  beauteous  frame  (lie  left  behind :  f  ' 
Return  to  fill  or  mend  the  choir  of  thy  celeftial  i* 
kind.  3 

III. 

May  we  prefume  to  fay,  that,  at  thy  birth. 
New  joy  was  fprung  in  heaven,  as  well  as  here 

on  earth. 
Per  fure  the  milder  planets  did  combine 
On  thy  aufpicious  horofcope  to  Ihine, 
And  ev'n  the  moft  malicious  were  in  trine. 
Thy  brother-angels  at  thy  birth 

Strung  each  his  lyre,  and  tun'd  it  high. 

That  all  the  people  of  the  fky 
Might  Imow  a  poetefs  was  born  on  earth. 

And  then,  if  ever,  mortal  ears 
Had  heard  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres. 
And  if  no  cluftering  fwarm  of  bees 
On  thy  fwect  mouth  diftill'd  their  golden  dew^ 

'Twas  that  fuch  vulgar  miracles 

Heaven  had  not  leifure  to  renew  : 
For  all  thy  bleft  fraternity  of  love         [day  above. 
Solemniz'd  there  thy  birth,  and  kept  thy  holy= 

K  iiij 
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O  gracious  God  !  how  lar  have  we 
Prophan'd  thy  licavciily  gift  of")iocfy  ? 
Made  proftitutc  and  profligate  the  Mufe, 
Debas'd  to  each  ohfcenc  and  impious  ufe, 
Whofe  harmony  was  firfl  crdain'd  ab<ivc 
Fvr  tongues  of  angels,  and  for  hymns  of  Jove  ? 
O  wretched  we  !  why  were  we  hurry'd  down 

This  lubrique  and  aduherate  age, 
(Nay  added  lat  pollutions  of  our  own) 
T'  increalc  the  ftreaming  ordures  of  the  flage  ? 
AVhat  can  we  fay  t'  cxcufe  our  fecond  fall? 
Let  this  thy  VLflal,  heaven,  atone  for  all : 
Her  Artihufian  ftrcam  remains  unfoil'd, 
Unmix'd  with  foreign  filth,  and  undefil'd ; 
Her  wit  was  more  than  man,  her  innocence  a 
child. 

V. 

Art  llie  had  none,  yec  wanted  none  ; 

Tor  nature  did  that  want  fupply  : 

So  rich  in  treafures  of  her  own, 

She  might  our  boafted  (lores  defy  : 
Such  noble  vigour  did  her  verfe  adorn. 
That  it  feeni'd  borrovv'd,  where  'twas  only  born. 
Her  morals  too  were  in  her  bofom  bred, 

By  great  examples  daily  fed, 
What  in  the  beft  of  books,  her  father's  life,  fhe  read. 
And  to  be  read  herfclf  flie  reed  not  fear ; 
Each  tcfl,  and  every  light,  her  Mufe  will  bear, 
Though  £})idetus  with  his  lamp  were  tlicre. 
Ev'n  love  (for  love  fometimes  her  Mufe  expiefl) 
Was  but  a  lambent  flame  which  play'd  about  her 

breall  : 
Light  as  the  vapours  of  a  morning  dream, 
So  cM  herfclf,  while  fhe  fuch  warmth  cxpreft, 
'Tvvas  Cupid  bathing  in  Diana's  flreani. 

VI. 

Born  to  the  fpacious  empire  of  the  Nine,  [content 
One   would   have   thought,  flic  fliould  have  been 
To  manage  well  that  n\ighty  government; 
Xut  what  can  young  ambitious  ibuls  confine  ? 

To  the  next  realm  Ihe  flretch'd  her  Iway,       ") 

I'or  I'ainttire  near  adjoining  lay  > 

A  plenteous  province,  and  uUuring  prey.  J 

A  Chamber  ot  Dependencies  v.  as  fram'd. 
(As  conquerors  will  never  want  pretence, 

When  arm'd,  to  juflify  th'  ('flTcnce) 
And  the  w  hr.'.e  M,  in  i  ight  of  Poetry,  flie  claim'd. 
7'hc  count!  y  tipeii  lay  without  defence  : 
I'or  ])oet6  frcqutni  inroads  there  had  nwJe, 

And  perleiSlly  could  rcprtfent 

The  ihape,  the  face,  with  every  lineament ; 
And  all  the  large  domains  which  the  Dumb  lifter 
fway'd. 

All  bow'd  beneath  her  government, 

Kececiv'd  in  triiiwiph  wl.ercloe"cr  Ihe  went. 
Her  pencil  drew,  whate  ir  her  foul  delign'd, 
A:;d  oft  tile  happy  draught  furpafs'd  the  image  in 
her  mind. 

The  lylvan  Icenes  of  herds  and  flocks, 

And  iruitfiil  plains  and  barren  rocks, 

Of  (hallow  biooks  that  tlow'd  fo  clear, 

'i'lie  bottom  did  the  top  appear ; 

Of  dwe(  er  too  and  amjiler  iloods, 
y.'hicb,  us  in  lai.uu,  flitw'd  the  wcods ; 


Of  lofty  trees,  with  facrcd  fliades. 
And  perfpeiSives  of  pie  fint  glade?, 
Where  nymphs  of  brighteft  form  appear, 
And  fhaggy  Satyrs  {landing  near. 
Which  them  at  once  admire  and  fear. 
The  ruins  too  of  fume  majeflic  piece, 
Boafting  the  power  of  ancient  Rome  or  Greece, 
Whofe  flatues,  freezes,  columns,  broken  lie. 
And,  though  defac'd,  the  wonder  of  the  eye  ; 
What  nature,  art,  bold  fidion,  e'er  durft  fr<;me, 
Her  forming  hand  ga"e  feature  to  the  name. 
So  llrange  a  concourfe  ne'er  was  feen  before, 
But  when  the  peopled  ark  the  whole  creation  bore, 
vn. 
The  fcene  then  chang'd,  with  bold  ereifled  look 
Our  martial  king  the  fight  with  reverence  llrook: 
For,  not  content  t'  exprefs  his  outward  part, 
Her  hand  call'd  out  the  image  of  his  heart: 
His  warlike  mind,  his  foul  devoid  of  fear, 
His  high-defigning  thoughts  vvere  figur'd  there 
As  when,  by  magic,  ghofls  are  made  appear. 
Our  phcenix  queen  was  pourtray'd  too  fo  bright. 
Beauty  alone  could  beauty  take  fo  right : 
Her  drefs,  her  fhape,  her  matchlef^  grace, 
Were  all  obferv'd,  as  well  as  heavenly  face. 
With  fuch  a  peetlefs  majefty  (he  (lands. 
As  in  that  day  fhe  took  the  crown  from  facrcd 

hands : 
Before  a  train  of  heroines  were  fecn. 
In  beauty  foremoU,  as  in  rank,  the  queen. 
Thus  nothing  to  her  genius  was  dcny'd. 
But  like  a  ball  of  fire  the  further  thrown. 
Still  with  a  greater  blaze  (he  flione. 
And  her  bright  foul  broke  out  on  every  fide. 
What  next  (lie  had  defign'd,  heaven  only  knows  : 
To  fuch  immoderate  growth  her  conquell  rofc, 
That  Fate  alone  its  piogrefs  could  oppole. 

VIII. 

Now  all  thofe  charms,  that  blooming  grace. 
The  well-proportion'd  (hape,  and  beauteous  face, 
iShall  never  more  be  feen  by  mortal  eyes; 
In  earth  the  much-lamented  virgin  lies. 

Not  wit,  nor  piety,  could  fate  prevent ; 

Nor  was  the  cruel  deftiny  content 

To  finifii  all  the  murder  at  a  blow. 

To  fwecp  at  once  lier  life  and  beauty  too ; 
But,  like  a  harden'd  felon,  took  a  pride 

To  work  more  mifchievoully  flow. 
And  plund(.r'd  firft,  and  then  dellroy'd. 
O  double  facrilege  on  things  divine. 
To  rob  the  relic,  and  deface  the  (hrine  ! 
But  thus  Orinda  dy'd  : 

Heaven,  by  the  fame  difeafe,  did  both  tranflate  j 
As  equal  were  their  fouls,  fo  equal  was  their  fate. 

Meantime  her  warlike  brother  on  the  feas 
His  waving  Iheamers  to  the  winds  difplays. 
And  vows  lor  his  return,  with  vain  devotion, 
pays. 
Ah,  generous  youtli,  that  with  f;>rbcar, 
The  winds  too  fooii  will  waft  thee  here  I 
Slack  all  thy  fails,  and  fear  to  come, 
Alas,  thou  know'ft  not,  thou  art  wreck'd  at  homf  \ 
No  nioie  (halt  thou  behold  thy  lifler'b  face, 
Thou  hall  already  had  hei  lall  euibrflce. 
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But  look  aloft,  and  if  thou  ken'ft  from  far 
Among  the  Pleiads  a  new-kiiidled  flar, 
If  any  fparkles  than  the  reft  more  bright ; 
'Tis  (he  that  fhines  in  that  propitious  light. 

X. 

When  in  mid -air  the  golden  trump  fhall  found. 
To  raifc  the  nations  under  ground ; 
When  in  the  valley  <;f  Jehofhaphat, 
The  judging  God  ftiall  dole  the  book  of  fate  ; 
And  there  the  laft  aflizes  keep, 
For  thofe  who  wake,  and  thofe  who  fleep  : 
When  rattling  bones  together  fly. 
From  the  four  corners  of  the  fey; 


When  fmews  o'er  the  fkeletons  are  fpread, 
Thofe  cloth'd   with  flefh,    and  life  infpires  the 

dead; 
The  facred  poets  firft  fhall  hear  the  found. 

And  foremoft  from  the  tomb  Ihall  bound, 
For  they  are  cover'd  with  the  lighteft  grour 
And  ftraight,  with  in-born  vigour,  on  the  wing, 
Like  mounting  larks,  to  the  new  morning  fing. 
There  thou,  fweet  Saint,  before  the  quire  ftiall" 

go.  '  i 

As  harbinger  of-.heaven,  the  way  to  fliow,  ( 

The  way  which  thou  fo  well  haft  learnt  below.  _ 


and;  3 


ni. 

Upon  the  death  of  the 

EARL   OF  DUNDEE. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  LATIN  OF  DR.  PITCAIRN. 


O  H  laft  and  beft  of  Scots  !  who  did  maintain 
Thy  country's  freedom  from  a  foreign  reign  ; 
New  people  fill 'the  land,  now  thou  art  gone. 
Mew  gods  the  temples,  and  new  kings  the  throne  , 


Scotland  and  thou  did  each  in  other  live ; 
Nor  would'ft  thou  her,  nor  could  flie  thee  furvive. 
Farewell,  who  dying  didft  fupport  the  ftate, 
And  couldft  not  fall  but  with  thy  country's  fate. 


IV. 


ELEONORJ. 


A  PANEGYRICAL  POEM, 


Dedicated  to  the  memory  of  the  late 


COUNTESS  OF  ABINGDON. 


To  the  right  honourable  the 


EARL  OF  ABINGDON,  &g. 


Mt  Lord, 

The  commands  with  which  you  honoured  me 
fome  months  ago  arc  now  performed  :  they  had 
been  fooner  ;  but  betwixt  ill  health,  feme  bufmefs, 
and  many  troubles,  I  was  forced  to  defer  them 
till  this  time.  Ovid,  going  to  his  banifhmcnt, 
and  writing  from  on  fhipboard  to  his  friends, 
excufed  the  faults  of  his  poetry  by  his  misfortunes ; 
and  told  them,  that  good  vcrfes  never  flow  but 
from  a  fcrcne  and  compofed  fpirit.  Wit,  which 
is  a  kind  of  Mercury,  with  wings  faftcncd  to  his 
head  and  heals,  can  fly  but  Howly  in  a  damp  air. 
1  therefore  chcfc  rather  to  ebey  you  late  than 


ill ;  if  at  lead  I  am  capable  of  writing  any  thing, 
at  any  time,  which  is  worthy  your  perufal  and! 
your  patronage.  1  cannot  fay  that  I  have  efcapcd  . 
from  a  fliipwreck;  but  have  only  gained  a  rock 
by  hard  fwimniing  ;  where  I  may  pant  a  while 
and  gather  breath  :  for  the  dodlors  give  me  a 
fad  afl'urance,  that  my  difeafe  never  took  its  leave 
of  any  man,  but  with  a  purpofc  to  return.  How- 
ever, my  lord,  I  have  laid  hold  on  the  interval, 
and  pianaged  the  fniall  flock,  which  age  has  left 
me,  to  the  beft  advantage,  in  performing  this  in- 
conrtderablc  fcrvice  to  my  lady's  memory,     Wt, 
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who  are  priefts  of  Apollo,  have  not  the  infpira- 
tion  when  we  pleaie  ;  but  muft  wait  till  the  God 
comes  rufliiiig  on  us,  and  invades  us  with  a  fury 
which  we  are  not  able  to  refift;  :  which  gives  us 
double  ftrength  while  the  fit  continues,  and  leaves 
us  languilhing  ai.d  fpent  at  its  departure.  Let 
me  not  feem  to  boaft,  my  lord ;  for  1  have  really 
felt  it  on  this  occafion,  and  prophefied  beyond  my 
natural  power.  Let  me  add,  and  hope  to  be  be- 
lieved, that  the  excellency  of  the  fubjetS  contri- 
buted much  to  the  happinefs  of  the  execution  ; 
and  that  the  weigiit  of  thirty  years  was  taken  off 
tne  while  I  was  writing.  I  fwam  with  the  tide, 
and  the  water  under  me  was  buoyant.  The 
reader  will  eafily  obfcrve,  that  I  was  tranfported 
by  the  multitude  and  variety  of  my  fimilitudes  ; 
■which  are  generally  the  product  of  a  luxuriant 
fancy,  aad  the  wantonnefs  of  wit.  Had  I  called 
in  my  judgment  to  my  affiftance,  I  had  certainly 
retrenched  many  "f  them.  But  I  defend  them 
not ;  let  them  pafs  for  beautiful  faults  amongft 
Ithe  better  fort  of  critics  :  for  the  whole  poem, 
though  written  in  that  which  they  call  Heroic 
verfe,  is  of  the  Pindaric  nature,  as  well  in  the 
thought  as  the  expreflion ;  and,  as  fuch,  requires 
the  fame  grains  ot  allowance  for  it.  It  was  in- 
tended, as  your  lordfliip  fees  in  the  title,  not  for 
an  elegy,  but  a  panegyric  :  a  kind  of  apothefis, 
indeed,  if  a  Heathen  word  may  be  applied  to  a 
Chriftian  ufe.  And  on  all  occafions  of  praife,  if 
■we  take  the  Ancients  for  our  patterns,  we  are 
bound  by  prefcription  to  employ  the  magnificence 
of  words,  and  the  force  of  figures,  to  adorn  the 
fablimity  of  thoughts.  Ifocrates  amongfl  the 
Grecian  orators,  and  Cicero  and  the  Younger 
Pliny  amongft  the  Romans,  have  left  us  their 
precedents  for  our  fecurity  :  for  I  tliink  1  need 
no:  mention  the  inimitable  Pindar,  who  ftretches 
on  thefe  pinions  cut  of  fight,  and  is  carried  up- 
■ward,  as  it  were,  into  another  world. 

This,  at  leaft,  my  lord,  I  may  juftly  plead,  that, 
if  1  have  not  performed  fo  well  as  I  think  I  have, 
yet  I  have  uftd  my  beft  endeavours  to  excel  my- 
felf.  One  difadvantage  I  have  had ;  which  is, 
never  to  have  known  or  feen  my  lady  :  and  to 
draw  the  lineaments  of  her  mind  from  the  de- 
fcription  which  I  have  received  from  others,  is 
for  a  painter  to  fet  hjmfelf  at  work  without  the 
living  original  before  him  :  which,  the  more  beau- 
tiful it  is,  vAU  be  fo  much  the  more  difficult  for 
him  to  conceive,  when  he  has  only  a  relation 
given  him  of  fuch  and  fuch  features  by  an  ac- 
quaintance or  a  friend,  without  the  nice  touches 
which  give  the  beft  refemblance,  and  make  the 
graces  of  the  piilure.  Every  artift  is  apt  enough 
to  flatter  himfelf  (and  I  amongft  the  reft)  that 
their  own  ocular  obfervations  wou'i  have  difco- 
vered  more  perfedlions,  at  leaft  others,  than  have 
been  delivered  to  them  :  though  I  have  received 
|iiine  from  the  beft  hands,  that  is,  from  perfons 
who  neither  want  a  juft  underftanding  of  my 
lady's  worth,  nor  a  due  veneration  for  her  me- 
mory. 

Dodlor  Donne,  the  greateft  wit,  though  not 
the  greateft  poet  of  our  nation,  acknowledges, 
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that  he  had  never  feen  Mrs.  Drury,  whom  he 
has  made  immortal  in  his  admirable  Anniverfaries. 
I  have  had  the  fame  fortune,  though  I  have  not 
fucceeded  to  the  fame  genius.  However,  I  have 
followed  his  footfteps  in  the  defign  of  his  pane- 
gyric ;  which  was  to  raife  an  emulation  in  the 
living,  ta  copy  out  the  example  of  the  dead. 
And  therefore  it  was,  that  I  once  intended  to 
have  called  this  poem  "  The  Pattern :"  and 
though,  on  a  fecond  confideration,  I  changed  the 
title  into  the  name  of  the  illuftrious  pcrfon,  yet 
the  defign  continues,  and  Eleonora  is  ftill  the 
pattern  of  charity,  devotion,  and  humility  ;  of  the 
beft  wife,  the  beft  mother,  and  the  beft  of  friends. 

And  nov»',  my  lord,  though  I  have  endeavoured 
to  anfwer  your  commands,  yet  I  could  not  anfwer 
it  to  the  world,  nor  to  my  confcience,  if  I  gave 
not  your  lordftiip  my  teftimony  of  being  the  beft 
hufband  now  living:  I  fay  my  teftimony  only; 
for  the  praife  of  it  is  given  you  by  yourfelf.  They 
who  defpife  the  rules  of  virtue  both  in  their 
praftice  and  their  morals,  will  think  this  a  very 
trivial  commendation.  But  I  think  it  the  pe- 
culiar happinefs  of  the  Countefs  of  Abingdon,  to 
have  been  fo  truly  loved  by  you  while  {he  was 
living,  and  fo  gratefully  honoured  after  fhc  was 
dead.  Few  there  are  who  have  either  had,  or 
could  have,  I'uch  a  lofs ;  and  yet  fewer  who  car^ 
ried  their  love  and  conftancy  beyond  the  grave. 
The  exteriors  of  mourning,  a  decent  funeral,  and 
black  habits,  are  the  ufual  ftints  of  commoa 
hulbands :  and  perhaps  their  wives  deferve  no 
better  than  to  be  mourned  with  hypocrify,  and 
forgot  with  eafe.  But  you  have  diftinguilhed 
yourfelf  from  ordinary  lovers,  by  a  real  and  lafting 
grief  for  the  deceafed ;  and  by  endeavouring  to 
raife  for  her  the  moft  durable  monument,  which 
is  that  of  verfe.  And  fo  it  would  have  proved, 
if  the  workman  had  been  equal  to  the  work,  and 
your  choice  of  the  artificer  as  happy  as  your  de- 
fign. Yet,  as  Phidias,  when  he  had  made  the 
ftatue  of  Minerva,  could  not  forbear  to  engrave 
his  own  name,  as  author  of  the  piece  :  fo  g^ve  »ic 
leave  to  hope  that,  by  fubfcribing  mine  to  this 
poem,  I  may  live  by  the  goddefs,  and  tranfmit  my 
name  to  pofterity  by  the  memory  of  hers.  *Tis 
no  flattery  to  affure  your  lordfhip,  that  Ihe  is  re- 
membered, in  the  prefent  age,  by  all  who  have 
had  the  honour  of  her  converfation  and  acquaint- 
ance ;  and  that  I  have  never  been  in  any  com- 
pany, fince  the  news  of  her  death  was  nrft  brought 
me,  where  they  have  not  extolled  her  virtues, 
and  even  fpoken  the  fame  things  of  her  in  profe 
which  I  have  done  in  verfe. 

I  therefore  think  myfelf  obliged  to  thank  your 
lordfhip  for  the  commiflion  which  you  have  given 
me  :  how  1  have  acquitted  myfelf  of  it,  muft  be 
left  to  the  opinion  of  the  world,  in  fpite  of  any 
proteftation  which  I  can  enter  againft  the  prefent 
age,  as  incompetent  or  corrupt  judges.  For  my 
comfort,  they  are  but  Engliflimen,  and,  as  fuchj 
if  they  think  ill  of  me  to-day,  they  are  inconftan^ 
enough  to  think  well  of  me  ta-morrow.  And, 
after  all,  I  have  not  much  to  thank  my  fortune 
th.^t  I  ■vvas  born  amongft  them.    The  good  of 
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both  fexcs  are  fo  few  in  England,  that  they  fland 
like  exceptions  againft  general  rules  :  and  though 
one  of  them  has  deferved  a  greater  commenda- 
tion than  I  could  give  her,  they  have  taken  care 
that  I  fhould  not  tire  my  pen  with  frequent  ex- 
ercife  on  the  like  fubjecfts ;  that  praifes,  like  taxes, 
fliould  be  appropriated,  and  left  almoft  as  indi- 
vidual as  the  perfon.  They  fay,  my  talent  is  fa- 
tire  :  if  it  be  fo,  it  is  a  fruitful  age,  and  there  is 
an  extraordinary  crop  to  gather.  But  a  fingle 
hand  is  infufficient  for  fuch  a  harvefl  :  they  have 
fown  the  dragon's  teeth  themfelves,  and  it  is  but 
juft  they  fhould  reap  each  other  in  lampoons. 
You,  my  lord,  who  have  the  charader  of  honour, 
though  it  is  not  my  happinefs  to  know  you,  may 
ftand  afide,  with  the  fmall  remainders  of  the 
Englifh  nobility,  truly  fuch,  and,  unhurt  your- 
felves,  behold  the  mad  combat.    If  I  have  pleafed 


you,  and  fome  few  others,  I  Tiave  obtained  my 
end.  You  fee  I  have  difabled  myfelf,  like  an 
elefted  Speaker  of  the  Houfe :  yet  like  him  I 
have  undertaken  the  charge,  and  find  the  burden 
fuflSciently  recompenfed  by  the  honour.  Be 
pleafed  to  accept  of  thefe  my  unworthy  labours, 
this  paper-monument ;  and  let  hjcr  pious  memory, 
which  I  am  fure  is  facred  to  you,  not  only  plead 
the  pardon  of  my  many  faults,  but  gain  me  your 
proteftion,  which  is  ambitioufly  fought  by, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lordlhip's 

Moft  obedient  fervant, 

John  DrtbeV. 
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As  when  fome  great  and  gracious  monarch  dies, 

Soft  whifpers,  firft,  and  mournful  murmurs  rife 

Among  the  fad  attendants ;  then  the  found 

Soon  gathers  voice,  and  fpreads  the  news  around, 

Through  town  and  country,  till  the  dreadful  blaft 

Is  blown  to  diftant  colonies  at  laft  ; 

Who,  then,  perhaps,  were  offering  vows  in  vain, 

For  his  long  life,  and  for  his  happy  reign  : 

So,  flowly,  by  degrees,  unwilling  Fame  ^ 

Did  Matchlefs  Eleonora's  fate  proclaim,  > 

Till  public  as  the  lofs  the  news  became.  J 

The  nation  felt  it  in  th'  extremeft  parts. 
With  eyes  o'erflowing,  and  with  bleeding  hearts  ; 
But  nicfl  the  poor,  whom  daily  flie  fupply'd, 
Beginning  to  fee  fuch  but  when  (he  dy'd. 
For,  while  flie  liv'd,  they  flept  in  peace  by  night. 
Secure  A  bread  as  of  returning  light ; 
And  with  fuch  firm  dependence  on  the  day, 
That  need  grew  pamper'd,  and  forgot  to  pray  ; 
So  fure  the  dole,  fo  ready  at  their  call. 
They  ftood  prepar'd  to  fee  the  manna  fall. 

Such  multitudes  flie  fed,  flie  cloath'd,  ftie  nurfl, 
That  flie  herfelf  might  fear  her  wanting  firfi:. 
Of  her  five  talents,  other  five  (he  made  ; 
Heaven,  that  had  largely  given,  was  largely  paid  : 
And  in  few  lives,  in  wondrous  few,  we  find 
A  fortune  better  fitted  to  the  mind. 
Nor  did  her  alms  from  oftentation  fall. 
Or  proud  defire  of  praife  ;  the  foul  gave  all  : 
Unbrib'd  it  gave  ;  or,  if  a  bribe  appear. 
No  lefs  than  heaven  ;  to  heap  huge  treafures  there. 

Want  pafs'cWfor  merit  at  her  open  door  : 
Heaven  faw,  fee  fafely  njight  incrcafe  his  poor, 


And  trufl:  their  fuftenance  with  her  fo  weii, 
As  not  ro  be  at  charge  of  miracle. 
None  could  be  needy,  whom  flie  faw,  or  knew ; 
All  in  the  compafs  of  her  fphere  ftie  drew  : 
He,  who  could  touch  her  garment,  was  as  fure. 
As  the  firft  Chriflians  of  th'  apoftles'  cure. 
The  diftant  heard,  by  fame,  her  pious  deeds. 
And  laid  her  up  for  their  extremeft  needs ; 
A  future  cordial  for  a  fainting  mind  ; 
For,  what  was  ne'er  refus'd,  all  hop'd  to  find 
Each  in  his  turn  :  the  rich  might  freely  come. 
As  to  a  friend ;  but  to  the  poor,  'twas  home. 
As  to  fome  holy  houfe  th'  afflidtcd  came, 
The  hunger-ftarv'd,  the  naked,  and  the  lame ; 
Want  and  difeafes  fled  before  her  name. 
For  zeal  like  her's  her  fervants  were  too  flow; 
She  was  the  firft,  where  need  requir'd,  to  go 
Herfelf  the  foundrefs  and  attendant  too. 

Sure  flie  had  guefts  fometimes  to  entertain, 
Guefts  in  difguife,  of  her  great  Mafter's  train  : 
Her  Lord  himfelf  might  come,  for  aught  wc 

know; 
Since  in  a  fervant's  form  he  liv'd  below  : 
Beneath  her  roof  he  might  be  pleas'd  to  ftay ; 
Or  fome  benighted  angel,  in  his  way. 
Might  eafe  his  wings,  and,  feeing  heaven  appear 
In  its  beft  work  of  mercy,  think  it  there  : 
Where  all  the  deeds  of  charity  and  love 
Were  in  as  conftant  method  as  above. 
All  carry'd  on  ;  all  of  a  piece  with. theirs; 
As  free  her  alms,  as  diligent  her  cares  ; 
As  loud  her  praifes,  and  a»  warm  her  prayers. 
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Yct  was  (he  not  profufe  ;  but  fear'd  to  wafte, 
And  wifely  manag'd,  that  the  (lock  might  la(t ; 
That  all  might  be  fupply'd,  and  (he  not  grieve, 
When  crowds  appear'd,  (he  had  not  to  relieve  : 
Which  to  prevent,  (he  (till  increas'd  her  ftore ; 
Laid  up,  and  fpar'd,  that  (he  might  give  the  more. 
So  Pharaoii,  or  fome  greater  king  than  he, 
Provided  for  the  fcventh  necelTity  ; 
Taught  from  above  his  magazines  to  frame  ; 
That  famine  was  prevented  rre  it  came. 
"J'hus  Heaven,  though  all-fu{Iicient,  (liews  a  thrift 
In  his  economy,  and  bounds  his  gift  : 
Creating,  for  our  day,  one  fmgle  light ; 
And  his  refledlion  too  fupplies  the  night; 
Perhaps  a  thoufand  other  worlds,  that  lie 
Remote  from  us,  and  latent  in  the  fky. 
Are  lightcn'd  by  his  beams,  and  kindly  nurft  : 
Of  which  our  earthly  dunghill  is  the  worft 

Now,  as  all  virtues  keep  the  middle  line, 
Yet  fomewhat  more  to  one  extreme  incline, 
Such  was  her  foul ;  abhorring  avarice. 
Bounteous,  but  almoll  bounteous  to  a  vice : 
Had  (he  given  more,  it  had  profufion  been, 
And  turn'ii  th'  excefs  of  goodnefs  into  fin. 

Thefe  virtues  rais'd  her  fabric  to  the  (ky  ; 
For  that,  which  is  next  heaven,  is  charity. 
But,  as  high  turrets,  for  their  airy  (leep. 
Require  foundations,  in  proportion  deep ; 
And  lofty  cedars  as  far  upward  (hoot. 
As  to  the  nether  heavens  they  drive  the  root : 
So  low  did  her  fecure  foundation  lie, 
She  was  not  humble,  but  humility. 
Scarcely  (lie  knew  that  (he  was  great,  or  fUir,      1 
Or  wife,  beyond  what  other  women  are,  f 

Or,  which  is  better,  knew,  but  never  durft  com-  T 
pare ;  j 

For  to  be  confcious  of  what  all  admire. 
And  not  be  vain,  advances  virtue  higher. 
But  (lill  (lie  found,  or  rather  thought  (he  found. 
Her  own  worth  wanting,  others  to  abound  ; 
Ai'crib'd  above  tlicir  due  to  every  one, 
L'njufc  and  fcanty  to  herfelf  alone. 

Such  her  devotion  was,  as  might  give  rules 
Of  fpecuhition  to  dilputing  fchoolf, 
And  teach  us  equally  tke  fcales  to  hold 
Betwixt  the  two  extremes  of  hot  and  cold  ; 
That  pious  heat  may  moderntely  prevail, 
And  we  be  warm'd,  but  not  be  fcorch'd  with  zeal. 
Bufnicfs  might  fhorten,  not  difturb,  her  prayer  ; 
Heaven  had  the  beft,  if  not  the  greater  (hare. 
An  aiilive  life  long  oraifons  forbids; 
Yet  (till  (he  pray'd,  for  (lill  (lie  pray'd  by  deeds. 

Her  every  day  was  fabbath  ;  »n\y  free 
From  hours  of  prayer,  for  hours  of  charity. 
Such  as  the  Jews  from  fervilc  toil  releai^'d  ; 
Where  works  of  mercy  were  a  part  of  rell ; 
Such  UK  bled  angels  cxcrcife  above, 
Vary'd  with  facred  hyn\ns  and  a<ils  of  love  : 
Such  fabbaths  as  that  one  (he  now  enjoys, 
F.v'n  that  perpetu:il  one,  which  (he  employs 
(l*or  fiicli  viciflitudes  in  heaven  there  are) 
In  praife  alternate,  and  alternate  prayer. 
All  this  (lie  pradib'd  here  ;  that  when  (he  fprung, 
/■Uuidft  the  choirs,  at  the  iiill  fight  flie  lung  : 


Sung,  and  was  fung  herfclf  In  angel's  lay* ; 
For,  praifing  her,  they  did  her  Maker  praife. 
All  offices  of  heaven  fo  well  (he  knew. 
Before  (he  came,  that  nothing  there  was  new : 
And  (he  was  fo  familiarly  receiv'd. 
As  one  returning,  not  as  one  arriv'd. 

Mufe,  down  again  precipitate  thy  flight : 
For  how  can  mortal  eyesfuflain  immortal  light? 
But  as  the  fun  in  water  we  can  bear. 
Yet  not  the  fun,  but  his  reflexion  there, 
So  let  us  view  her,  here,  in  v^'hat  (he  was, 
And  take  her  image  in  this  watery  glafs  : 
Yet  look  not  every  lineament  to  fee ;  T 

Some  will  be  cafl  in  fhades,  and  fome  will  be  J 
So  lamely  drawn,  you'll  fcarcely  know,  'tis  (he.  J 
For  where  fuch  various  virtues  we  recite,  "1 

'  ris  like  the  milky-way,  all  over  bright,  / 

But  fown  fo  thick  with  ftars,  'tis  undiftinguifh'd  i 
light.  _  J 

Her  virtue,  not  her  virtues  let  us  call; 
For  one  heroic  comprehends  them  all : 
One,  as  a  condellation  is  b«t  one, 
Thoogh  'tis  a  train  of  (lars,  that  rolling  on, 
Rife  in  their  turn,  and  in  the  zodiac  run  : 
Ever  in  motion  ;  now  'tis  faith  afccnds, 
Now  hope,  now  charity,  that  upwird  tends, 
And  downwards  with  diffufive  good  defcends. 

As  in  perfumes  compos'd  with  art  and  cod, 
'Tis  hard  to  fay  what  ("cent  is  upperm^d; 
Nor  this  part  mufk  or  civet  can  we  call, 
Or  amber,  but  a  rich  refult  of  all ; 
So  (he  was  all  a  fweet,  whofe  every  part, 
In  due  proportion  mix'd,  prodaim'd  the  Maker's 

art. 
No  fmgle  virtue  we  could  mod  commend, 
Whether  the  wife,  the  mother,  or  the  friend ; 
For  (lie  was  all,  in  that  fupreme  degree. 
That  as  no  one  prevail'd,  fo  all  was  (he. 
The  feveral  parts  lay  hidden  in  the  piece ; 
Th'  occafion  but  exerted  that,  or  this. 

A  wife  as  tender,  and  as  true  withal, 
As  the  fird  woman  was  before  her  fall  ; 
Made  for  the  man,  of  whom  (he  was  a  part ; 
Made,  to  attradl  his  eyes,  and  keep  his  heart. 
A  fecond  Eve,  but  by  no  crime  accurd ; 
As  beauteous,  not  as  brittle  as  the  fird. 
Had  (he  been  (ird,  dill  Paradife  had  been. 
And  death  had  found  no  entrance  by  her  (in. 
So  (he  not  only  had  prefcrv'd  from  ill 
Her  fcx  and  ours,  but  liv'd  their  pattern  dill. 

Love  and  obedience  to  her  lord  fhe  bore ; 
She  much  obey'd  hi.n,  hut  (lie  lov'd  him  more  : 
Not  aw'd  to  duty  by  fuperior  fway. 
But  taught  by  his  indulgence  to  obey. 
Thus  we  love  God,  as  author  of  our  good; 
So  fubjc(fls  love  jnd  kings,  or  fo  they  fliould. 
Nor  was  it  with  ingratitude  return'd  ;  Tj 

In  equal  fiies  the  blil'»ful  couple  burn'd  ;  ^     T 

One  joy  po(re.-s'd  them  both,  and  in  one  grief  C 
they  mourii'd.  J 

His  pillion  dill  improv'd ;  he  lov'd  fo  fad. 
As  if  he  fear'd  each  day  would  be  her  lad. 
Too  true  a  prophet  to  forefec  the  fate 
That  Ihould  fo  loon  divide  their  happy  dute: 
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When  he  to  heaven  entirely  muft  reftorc 

That  love,  that  heart,  where  he  went  halves  before. 

Yet  as  the  foul  is  all  in  every  part. 

So  God  and  he  might  each  have  all  her  heart. 

So  had  her  children  too  ;  for  charity 
Was  not  more  fruitful,  or  more  kind  than  ihe  : 
Each  under  other  by  degrees  they  grew  ; 
A  goodly  perfpe6live  of  diflant  view. 
Anchifes  look'd  not  with  fo  pleas'd  a  face, 
In  numbering  o'er  his  future  Roman  race, 
And  marfhaling  the  heroes  of  his  name. 
As,  in  their  order,  next,  to  light  they  came. 
Nor  Cybele,  with  half  fo  kind  an  eye, 
Survey'd  her  fons  and  daughters  of  the  iky  ; 
Proud,  fhall  I  fay,  of  her  immortal  fruit  ? 
As  far  as  pride  with  heavenly  minds  may  fuit. 
Her  pious  love  excell'd  to  all  (he  bore ; 
New  objefts  only  multiply'd  it  more» 
And  as  the  chofen  found  the  pearly  grain 
As  much  as  every  veflel  could  contain  ; 
As  in  the  blifsful  vifion  each  fhall  fliare  "^ 

As  much  of  glory  as  his  foul  can  bear;  > 

So  did  fhe  love,  and  fo  difpenfe  her  care.  j 

Her  eldeft  thus,  by  confcquence,  was  beft, 
As  longer  cultivated  than  the  reft. 
The  babe  had  all  that  infant  care  beguiles^ 
And  early  knew  his  mother  in  her  fmiles  : 
But  when  dilated  organs  let  in  day 
To  the  young  foul,  and  gave  it  room  to  play, 
At  his  firfl  aptnefs,  the  maternal  love 
Thofe  rudiments  of  reafon  did  improve  : 
The  tender  age  was  pliant  to  command  ; 
Like  wax  it  yielded  to  the  forming  hand  : 
True  to  th'  artificer,  the  labour'd  mind 
With  eafe  was  pious,  generous,  jufl,  and  kind ; 
Soft  for  impreffion,  from  the  firft  prepar'd. 
Till  virtue  with  long  exercife  grew  hard  : 
With  every  atft  confirm'd,  and  made  at  lafl; 
So  durable  as  not  to  be  efFac'd, 
'  It  turn'd  to  habit ;  and,  from  vices  free, 
Goodnefs  refolv' J  into  neceflity. 

Thus  fix'd  fhe  virtue's  image,  that's  her  own, 
Till  the  whole  mother  in  the  children  fhone  ; 
For  that  was  their  perfedlion ;   fhe  was  fuch. 
They  never  could  exprtfs  her  mind  too  much. 
So  unexhaufled  her  perfeiftions  were. 
That,  for  more  children,  fhe  had  more  to  fpare; 
For  fouls  unborn,  whom  her  untimely  death 
Depriv'd  of  bodies,  and  of  mortal  breath  ; 
And  (could  they  take  th'  imprefTions  of  her  mind) 
Enough  ftill  left  to  fanftify  her  kind. 

Then  wonder  not  to  fee  this  foul  extend 
The  bouuds,  and  feek  fome  other  felf,  a  friend  : 
As  fwelling  feas  to  gentle  rivers  glide, 
To  feek  repofe,  and  empty  out  the  tide  ; 
So  this  full  foul,  in  narrow  limits  pent, 
Unable  to  contain  her,  fought  a  vent, 
To  iffue  out,  and  in  fome  friendly  breafl 
Difcharge  her  treafures,  and  fecurely  reft  : 
T'  unbofom  all  the  fecrcts  of  her  heart. 
Take  good  advice,  but  better  to  impart. 
For  'tis  thr  biifs  of  friendfhip's  holy  flate, 
To  mix  their  minds,  and  to  communicate  ; 
Though  bodies  cannot,  fouls  can  penetrute  : 


Fixt  to  her  choice,  inviolably  true, 
And  wifely  choofing,  for  fhe  chofe  but  few. 
Some  fhe  mult  have ;  but  in  no  one  could  find 
A  tally  fitted  for  fo  large  a  mind. 

The  fouls  of  friends  like  kings  in  progrefs  are ; 
Still  in  their  own,  though  from  the  palace  far  : 
Thus  her  friend's  heart  her  country  dwelling  was, 
A  fweet  retirement  to  a  coarfer  place  ; 
Where  pomp  and  ceremonies  enter'd  not, 
Where  greatnefs  was_  Ihut  out,  and  bufinefs  well 
forgot. 

This  is  th'  imperfeift  draught;  butfliort  as  far 
As  the  true  height  and  bignefs  of  a  ftar 
Exceeds  the  meafures  of  th'  aftronomer. 
She  fhines  above,  we  know ;  but  in  what  place, 
Hew  near  the  throne,  and  heaven's  imperial  face. 
By  our  weak  optics  is  but  vainly  gueft  ; 
Diflance  and  altitude  conceal  tlie  reft. 
Though  all  thefe  rare  endowments  of  the  mind 
Were  in  a  narrow  fpace  of  life  confin'd. 
The  figure  was  with  full  perfetStion  crown'd  ; 
Though  not  fo  large  an  orb,  as  truly  round. 
As  when  in  glory,  through  the  public  place. 
The  fpoils  of  conquer'd  nations  were  to  pais. 
And  but  one  day  for  triumph  wasallow'd. 
The  conful  was  conftrain'd  his  pomp  to  crowd ; 
And  fo  the  fwift  proceflion  hurry'd  on. 
That  all,  though  not  diftindlly,  might  be  fhewn  : 
So  in  the  ftraiten'd  bounds  of  Hfe  confin'd. 
She  gave  but  glimpfes  of  her  glorious  mind  : 
And  multitudes  of  of  virtues  pafs'd  along  ; 
Each  paffing  foremoft  in  the  mighty  throng. 
Ambitious  to  be  feen,  and  then  make  room. 
For  greater  multitudes  that  were  to  come. 

Yet  unempiuy'd  no  minute  flipt  away ; 
Moments  were  precious  in  fo  fhort  a  ftay. 
The  hafte  of  heaven  to  have  her  was  fo  great,  "^ 
That  fom.e  were  fingle  a<5ls,  though  each  com-  / 
plete  ;  f" 

But  every  z.&  flood  ready   to  repeat,  J 

Her  fellow-faints  with  bufy  care  will  look 
For  her  bleft  name  in  fate's  eternal  book ; 
And,  pleas'd  to  be  outdone,  with  joy  will  fee 
Numberlefs  virtues,  endlefs  charity  ; 
But  more  will  wonder  at  fo  fhort  an  age, 
To  find  a  blank  beyond  the  thirtieth  page  : 
And  with  a  pious  fear  begin  to  doubt 
The  piece  imperfeiS,  and  the  reft  torn  out. 
But  'twas  her  Saviour's  time ;  and,  could  there  be 
A  copy  of  th'  original,  'twas  fhe. 

As  precious  gums  are  not  for  lafting  fire. 
They  but  perfume  the  temple,  and  expire  : 
So  was  fhe  foon  cxhal'd,  and  vanifh'd  hence ; 
A  fhort  fweet  odor,  of  a  vaft  expence. 
She  vaniih'd,  we  can  fcarcely  fay  fhe  dy'd; 
For  but  a  Now  did  heaven  and  earth  divide  : 
She  pafs'd  ferenely  with  a  fingle  breath  ; 
This  moment  perfed  health,  the  next  was  death  : 
One  figh  did  her  eternal  blifs  affure; 
So  little  penance  needs,  when  fouls  are  almoft  purCj 
As  gentle  dreams  our  waking  thoughts  pnrfue  i 
Or,  one  dream  pafs'd,  we  Aide  into  a  new; 
So  clofe  they  follow,  Such  wild  order  keep. 
We  thifl,k  ourfelves  awake,  and  are  itfieep  : 
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So  foftly  death  fucceeded  life  in  her  : 
She  did  but  dream  of  heaven,  and  flie  was  there. 
No  pain-  (he  fuffer'd,  nor  cxpir'd  with  noife  ; 
Her  foul  was  whifper'd  out  with  God's  ftill  voice  ; 
As  an  old  friend  is  beckon'd  to  a  feafl. 
And  treated  like  a  long  familiar  gucfl. 
He  took  her  as  he  found,  but  found  her  fo, 
As  one  in  hourly  readinefs  to  go  : 
Ev'n  on  that  day,  in  all  her  trim  prepar'd; 
As  early  notice  (he  from  heaven  had  heard, 
And  fome  defcending  courirr  from  above 
Had  given  her  timely  warning  to  remove  ; 
Or  counfel'd  her  to  drefs  the  nuptial  room, 
For  on  that  night  the  bridegroom  was  to  come. 
He  kept  his  hour,  and  found  her  where  Ihe  lay 
Cloath'd  all  in  white,  the  livery  of  the  day  : 
Scarce  had  fhe  finn'd  in  thought,  or  word,  or  adl; 
Unlefs  omifTions  were  to  pafs  for  fa6l  . 
That  hardly  death  a  confeqiience  could  draw, 
To  n^ake  her  liable  lo  nature's  law. 
And,  that  (he  dy'd,  we  only  have  to  flievv 
The  mortal  part  of  her  (lie  lefc  below  : 
The  reft,  fo  fmooth,  fo  fuddenly  fhe  went,         "^ 
I,ook'd  like  tranflation  through  the  firmament,  > 
Or  like  the  fiery  car  on  the  third  errand  fent.    j 

O  happy  foul !  if  thou  canft  view  from  high. 
Where  thou  art  all  intelligence,  all  eye, 
If,  looking  up  to  God,  or  down  to  us, 
Thou  find'ft,  that  any  way  be  pervious. 
Survey  the  ruins  of  thy  houfe,  and  fee 
Thy  widow'd  and  thy  orphan  family  : 
Look  on  thy  tender  pledges  left  behind  ; 
And,  if  thou  canft  a  vacant  minute  find 


From  heavenly  joys,  that  interval  afTord 
To  thy  fad  chddren,  and  thy  mourning  lord. 
See  how  they  grieve,  miftaking  in  their  love. 
And  fhed  a  beam  of  comfort  from  above  ; 
Give  them,  as  much  as  mortal  eyes  can  bear, 
A  tranfienr  view  of  thy  full  glories  there ; 
That  they  with  moderate  forrow  may  fuftaln 
And  mollify  their  loffcs  in  thy  gain. 
Or  elfe  divide  the  grief;  for  fuch  thou  were,     f 
That  fhould  not  all  relations  bear  a  part,  ^ 

It  were  enough  to  break  a  fingle  heart.  J 

Let  this  filffice  :  nor  thou,  great  faint,  refufe 
This  humble  tribute  of  no  vulgar  Mufe  ; 
Who,  not  by  cares,  or  wants,  or  age  depreft, 
Stems  a  wild  deluge  with  a  dauntlefs  breaft; 
And  dares  to  fing  thy  praifes  in  a  clime 
Where  vice  triumphs,  and  virtue  is  a  crime; 
Where  ev'n  to  draw  the  picture  of  thy  mind. 
Is  fatire  on  the  moft  of  human  kind  ; 
Take  it,  while  yet  'tis  praife.;  before  my  rage, 
Unfafely  juft,  break  loofe  on  this  bad  age; 
So  bad,  that  thou  thyfelf  hadft  no  defence 
From  vice,  but  barely  by  departing  hence. 

Be   what   and  where  thou  art :    to   wi(h  thy 
place. 
Were,  in  the  beft,  prefumption  more  than  grace. 
Thy  relics  (fuch  thy  works  of  mercy  are) 
Have,  in  this  potm,  been  my  holy  care. 
As  earth  thy  body  keeps,  thy  foul  the  (ky,  "J 

So  fliall  this  vcrfe  preferve  thy  memory ;  f 

For  thou  fhalt  make  it  live,  becaufe  it  fings  of  T 
thee.  3 


V. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AMYNTAS. 

A  PASTORAL  ELEGY. 


' TwAs  on  a  joylcfs  and  a  gloomy  morn, 

Wet  was  the  grafs,   and   hung  with  pearls  the 

thorn; 
When  Damon,  who  dcfign'd  to  pafs  the  day 
With  hounds  and  horns,  and  chace  the  ftying  prey, 
Rofe  early  from  his  bed  ;  hut  foon  he  found 
The  welkin  pitch'd  with  fullen  clouds  around, 
An  eaftcrn  wind,  and  dew  upon  the  ground. 
Thus  while  he  ftood,  and  lighing  did  furvey 
The  fields,  and  cirft  th'  ill  omens  of  the  day. 
He  favv  Menalcas  come  with  heavy  pace  ; 
Wet  were  his  eyes,  aad  checrlcfs  was  his  face 


I  He  wrung  his  hands,  diftraiSled  with  his  care, 
And  fent  his  voice  before  him  from  afar. 
Return,  he  cry'd,  return,  unhappy  fwain, 
Tlie  fpuiigy  clouds  are  fill'd  with  gathering  rain  : 
The  promil'e  of  the  day  not  only  crofs'd. 
But  ev'n  the  Ipring,  the  fpring  itfelf,  is  loft. 
Amyntas— oh  !— he  tould  not  fpcak  the  reft, 
Nor  needed,  for  pre(iging  Damon  guefs'd. 
Equal  with  heaven  young  Damon  lov'd  the  boy. 
The  boaft  of  nature,  both  his  parents'  joj. 
His  graceful  form  revolving  in  his  mind ; 
So  great  a  genius,  and  a  foul  fo  kind, 
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Gave  fad  aflurance  that  his  fears  were  true  ; 
Too  well  the  envy  of  the  gods  he  knew  : 
For  when  their  gifts  too  lavifhly  are  plac'd, 
Soon  they  repent,  and  will  not  make  them  laft. 
For  fure  it  wa-  too  bnuutiful  a  dole, 
The  mother's  features,  and  the  father's  foul. 
Then  thus  he  cry'd  :  the  morn  befpoke  the  news  : 
The  morning  did  her  cheerful  light  diffufe  : 
But  fee  how  fuddenly  (he  chang'd  her  face,        "J 
And  brought  on  clouds  aud  rain,  the  day's  dif-{^ 

grace ;  f 

Juft  fuch,  Amyntas,  was  thy  promis'd  race.       J 
What  charms  adorn'd   thy  youth,   where  nature 

fmil'd. 
And  more  than  man  was  given  us  in  a  child! 
His  infancy  was  lipe  .'  a  foui  fublime 
In  years  fo  tender  that  prevented  time: 
Heaven  gave  him  all  at  once ;  then  fnatch'd') 

away,  / 

Ere  mortals  all  his  beauties  could  furvey  :   [day.  f 
Juft  like  the  dower  that  buds  and  withers  inaj 


MENALCAS. 

The  mother,  lovely,  though  with  grief  oppreft, 
Reclin'd  his  dying  head  upon  her  breall ; 
The  mournful  family  Hood  all  around  ;  "J 

One  groan  was  heard,  one  univerfal  found  :        / 
All  were  in  floods  of  tears  and  endlefs  forrow  C 
drown'd.  3 

So  dire  a  fadnefs  fat  on  every  look, 
Ev'n  death  repented  he  had  given  the  ftroke. 
He  griev'd  his  fatal  work  had  been  ordain'd. 
But  promis'd  length  of  life  to  thofe  who  yet  re- 
main 'd. 
The  mother's  and  her  eldeft  daughter's  grace, 
It  feems,  had  brib'd  him  to  prolong  their  fpace. 


The  father  bore  it  with  undaunted  foul, 
Lilte  <ine  who  durft  his  dcftiny  controul  J 
Yet  with  becoming  grief  he  bore  hi&  part, 
Refign'd  his  fon,  but  not  lefi^fn'd  his  hea;t. 
Patient  as  Job  ;  ai;d  may  he  live  to  fee, 
Like  him,  a  new  increafing  family  1 


Such  Is  my  wifh,  and  fuch  my  iToph- fy. 
For  yet,  my  friend,  the  beauteous  mould  remains 
Long  may  Ihe  exercife  her  fniitful  pains ! 
But,  ah  !  with  better  hap  and  biing  a  lace 
More  lafting,  and  endued  with  cqi'al  grace ! 
Equal  (he  may,  but  farther  none  can  go  : 
for  he  w  as  all  that  was  exadl  below. 


MENALCAS. 

Damon,  behold  yon  breaking  pi'rple  cloud  ; 
Htar'ft  thou  not  hymns  and  fon^s  divme'y  loud  ? 
There  mounts  Amyntas;   the  young  cherubs  pla/ 
About  their  godlike  mate,  and  fiiig  him  on  his 

way. 
He  cleaves  the  hquid  air,  behold  he  flies, 
And  every  momciit  ^aiifs  upon  tlie  (kIcs. 
The  new-conic  gueil  .iJmires  ih'  attl.crial  flatc. 
The  fapphire  portal,  aiid  the  golieii     ate; 
And  now  admitted  iii  ihe  fi'imuig  throng, 
He  (hews  the  palTj-vut  wh.^h  he  Lirou^ht  along. 
HIn  paJport  is  his  innoeente  and  gmcc. 
Well  known  to  all  the  natives  of  tiie  place. 
Now  f:ng,  ye  joyful  angels,  and  admire      [quire  i 
Your  brother's  voice  that  conies  to  mend  yowT 
Sing  you,  while  endlefs  tears  our  e)cs  bellow  ( 
For  like  Amyntas  none  is  left  below. 


VI. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  VERY  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN. 


He  who  could  view  the  book  of  deftiny. 
And  read  whatever  there  was  writ  of  thee, 
O  charming  youth,  in  the  firll  opening  page. 
So  many  graces  in  fo  green  an  age. 
Such  wit,  fuch  modefty,  fuch  ftrength  of  miad| 
A  foul  at  once  fo  manly,  and  fo  kind. 
Vol.  VI. 


Would  wonder,  when  he  turn'd  the  volume  o'er, 
And  after  fome  new  'eaves  (liould  find  nomort. 
Nought  but  a  blank  remain,  a  dead  void  Ip-c, 
A  llcp  of  life  that  promis'J  luch  a  race. 
We  mull  not,  dare  not  thiik,  tha.  heaven  bcjua 
A  child,  and  could  nut  fin  JU  htm  a  ui;va 


Ut 
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Refle(5ling  what  a  mighty  ftorc  was  laid 
Of  rich  materials,  and  a  model  made  : 
The  coft  already  furnifti'd  ;  fo  beftow'd. 
As  more  was  never  to  one  foul  allow'd  : 
Yet,  after  this  profufion  fpent  in  vain, 
Nothing  but  mouldering  alhes  to  remain, 
J  guefs  not,  left  I  fpUt  upon  the  (helf, 
Yet,  durft  I  guefs,  heaven  kept  it  forhimfelf ; 
And  giving  us  the  ufe,  did  foon  recal. 
Ere  we  could  fpare,  the  mighty  principal. 
Thus  then  he  difappear'd,  was  rarify'd; 
Tor  'tis  improper  fpeech  to  fay  he  dy'd  : 
He  was  exhaVd ;  his  great  Creator  drew 
His  fpirit,  as  the  fun  the  morning  dew. 
'Tis  fin  produces  death ;  and  he  had  nenc 
But  the  taint  Adam  left  on  every  fon. 
He  added  not,  he  was  fo  pure,  fo  good, 
'Twas  but  th'  original  forfeit  of  his  blood : 
And  that  fo  little,  that  the  river  ran 
More  clear  than  the  corrupted  fount  began. 
Nothing  remain'd  of  the  firft  muddy  clay  ; 
The  length  of  courfc  had  wafli'd  it  in  the  way : 


So  deep,  and  yet  fo  clear,  we  might  belioW 
The  gravel  bottom,  and  that  bottom  gold. 

As  fuch  we  lov'd,  admir'd,  almofl  ador'd. 
Gave  all  the  tribute  mortals  could  afford. 
Perhaps  we  gave  fo  much,  the  powers  above 
Grew  angry  at  our  fuperftitious  love  : 
For  when  we  more  than  human  homage  pay. 
The  charming  caufe  is  juftly  fhatch'd  away. 

Thus  was  the  crime  not  his,  but  ours  alone  :  " 
And  yet  we  murmur  that  he  went  fo  foon  ;  J 
Though  miracles  are  fhort  and  rarely  Ihewn; 

Hear  then,  ye  mournful  pareiits,  and  divide 
That  love  in  many,  which  in  one  was  ty'd. 
That  individual  blelTing  is  no  more. 
But  multiply'd  in  your  remaining  ftore. 
The  flames  difpers'd,  but  does  not  all  expire ; 
The  fparkles  blaze,  though  not  the  globe  of  fire.. 
Love  him  by  parts,  in  all  your  numerous  race. 
And  from  thofe  parts  form  one  colleded  grace ; 
Then,  when  you  have  refin'd  to  that  degree. 
Imagine  all  iu  one,  and  think  that  one  is  he. 


VII, 


UPON  YOUNG  MR.  ROGERS  OF  GLOUCESTERSHIRE. 


Of  gentle  blood,  his  parents  only  treafure,  I  More  moderate  gifts  might  have  prolong'd  his  date. 

Their  lafling  forrow,  and  their  vanlfh'd  plcafure  I  Too  early  fitted  for  a  better  ftate ; 
Adorn'd  with  features,  virtues,  veit,  and  grace,  But,  knowing  heaven  his  home,  to  Ihun  delay, 

A  large  provifion  for  fo  (hort  a  race;  1  He  leap'd  o'er  age,  and  took  the  Ihorteft  way 


Vltl. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  PURCELL. 
SET  TO  Music  by  dr,  blow. 


Makk  how  the  lark  and  linnet  Cng : 
With  rival  notes 
1  hey  ftrain  their  warbling  throat*, 
To  welcome  in  the  fpring. 


But  in  the  clofe  of  night. 
When  Philomel  begins  her  heavenly  lay^ 
They  ceafe  their  mutual  fpite, 
Drink  in  her  mufic  with  delight, 
And  lifltning  ftlently  obey. 


ELEGIES    AND   EPITAPHS. 
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§0  Ceas'd  the  rival  crew,  when  Purcell  came ; 
TKey  fung  no  more,  or  only  fung  his  fame  : 
Struck  dumbj  they  all  admir'd  the  godlike  man ; 
The  godlike  man, 
Alas !  too  foon  retir'd, 
As  he  too  late  began. 
\Ve  beg  not  hell  our  OrpheUs  to  rcftore : 
Had  he  been  there, 
Their  fovereign's  fear 
Had  fent  him  back  before. 
The  power  of  harmony  too  well  they  knew : 


He  long  ere  this  had  tun'd  their  jarring  fphere, 

And  left  no  hell  below. 
III. 
The  heavenly  choir,  who  heard  his  notes  from  high. 
Let  down  the  fcale  of  nlufic  from  tlie  Iky  : 

They  handed  him  aloiig. 
And  all  the  way  he  taught;and  all  theway  they  fung^f 
Ye  brethrin  of  the  lyre,  and  tuneful  voice, 
l^ament  his  lot;  but  at  your  own  rejoice  : 
Now  live  fecure,  and  linger  out  your  days ; 
The  gods  are  pleas'd  alone  with  Purcell's  lays. 

Nor  know  to  mend  thei;  choice. 


IX. 
fe  P  i  T  A  P  H. 

ON    THE    LADY    WHlTMORE. 


FaIr,  kind,  and  triie,  i  treafure  each  aloiie, 
A  wife,  a  miftrefs,  and  a  friend  in  one. 
Reft  in  this  tomb,  rais'd  at  thy  hufband's  coft, 
Here  fadly  fumming,  what  he  had,  and  lofl. 
Come,  virgins,  ere  in  equal  bands  ye  join, 
Come  firft,  and  offer  at  her  facred  fhrine ; 


Pray  but  for  half  the  virtues  of  his  wife; 
Compound  for  all  the  reft,  with  longer  life; 
And  wi(h  your  vows,  like  hers,  may  be  return'd. 
So    lov'd    when    living,    arid    whsn     dead    fb 
mourn'd. 


EPITAPH 

bN  SIR  PALMES  FAIRBONE'S  TOMB  IN  WESTMINSTER-ABBEV. 

Sacked  to  the  immortal  memory  of  Sir  Palmes  Fairbone,  Knight,  Governor  of  Tangier;  ia 

execution  of  which  command,  he  was  mortally  wounded  by  a  fliot  from  the  Moors, 

then  befieging  the  town,  in  the  forty-fixth  year  of  his  age,  0&,  %4,  1680* 


Ye  facred  relics,  which  your  marble  keep. 
Here,  undifturb'd  by  wars,  in  quiet  fleep  : 
Difcharge  the  truft,  which,  when  it  was  below," 
Fairbone's  undaunted  foul  did  undergo,  ! 

And  be  the  town's  Palladium  from  xhs  fae. 


Alive  and  dead  thefe  walls  he  will  defend  : 
Great  actions  great  examples  muft  attend. 
The  Candian  fiege  his  early  valour  kneWj 
Where  Turkilh  blood  did  his  young  haads  int^ 
bru% 

L  y 
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From  thence  returning  with  deferv'd  rpplaufe,1 
Againft  the    Moors  his  wc'l-flcfh'J  fword  hi.  f 

draws;  ( 

The  fannc  the  courage,  and  the  fame  the  caufc.  J 
His  youth  and  age,  his   life  and   death,   comO 

bine,  (. 

As  in  feme  great  and  regular  defign,  I 

All  of  a  piece  throughout,  and  all  divine.  J 


u.  3 


,  S  ill  nearer  heaven  his  virtues  flionetnore  bright 
■  Like  riSng  flames  expanding  in  their  height 
1  The  martyr's  glory  crov/r'd  the  foldicr's  fight 
i  More  brcTcly  Biitilli  genera!  never  fell. 
Hot  general's  diath  was  e'er  rcvcng'd  lo  well; 
Wliich  liij  pha:>'ileyes  beheld  bctore  thrir  clofCf 
follow'd  by  thnufand  vidiims  ot  his  foes. 
To  his  lamented  lofj  fov  ;ime  to  come 
His  pious  v/idow  confecrates  this  tomb. 


XI. 
UNDER  MR.  MILTON^S  PICTURE, 

BEFORE  HIS  PARADISE  LOST. 


■'•  HREE  Poets,  in  three  diftant  ages  born, 
Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn. 
The  firft,  in  loftinefs  of  thought  furpals'd ; 


I  The  next,  in  majcfty ;    in  both  the  laft. 
I  The  force  of  nature  could  ro  further  go; 
I  To  make  a  third,  (he  join'd  the  former  two. 


XII. 

On  the  Monument  of  a 

FAIR  Mx\IDEN  LADY, 

WHO  DIED  AT  BATH,  AND  IS  THERE  INTERRED. 


BtLow  this  marble  monument  is  laid 
All  that  heaven  wants  of  this  ccledial  maid. 
I'referve,  O  facrcd  tomb,  thy  truft  confign'd  ; 
■Jhe  mould  was  made  on  purpofe  for  the  mind  : 
And  (lie  would  lofe,  if,  at  the  latter  day, 
One  atom  could  be  mix'd  of  other  clay, 
^uch  were  the  feature*  of  her  heavenly  face. 
Her  limbs  were  form'd  with  Aich  harmonious  grace: 
Si)  fauhlefs  was  the  frame,  as  if  the  whole 
Had  been  an  emanation  of  the  foul ; 
Which  her  own  inward  fymmctiy  revcai'd; 
And  like  a  pidure  (hone,  in  glafb  anncal'd. 
Or  like  the  fun  eclips'd,  with  ftiadcd  light : 
'Joo  piercing,  tlfc,  to  be  fuftain'd  by  fight. 
Each  thought  was  viCble  that  roll'd  within  : 
As  through  a  cryftal  cafe  the  figur'd  hours  are  fecn. 
And  heaven  did  this  tranfparcnt  veil  provide, 
Bccaufe  fhe  had  no  guihy  thought  lo  hide. 


lind;'^ 
iind.3 


All  white,  a  virgin-faint,  fhe  fought  the  Ikies 

For  marriage,  though  it  fuhics  not,  it  dies 

High  though  her  wit,  yet  humble  was  licrmind; 

As  if  fhe  could  not,  cr  flie  would  not  find 

How  much  her  worth  tranfcendcd  all  her  k 

Yet  (he  had  learn'd  fo  much  of  heaven  below. 

That  when  arriv'd,  flic  fcarce  had  mure  to  know: 

But  only  to  refrclh  the  former  hint; 

And  read  her  Maker  in  a  fairer  print. 

So  pious,  as  (he  had  no  time  to  fpare 

For  human  thciig''ts,  but  was  cuulin'd  to  prayer. 

Yet  in  fuch  cliariiics  fi.e  jafs'd  the  day, 

*Twas  woudrous  hovv  (lie  fourd  an  hour  to  pray. 

A  foul  fo  calm,  it  knew  not  cl'bs  or  flows, 

Which  pafFinn  C(/uld  but  cu:  1,  not  liifkompofc. 

A  female  loftnefs,  with  a  manly  mind  : 

A  daughter  dutecus,  and  a  fiilei  kind  : 

In  Hcknefs  patient,  and  iu  dc&th  lefiga'd. 


ELEGIES   AND   EPITAPHS. 
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XIII. 

E  P  I  T  A  P  H 

ON  MRS.  MARGARET  PA3T0N,  OF  BURNINGHAM,  IN  NORFOLK. 


So  fair,  fo  young,  fo  innocent,  fo  fweet. 

So  ripe  a  juc^gment,  and  fo  raic  a  vvit, 

Require  at  lead  an  age  in  one  to  meet 

In  her  they  met;  but  long  they  could  not  ft?.y, 

'Twas  gold  too  fine  to  mix  without  allay. 


"^      Heaven's  image  was  in  her  fo  well  expreft, 
>      Her  very  fight  upbraided  all  the  reft  ; 
J   I  Too  juftly  ravifli'd  from  an  age  like  this, 
I  Now  Ihe  is  gone,  the  world  is  of  a  piece. 


XIV. 


On  the  Monument  of 


THE  MARQUIS  OF  WINCHESTER. 


He,  who  in  Impious  times  undaunted  ftood, 
And  midft  rebellion  durfl  be  juft  and  good  : 
Whofc  arms  afferted,  and  whofe  fuffcrings  more 
Confirm'd  the  caufe  for  which  he  fought  before  ; 
Refls  here,  rewarded  by  an  heavenly  prince ; 
For  what  his  earthly  could  not  recompence. 
Pray,  reader,  that  fiich  times  no  more  appear  :  . 
Or,  if  they  happen,  learn  true  honour  here. 


Aflc  of  this  age's  faith  and  loyalty. 
Which,  to  preferve  the'.n,  heaven  confin'd  in  thee. 
Few  fiibjcds  could  a  king  like  thine  deferve  : 
And  fewtr,  fuch  a  kin?,  fa  well  could  ferve. 
B!;^  kin^:,  bled  fubje<5l,  whofe  exalted  ftate 
Ey  fuiT  rings  rofe,  and  gave  the  law  to  fate. 
Such  foils  arc  rare,  but  mighty  parterns  given 
To  earth,  and  meant  for  ornaments  to  heaven. 


XV. 


EPITAPH, 

UPON  THE  EARL  OF  ROCHESTER'S  BEING  DISMISSED  FROM  THE  TREASURY, 

IN  1687. 


Here  lies  a  creature  of  indulgent  fate. 
From  Tory  Hyde  rais'd  to  a  chit  of  ftate  ; 
In  chariot  now,  Elifha  like,  he's  hurld 
To  th*  upper  empty  regions  of  the  world  : 
The  airy  thing  cuts  through  the  yielding  Iky ; 
And  as  it  goes  does  into  atoms  fly  : 
While  we  on  earth  fee,  with  no  fmall  delight, 
The  bird  of  prey  turn'd  to  a  paper  kite. 


With  drunken  pride  and  rage  he  did  fo  well, 
The  hated  thin«  without  compaffion  fell; 
By  powerful  force  of  univerfal  prayer. 
The  ill-blown  bubble  is  now  turn'd  to  air  ; 
To  his  firft  lefs  than  nothing  he  is  gone, 
By  his  prepofterous  tranfa<aion ! 

L.  ii] 
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XVI. 

EPITAPH, 

INTENDED  FOR  DRYDEN'S  WIFB. 

Here  lies  my  wife  :  here  let  her  lis  •' 
Now  fl^'s  at  reft,  and  fo  am  L 


XVIL 

EPIGRAM, 

ON  TllE  DUTCHESS  OF  PORTSMOUTH'S  PICTURE. 


ScRB  we  J"  live  by  Cleopatra's  age, 
Since  Sunderland  does  govern  now  the  ftagc  : 
She  of  Sepiimius  had  nothing  made, 
Pompey  alone  had  been  by  her  betray 'd. 


Were  flie  a  poet,  lb?  would  furely  boaft, 
That   all   the  world  for  pearls  had    well  been 
loft. 


xvm, 

PESCP.IPTION  OF  OLD  JAC03  TQNSON  •. 


ng  look,  bull-fac'd,  and  freckled  fair,T  I  ^*^^"fj 
:(t-legs,  with  Judas-colour'd  hair,  V  j  aOil^d,"'' 
•  pores  that  taiiit  the  ambieat  ^ir. — J     |  "  wiitc  i 


With  leering  look,  bull-fac'd,  and  freckled  fair,- 
\Vitb  two  left-lega 
And  frowzy  pores 


♦  On  Tonfon's  refufinj;   to  give  Prvrtfn  flic  price  he 
"     ■  '      his  Vircil,   tlic  Poet  lent  liirn  the  above;  and 
•  'I  c  1   the  (loR  that   he   who  wrote  tlitm,  cm 
;  mure."   'i  he  money  was  paid, 


SONGS,  ODES,  AND  4  MAS^E. 


THE    FAIR    STRANGER, 


A    SONG. 


riAfPY  and  free,  fecurely  bleft  ; 
No  beauty  could  difturb  my  reft  ; 
My  amorous  heart  was  in  defpair, 
To  find  a  new  vidtorious  fair. 

II. 
Till  you,  defcending  on  our  plains. 
With  foreign  force  renew  my  chains ; 
Where  now  you  rule  without  control^ 
The  mighty  fovereign  of  my  foul. 


Your  fmiles  have  more  of  conquering  c^miti 
Than  all  your  native  country  arms : 
Their  troops  we  can  expel  with  eafe. 
Who  vanquiih  only  when  we  pleafe. 

IV. 

But  in  your  eyes,  oh !  there's  the  fpell. 
Who  can  fee  them,  and  not  rebel  \ 
You  make  us  captives  by  your  ftay. 
Yet  kill  us  if  you  go  away. 


11, 


ON  THE  YOUNG  STATESMEN. 


Clarendon  had  law  and  fenfe, 

Clifford  was  fierce  and  brave ; 
Bennet's  grave  look  was  a  pretence, 
^d  Danby's  matchlefs  impudence 
Hclp'd  to  fupf  ort  the  knave. 


But  Sunderland,  Godolphin,  Lory, 
Thefe  will  appear  fuch  chits  in  ftory, 

'Twill  turn  all  politics  to  jefts. 
To  be  repeated  like  John  Dory, 

Whea  fidlers  fing  at  feafls. 
L  iiij^ 
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Prctefl  us,  mighty  Providence, 

What  would  'he'e  iradmen  have  ? 
Firft,  they  wci:M  hrilie  us  without  pence. 
Deceive  vis  without  common  f'  nfe, 

And  without  power  (  nfave. 
Shall  frc<-  born  men,  in  hiiinhle  awe, 

Submit    0  f-  rv'le  fhnme; 
Wh-^  from  fopfent  nd  cudom  draw 
The  lame  ri:;hr  to  b'-  rul'd  by  law. 

Which  kings  pretend  to  reign  ? 


The  duke  fha'I  wield  his  conquering  fworu. 

The  chancellor  make  a  fpeech, 
The  king  fhall  pi  Is  his  honed  word, 
The  pawn'U  revenue  fum^  afford. 

And  rhen,  come  kifs  my  breech. 
So  have  I  feen  a  king  on  chefs 

(His  ro(>ks  and  knio;hts  withdrawn. 
His  queen  and  hiflicp  in  diflrefs) 
Shifting  3bout,  grtw  lei's  and  lefs, 

With  here  and  there  a  pavrn. 


HI. 


A  SONG  FOR  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAY,  1687. 


^•"roj.!  harmony,  from  heavenly  harmony 
This  imiverfal  frame  hegan  : 
When  nature  untisrnearh  a  heap 

Of  jarring  atom*  I  i) , 
And  could  not  heave  her  head, 
Tlie  tinrful  voire  was  herd  fiom  high, 

Arife,  ye  more  'ban  dead. 
Then  cold,  and  hot,  a*  d  moift,  ai;d  dry, 
Jn  order  to  their  ftations  leap, 

Ai.d  Mufic's  power  obi-y. 
From  l-.aimoti), from  lesvenly  barmony, 
This  iiuiverral  frame  began  : 
From  hirmci.y  to  barmory 
Through  all  tbe  ccnipi.'s  of   he  notes  it  ran, 
'J  he  diapafon  dofing  f i  II  ,n  Man. 

II. 
What  psfrim  T.nnot  Mufir  raife  and  quell! 
W  hcu  Ju^rl  ftii   b  the  chorded  fhell, 
His  Vif.!  ning  brrtbren  I'ood  around, 
And,  word'ring,  ci  thei'  fjces  fell 
'i'o  v'orn:.p  f.:ut  reltftial  found. 
I/efs>  than  a   God  thty  thought  there  could  not 
<'wdl 
Wiilnn  ;hc  hollow  ofth.it  (hell, 
That  fpoke  fa  fweetly  and  fo  well. 
What  paflion  cannot  N'Ujfic  raift  and  quell  ? 
III. 
The  trumpet's  luiid  clangor 

Exi  ••C8  us  (o  a'm>!, 
Wi'b  flirill  i:otcs  ot  anger 

And  mortal  alarms. 
The  double  double  double  beat 
or  the  thundering  drum 
Cries,  bark  1  the  foes  conic  ; 
Charge,  Charge,  'tis  too  late  to  retreat. 


The  foft  complaining  flute 

In  dying  notes  difcovers 

The  woes  of  hopclefs  lovers, 
Whofc  dirge  is  whilper'd  by  the  warbling  lute. 
v. 

Sharp  violins  proclaim 
Their  jealous  pangs,  and  defperation, 
Fury,  frantic  indignation. 
Depth  of  pains,  and  height  of  paflion, 
For  the  fair,  difdainful  dame. 

VI. 

But  oh  !  what  art  can  teach, 

What  human  voice  can  reach 
'I'bc  facred  organ's  praife  ? 
Notes  infpiring  holy  love. 
Notes  that  wing  their  heavenly  wayi 
To  mend  the  choirs  above. 

VII. 

Orpheus  could  lead  the  favagc  race; 
And  trees  uprooted  left  their  place, 

Sequacious  of  the  lyre  : 
But  bright  Cecilia  rais'd  the  wonder  higher  : 
When  to  her  organ  vocal  breath  was  given, 
An  angel  heard,  and  flraight  appcar'd 

Miflaking  earth  for  heaven. 

GRAND  CHORUS. 
As  from  the  po^vtr  cf fjcred  /jyj, 

Tbi  fplxres  began  to  meve, 
And  Jung  the  great  Creator  i  praije  ** 

To  all  tbe  hUfid  above  ;  .J 

So  ivben  the  lajl  and  dreadful  hour 
Tbif  crumblirg  pageant  Jball  de^-our, 
Tbe  trumpet  Jhall  be  heard  on  high, 
The  deadjhall  live,  tie  living  die. 
And  Mu/icjball  untune  tbefiy. 


SONGS. 


««f 


THE    TEARS    OF  AMYNTA, 

FOR  THE  DEATH  OF  DAMON, 

A     SONG. 


O  N  a  bank,  beCde  a  willow. 
Heaven  her  covering,  earth  her  pillow, 
Sad  Amynta  figh'd  alone  : 
From  the  cheerlefs  dawn  of  morning 
Till  the  dews  of  night  returning, 
Sighing  thus  fhe  made  her  moan  : 
Hope  is  banifh'd, 
Joys  are  vanifli'd, 
Damon,  my  belov'd,  is  gone ! 
II. 
Time,  I  dare  thee  to  difcover 
Such  a  youth,  and  fuch  a  lover  ; 
Oh  !  fo  true,  fo  kind  was  he  ! 
Damon  was  the  pride  of  nature. 
Charming  in  his  every  feature ; 


Damon  liv'd  alone  for  me ; 

Melting  kiffes, 

Murmuring  blifles: 
Who  fo  liv'd  and  lov'd  as  we  ! 
III. 
Never  fliall  wc  curfe  the  morning. 
Never  blefs  the  night  returning, 
Sweet  embraces  to  reftore  : 
Never  (hall  we  both  lie  dying. 
Nature  failing,  Love  fupplying 
All  the  joys  he  drain  before : 

Death,  come  end  mc 

To  befriend  me ; 
Love  and  Damon  are  no  more. 


V. 
A    SONG. 


Sylvia  the  fair,  in  the  bloom  of  fifteen. 

Felt    an    innocent  warmth    as  fhe    lay  on  the 

green :  [gueft 

She  had  heard  of  a  pleafure,  and  fomething  Ihe 
By  the  towzing,  and  tumbling,  and  touching  her 

breaft : 
She  faw  the  men  eager,  but  was  at  a  lofs. 
What  they  meant  by  their  fighing,  and  kiffing 

fo  clofe; 


By  their  praying  and  whining, 

And  clafping  and  twining, 

And  panting  and  wifliing, 

And  fighing  and  kifling, 

And  fighing  and  kifling  fo  clofe. 
II. 
Ah!  fliecry'd;  ah!  for  a  languilhing  maid, 
In  a  country  of  Chriftians,  to  die  without  aid ! 
Not  a  Whig,  or  a  Tory,  or  Trimmer  at  leaft, 
Or  a  Proteftant  parfon,  or  Catholic  prieft, 


tfo 


T'  inftruA  a  youpg  virgin*,  that  is  at  a  lofs, 
What  they  meant  by  their  fighing,  and  kifling 
fe  dofe ! 

By  their  praying  and  whining, 

And  clafping  and  twining, 

And  panting  and  wiftiing. 

And  fighing  and  kifling. 

And  fighing  and  kifling  fo  clofe, 

JU. 

Cupid  in  fiiape  of  a  fwain  did  appear, 

He  faw  the  fad  wound,  and  in  pity  drew  near ; 


THE  WORKS  OF  DRYDEN. 

Then  fliew'd  her  his  arrow,  and  bid  her  not  fear  t 
For  the  pain  was  no  more  than  a  maiden    may 


bear 

When  the  balm  was  infus'd,  (he  was  not  at  a  lofs, 
I  What  they  meant  by  their  fighing,  and  kifiing 
fo  clofe ; 
By  their  praying  and  whining, 
And  clafping  and  twining, 
And  panting  and  wifliing, 
Apd  fighing  and  kifling, 
And  fighing  and  kifling  fo  clofe. 


VI. 


THE    LADY'S    SONG. 


A  CHom  of  bright  beauties  in  fpring  did  appear, 

To  choofe  a  May-lady  to  govern  the  year  ; 

All  the  nymphs  were  in  white,  and  the  fhepherds 

in  green ; 
The  garland  was  given,  and  Phyllis  was  queen : 
But  Phyllis  refus'd  it,  and  fighing  did  fay, 
I'll  not  wear  a  garland  while  Pan  is  away. 

II. 
While  Pan  and  fair  Syrinx  are  fled  from  our  (hore. 
The  Graces  are  baniih'd,  and  love  is  no  more  : 
The  foft  God  of  pleafure  that  warni'd  our  defires, 
Has  broken  his  bow  and  extinguiih'd  his  fires  : 


And  TOWS  that  himfelf   and    his  mother    will 

mourn. 
Till  Pan  and  fair  Syrinx  in  triumph  return. 

III. 
Forbear  your  addrefles,  and  court  us  no  more ; 
For  we  will  perform  what  the  deity  fworc  : 
But  if  you  dare  think  of  deferving  our  charmi. 
Away  with  your  fiieephoo^s,    and   take   to  yonr 

arms : 
Then   laurels  and  myrtles  your  brows  {hall  a^ 

dorn. 
When  Pan,  and  his  fon,  and  fair  Syrinx,  return. 


VII. 


A    SONG, 


Fair,  fweet,  and  young,  receive  a  prize 

Refcrv'd  for  your  vidlorious  eyes  : 

From  crowds,  whom  at  your  feet  you  fee, ' 

O  pity,  and  diflinguifli  me  ! 

A  I  from  thoufand  beauties  more 

DiQinguiih  you,  and  ofily  you  adore. 


Vour  face  for  conqueft  was  defign'd. 
Your  every  motion  charms  my  mind; 
Angels,  when  you  your  filence  break, 
Forget  their  hymns,  to  hear  you  fpeak ; 
But  when  at  once  they  hear  and  view. 
Arc  loth  Co  mount,  and  long  to  flay  with  you* 


SONGS. 


t^t 


jMo  graces  can  your  form  improve, 
But  all  are  loft,  unlefs  you  love ; 


While  that  fweet  paflion  you  difdain, 
Your  veil  and  beauty  are  in  vain : 
In  pity  then  prevent  my  fate. 
For  after  dying  all  repreives  top  late. 


VIII. 
A     SONG. 


High  ftatc  and  honours  to  others  import, 

But  give  me  your  heart : 
That  treafure,  that  treafure  alone, 

I  beg  for  my  own. 
So  gentle  a  love,  fo  fervent  a  fir», 

My  foul  does  infpire ; 
That  treafure,  that  treafure  alone, 

I  beg  for  my  own. 
Your  love  let  me  crave ; 


Gi*e  me  In  pofleffing 
So  matchlefs  a  blefTing ; 
That  empire  is  all  I  would  havea 
Love's  my  petition. 
All  my  ambition ; 
If  e'er  you  difcover 
So  faithful  a  lover. 
So  real  a  flame, 
I'll  die,  I'll  die. 
So  give  up  my  game. 


IX, 


RONDELAY, 


CntoE  found  Amyntas  lying, 

All  in  tears  upon  the  plain  ;■ 
Sighing  to  himfelf,  and  crying, 

Wretched  I,  to  love  in  vain  ! 
Kifs  me,  dear,  before  my  dying ; 

Kifs  me  once,  and  eafe  my  pain ! 
II. 
Sighing  to  himfclf,  and  crying,  . 

Wretched  I,  to  love  in  vain  ! 
]Ever  fcorning,  and  denying 

To  reward  your  faithful  fwain  : 
Jtifs  me,  dear,  before  my  dying ; 

Kifs  me  once,  and  eafe  my  pain ! 


Ever  fcorning,  and  denying 
To  reward  your  faithful  fwain. 

Chloe,  laughing  at  his  crying. 
Told  him,  that  he  lov'd  in  va\n  : 

Kifs  me,  dear,  before  my  dying; 
Kifs  me  once,  and  eafe  my  pain! 

IV. 

Chloe,  laughing  at  his  crying, 
Told  him,  that  he  lov'd  in  vain  : 

But,  repenting,  and  complying, 
When  he  kifs'd,  fhe  kifo'd  again  i 

Kifs'd  him  up  before  his  dying; 
Kifc'd  him  up,  and  eas'd  his  paifl^ 


Jr» 
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A 


X. 
SONG. 


Go  tell  Amynta,  gentle  fwain, 
I  would  not  die,  nor  dare  complain  ; 
Thy  tuneful  voice  with  numbers  join. 
Thy  words  will  more  prevail  than  mine. 
To  fouls  opprefs'd,  and  dumb  with  grief. 
The  gods  ordain  this  kind  relief; 
That  mufic  fhould  in  founds  convey, 
What  dying  lovers  dare  not  fay. 


A  figh  or  tear,  perhaps,  ftie'Ilgive, 
But  love  on  pity  cannot  live. 
Tell  her  that  hearts  for  hearts  were  made. 
And  love  with  love  is  only  paid. 
Tell  her  my  pains  fo  fall  increafe, 
That  foon  they  will  be  paft  redrefs; 
But  ah  i  the  wretch  that  fpeechlefs  lies. 
Attends  but  death  to  cbfe  his  eyes. 


XI. 

A    SONG. 

TO  A  FAIR  YOUNG  LADY,  GOING  OUT  OF  THE  TOWN  IN  THE  SPRING. 


A.SK  not  the  caufe,  why  fullen  Spring 

So  long  delays  her  fluwcrs  to  bear ; 
Thy  warbling  birds  forget  to  fing. 

And  winter  llorms  invert  the  year  t 
Chloris  is  gone,  and  fate  provides 
To  make  it  Spring,  where  ihe  refidet. 

II. 
Chloris  13  gone,  the  croel  fair , 

She  caft  not  back  a  pitying  eye : 
But  left  h-r  lov-r  in  defpair, 

To  figh,  to  languilh,  and  to  die  : 
Ah,  how  can  thofc  fair  eyes  endure 
To  give  the  wounds  they  will  not  cure ! 


Great  god  of  love,  why  hail  thou  made 
A  face  that  can  all  hearts  command, 

That  all  religions  can  invade, 

And  change  the  laws  of  every  land  ? 

Where  thou  hadft  plac'd  fuch  power  before. 

Thou  Ihouldft  have  made  her  mercy  more. 

IV. 

When  Chloris  to  the  temple  comes. 
Adoring  crowds  before  her  fall ; 

She  can  rcftore  the  dead  from  tombs. 
And  every  life  but  mine  recal, 

I  only  am  by  Love  deCgn'd 

To  be  the  vidim  for  nunkin^ 


S    O    N    G    S' 


%-}f 


XII. 
A    SONG. 

FROM  MARRIAGE  A-LA-MODEf. 


Wf  HT  flieuld  a  foolifli  marriage-vow, 

Which  ion^  ago  was  made, 
Oblige  us  to  each  other  now. 
When  paffion  is  decay'd! 
We  lov'd,  and  we  lov'd,  as  long  as  we  could, 

Till  our  love  -vfras  lov'd  out  of  us  both  ; 
But  our  marriage  is  dead,  when  the  plcafures 
arc  fled  ? 
*Twas  pleafure  firit  made  it  an  oath. 


If  i  have  pleafures  for  a  friend. 

And  fachjr  love  in  flore, 
What  wrong  has  he,  whofe  joys  did  end. 
And  who  could  give  no  more  \ 

'Tis  a  madnefs  that  he 

Should  be  jealous  of  me, 
Or  that  I  fhould  bar  him  of  another : 

For  all  we  can  gain 

Is  to  give  ourfelves  pain. 
When  neither  can  hinder  die  other. 


XIII. 


SONG, 

FROM  TYRANNIC  LOVE. 


Ar,  how  fvvect  it  is  to  love ! 

Ah,  how  gay  is  young  ilefire  ! 

And  what  pleafing  pains  we  prove 

When  we  firfl:  approach  love's  fire ! 
Pains  of  love  be  fweeter  far 
Than  all  other  pleafures  are. 

Sighs  which  are  from  lovers  blowa 
Do  but  gently  heave  the  heart : 
E'en  the  tears  they  fhed  alont 
Curs,  like  trickling  baUn,  their  fmart. 

Ivovers,  when  they  lofe  their  breath, 

Bleed  away  in  cafy  death. 


Love  and  Time  with  reverence  ufe, 
Treat  them  like  a  parting  friend : 
Nor  the  golden  gifts  refufe 
Which  in  youth  finccrc  they  fend  : 
For  each  year  their  price  is  more, 
And  they  lefs  ilmple  than  before. 

Love,  like  fpring-tide»  full  and  highf 
Swells  in  every  youthful  vein  : 
But  each  tide  does  lefs  fuppl^- 
Till  they  quite  fhrink  in  again  : 
If  a  flow  in  age  appear, 
'Tis  but  rain,  and  runs  not  clear. 


t  There  are  feveral  excellent  fongs  m  his  "  King  Arthur,"  which  fliould  have  been  copied,  But 
that  they  are  fo  interwoven  with  the  ftory  of  the  drama  that  it  would  be  Improper  to  feparate  them. 
There  is  alfo  a  fong  in  "  Love  in  a  Nunnery;"  and  aoother  ia  «  The  Puke  of  Guife;"  but  neither 
•f  them  worth  traafciibinj. 


m 
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XIV. 


ALEXANDER'S    FEAST 


O   K, 


THE   POWER   OF   MUSIC. 


AN  ODE   IN   HONOUR   OF  ST.   CECELIA's   DAY. 


'TwAi  at  the  royal  feaft,  for  Perfia  won 
By  Philip's  warlike  fon  : 

Aloft  in  awful  (late 

The  godlike  hero  fate 
On  his  imperial  throne  : 

His  valiant  peers  were  plac'd  around ; 
Their  brows  with  rofes  and  with  myrtles  bound. 

(So  ftiould  defert  in  arms  be  crown'd  :) 
The  lovely  Thais,  by  his  fide, 
Sate  like  a  blooming  Eaftern  bride, 
In  flower  of  youth  and  beauty's  pride. 

Happy,  happy,  happy  pair ! 

None  but  the  brave, 

None  but  the  brave, 

None  but  the  brave  deferves  the  fair. 

.  CHORUS. 

Jlappy,  happy,  happy  pair  ! 
J^one  but  the  brave., 
JVonf  but  the  hraile, 
J^onc  but  the  brave  deferves  the  fair, 
II. 
Timothcus,  plac'd  on  high 
Amid  the  tuneful  quire, 
With  flying  fingers  touch'd  the  lyre : 
The  trembling  notes  afcend  the  Iky, 

And  heavenly  joys  infpirc. 
The  fong  began  from  Jove, 
Who  left  his  blifsful  feats  above, 
(Such  ik  the  power  of  mighty  love.) 
A  dragon's  fiery  form  bely'd  the  god  J 
Subhme  on  radiant  fpircs  he  rode, 

When  he  to  fair  Olympia  prcfs'd : 
And  whjde  he  fought  her  kiowy  brea&  : 


Then,  round  her  flender  vraift  he  curl'd, 

And  ftamp'd  an  image  of  himfelf,  a  fovereigri  of 

the  world. 
The  liftening  crowd  admire  the  lofty  found, 
A  prefent  deity,  they  fhout  around  : 
A  prefent  deity  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound  : 

With  ravifli'd  ears 

The  monarch  hears, 

Aflumes  the  god, 

Affedts  to  nod. 
And  feems  to  ihake  the  fpheres. 

CHORUS. 

V^ith  ravifb^d  ears 
The  manarch  hears, 
Affumes  the  god, 
AffeSis  to  hod. 
And  feems  to  fhake  the  fpheres. 
III. 
The  praife  of  Bacchus  then,  the  fweet  muficiactfun^ 
Of  Bacchus  ever  fair  and  ever  young  : 
The  jolly  god  ih  triumph  comes  ; 
Sound  tho  truthpets ;  beat  the  drum<  ; 
Flulh'd  with  a  purple  grace 
He  flieWs  his  honcft  face  : 
Now  give  the  hautboys  breath ;    he  comes,  he 
comes. 
Bacchus,  every  fair  and  young. 

Drinking  joys  did  firfl  ordain ; 
Bacchus'  blefRngs  arc  a  treafure, 
Drinking  is  tha  foldier's  pleafure  i 
Rich  the  treafure. 
Sweet  the  pleafure, 
Sweet  is  pleafure  after  painj 


O    I>    E    S. 


Iffl 


CHORUS. 

Sacchus'  hlejfings  are  a  treafurCf 
Drinking  is  the  foldier^ s  pleafure  ; 

Rich  the  treafure, 

Snueet  the  pleafure  ; 
Sweet  is  pleafure  after  pain. 


Sooth'd  with  the  found,  the  king  grew  vain  ; 
Fought  all  his  battles  o'er  again ; 
And  thrice  he  routed  all  his  foes ;  and  thrice  flew 
the  ilain. 
The  mafter  faw  the  madnefs  rife ; 
His  glowing  checks,  his  ardent  eyes; 
And  while  he  heaven  and  earth  defy'd, 
Chang'd  his  hand,  and  check'd  his  pride. 
He  chofe  a  mournful  Mufe 
Soft  pity  to  infufe  : 
He  fung  Darius  great  and  good, 

By  too  fevere  a  fate, 
Fallen,  fallen,  fallen,  fallen, 
Fallen  from  his  high  eftate. 
And  weltring  in  his  blood ; 
Defertcd,  at  his  utpioft  need, 
By  thofe  his  former  bounty  fed  : 
Ob  the  bare  earth  expos'd  he  lies. 
With  not  a  friend  to  clofe  his  eyes. 
With  down-caft  looks  the  joylefs  vi(5ior  fate 
Revolving  in  his  alter'd  foul 

The  various  turns  of  chance  below ; 
And,  now  and  then,  a  figh  he  ftole ; 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 


CHORUS. 
SevtMng  in  his  altered  foul 

The  various  turns  of  chance  helezv  ; 
^nd,  no-w  and  then,  afigh  he  fiole  i 

And  teari  began  to  flow. 

V. 

The  mighty  mafter  fmil'd,  to  fee 
That  love  was  in  the  next  degree  ; 
'Twas  but  a  kindred  found  to  move, 
Fdr  pity  melts  the  mind  to  love. 
Softly  fweet,  in  Lydian  meafures. 
Soon  he  footh'd  his  foul  to  pleafures. 
War,  he  fung,  is  toil  and  trouble  j 
Honour  but  an  empty  bubble ; 

Never  ending,  ftill  beginning, 
lighting  ftill,  and  ftill  dcftroying  : 

If  the  world  be  worth  thy  winning,. 
Think,  O  think,  it  worth  enjoying : 
Lovely  Thais  fits  befide  thee. 
Take  the  good  the  gods  provide  thee. 
The  many  rend  the  Ikies  with  loud  applaufe ; 
So  Love  was  crown'd,  but  Mufic  won  the  caufe. 
The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  pain, 
Gaz'd  on  the  fair 
Who  caus'd  his  care 
And  figh'd  and  look'd,  figh'd  and  look'd, 
Sigh'd  and  look'd,  and  figh'd  again : 
At  length,  with  love  and  wine  at  once  oppi-efj'd, 
TJie  vau^viftl'd  viftor  ftink  upon  her  breaft. 


CHORUS. 


The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  bit  pcaHy ' 
Gax'dott  the  fair 
IVho  caused  bis  care, 
AndftgVd  and  looked,  and  figh'd  and  looVdj 
Sighed  and  look  d,  and  figh'd  again  : 
At  length,  tvitb  lo-oe  and  -wine  at  once  opprefs'd. 
The  ■uanquifh'd  vl&orfunk  upon  btr  bre^. 

VI. 

Now  ftrikc  the  golden  lyre  again  : 
A  louder  yet,  and  yet  a  louder  ftraln. 
Break  his  bands  of  iieep  afunder, 
And  roufe  him,  like  a  rattling  peal  of  thundeq^ 
Hark,  hark,  the  horrid  found 
Has  rais'd  up  his  head  : 
As  awak'd  from  the  dead. 
And  amaz'd,  he  ftarcs  around. 
Revenge,  revenge,  TImotheui  cries. 
See  the  furies  arife  : 
See  the  fnakes  that  they  rear, 
How  they  hifs  in  their  hair, 
And  the  fparkles  that  flafli  from  their  eyes  I 
Behold  a  ghaftly  band. 
Each  a  torch  in  his  hand  I 
Thofe  are  Grecian  ghofts,  that  in  battle  were  ffaiit; 
And  unbury'd  remain 
Inglorious  on  the  plaia  : 
Give  the  vengeance  due 
To  the  valiant  crew. 
Behold  how  they  tofs  their  torches  on  high. 
How  they  point  to  the  Perfian  abodes. 
And  glittering  temples  of  their  hoftile  gods. 
The  princes  applaud,  with  a  furious  joy ; 
^nd  the  king  feia'd  a  flambeau  with  zeal  to  dcllroy; 
Thais  led  the  way. 
To  light  him  to  his  prey. 
And,  like  another  Helen,  fir'd  another  Troy. 

CHORUS. 

And  the  Hag  feiz' da  flambeau  ivitb  zeal  to  dejlrey  j 

Thais  kd  the  -way. 

To  light  him  to  his  prey. 
And,  Hie  another  Helen,  fir'd  another  Trey, 

VII. 

Thus,  long  ago. 
Ere  heaving  bellows  learn'd  r.o  hlov, 

While  organs  yet  were  mute  ; 
Timotheus,  to  his  breathing  Akcc, 
And  founding  lyre, 
CoulcTfwell  the  foul  to  rage,  or  kindle  foft  dcfire. 
At  laft  divine  Cecilia  came, 
Invcntrefs  of  the  vocal  frame ; 
The  fweet  enthufiaft,  from  her  facred  ftorc, 
Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  bound*. 
And  added  length  to  folemn  founds,      [for*. 
With  nature's  mother-wit,  and  arts  unknown  be- 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize. 

Or  both  divide  the  crown ; 
He  rais'd  a  mortal  to  the  ikies  3 
She  drew  sn  a;7gel  down, 
\ 
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At  lajl,  divine  Cecilia  (ume, 
In-uentrefs  of  the  vocal  frame  ; 
Thefiveet  enth  -Jiajl .  from  her  facredjlore^ 
£iilarg'J  the  former  narro-w  bounds. 
And  added  Ungtb  to  folemn  founds  ^ 


With  nature  s  mother-iuit ,  and  arts  uninotoM  ieforti 

Let  old  Timothc  us  yield  the  prize. 

Or  both  divide  the  crt-wii  ; 
He  raiz'd  a  mortal  to  thejlies; 

She  drezu  an  ungel  di/ivn. 


XIII. 


THE  SECULAR  MASQUE. 


£nter  Janos. 
JAMUS>  Chronos,  Chronos,  mend  thy  pace. 
An  hundred  times  the  rolling  fun 
Around  the  radiant  belt  has  run 
In  his  revolving  race. 
Behold,  behold  the  goal  in  fight, 
Spread  thy  fans  and  wing  thy  flight. 

Muter  Chronos  tvlih  afcythein  his  hand,  and  a  globe 

tn  bis  back  ;  "which  hefets  doivn  at  his  entrance, 
Chronos.    Weary,  weary  of  my  weight. 
Let  me,  let  me  droop  my  freight, 

And  leave  the  world  behind. 
I  could  not  bear, 
Another  year. 
The  load  of  human-kind. 

Enter  MoMUS  laughing.  [done, 

MoMus.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  ha !  ha !  ha !  well  hall  thou 
To  lay  down  thy  pack. 
And  lighten  thy  back, 
The  world  was  a  fool,  e'er  fince  it  begun, 
Andfince  neither  Janus, norChronos,nor  I, 
Can  hinder  the  crimes. 
Or  mend  the  bad  times, 
'Tis  better  to  laugh  than  to  cry. 
Cho.  of  all  three.      'Tis  better  to  laugh  than  to  cry. 
Jan  VS.     Since  Momus  comes  to  laugh  below, 
Old  Time  begin  the  ftiov?; 
That  he  may  fee,  in  every  fcene. 
What  changes  in  this  age  have  been. 
Chronos.  Then,  goddcfs  of  the  filver  bow,  begin, 
\_Horns,  or  hunting  muftc,  ivithin.l 

Enter  DlANA. 

Diana.  With  horns  and  with  hounds,  I  awaken 

the  day  ; 

And  hyc  to  the  woodland-walks  away ; 

I  tuck  up  my  robe,  and  am  bulkin'd  foon, 

And  tic  to  my  forehead  a  wcjiing  moon. 


I  courfe  the  fleet  ftag.unkennel'd  the  for. 
And  chace  the  wild  goats  o'er  fummits 

of  rocks. 
With  fliouring  and   hooting  we  pierce 

through  the  iky,  ['^T* 

And  Echo  turns  hunter,  and  doubles  the 

Cho.  of  all.    IVith  Jhauting    and    hooting    -we   pierce 
through  thejky, 
And  Echo  turns  hunter, and  doubles  the  cry, 

Janus.      Then  our  age  was  in  't's  prime, 
Chronos.  Free  from  rage  : 

Diana.     And  free  from  crime. 

Momus.    A  very  merry,  dancing,  drinking, 

Laughing, quaffing,and  unthinking  time. 

Cho.  of  all.   Then  our  age  ivas  in  't's  prime. 

Free  from  rage,  and  free  from  crime, 
A  very  merry,  dancing,  drinking. 
Laughing,  qu-JJing,  and  unthinking  time. 
\_Dance  of  Diana' s  attendants  J] 

Enter  Mars. 
Mars.      Infpire  the  vocal  brafs,  infpire ; 
The  world  is  part  its  infant  age ; 
Arms  and  honour. 
Arms  and  honour. 
Set  the  marcial  mind  on  fire, 
And  kindle  manly  rage. 
Mars  has  look'd  the  flcy  to  red  ; 
And  Peace,  the  lazy  good,  is  fled. 
Plenty,  peace, and  pleafurc  fly; 

The  fprightly  green. 
In  woodland  walks,  no  more  is  fccn ; 
The  Sprightly  green  has  drunk  the  Tf» 
rian  dye. 
Cho.  of  all.   Plenty,  peace,  &C. 
Mars.     Sound  the  trumpet,  beat  the  drum^ 
Throujjh  all  the  world  around, 
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.Inund  a  reveille,  found,  found, 
1  lis  warrior  god  is  come. 
Clio,  of  all.    Sound  the  trumpet,   &C. 
jMomus    Thy  Iword  wiihin  the  fcabbard  keep, 
And  let  mankind  agree  ; 
Better  the  world  were  faft  afleep, 
Then  ke|>t  awake  by  thee. 
The  fools  are  only  thinner. 

With  all  our  coft  and  care ; 
But  neither  fide  a  winner, 
For  things  are  as  they  were. 

Cho.  of  all.   The  fuols   are  only,   &c. 

Enter  VeNUS. 
Venus.     Calms  appear,  when  ftorms  are  paft  ; 

Love  will  have  his  hour  at  lall  : 

Nature  is  my  kindly  cere  ; 

Mars  deftroys,  and  I  repair  : 
.    Take  me,  take  me,  while  you  may, 

Venus  comes  not  every  day. 
Cho.  of  all.  Take  her,  take  her,  &c. 
CHRoNos.The  world  was  then  fo  light, 

I  fcarcely  felt  the  weight ; 


Joy  rul'd  the  day,  and  love  the  nigTit. 

But  fince  the  queen  of  pleafure  lelt  the 
ground, 
I  faint,  [  lag, 
And  feebly  drag 

The'ponderous  orb  around. 
MoMUS.  All,  all  of  a  piece  throughout; 
Point- "^ 

ing  to  C  Thy  chace  had  a  beaft  in  view^; 
Diana,  j 

[To  Mars.]  Thy  wars  brought  nothing  about ; 
[To  Venus  ]  Thy  lovers  were  all  untrue. 
Janus.     'Tis  well  an  old  age  is  out, 
Chronos  And  tine  to  begin  a  new. 
Cho.  of  all.  All,  all  of  a  p'-ece  throughout ; 

Thy  chace  bad  a  beajl  in  iiietv ; 

Thy  luars  hrought  nothiny  about ; 

Thy  lo-verj  luere  all  untrue. 

'  Tis  ivell  an  old  age  is  out, 

yind  time  to  Lcyin  aneiv. 

Dance  of  huntfmen,  nymphs,  varriors,  and  Icvcri, 


XV. 

SONG 

OF  A  SCHOLAR  AND  HIS  MISTRESS, 

Vv^KO  BEING  CROSS'D  BY  THEIR  FRIENDS,  FELL  MAD  FOR  ONE  ANOTHER; 
AND  NOV/  FIRST  MEET  IN  BEDLAM. 


[Mtfsic  within.] 

The  Lo-vers  enter  at  oppofite  doers,  each  held  by  a 
Keeper. 
t'HYLLis.LooK,  laok,  I  fee — I  fee  my  love  ap- 
pear ! 
'Tis  he — 'Tis  he  alone; 
For,  like  him,  ihere  is  none  : 
'Tis  the  dear,  dear  man,  'cis  thee,  dear, 
/tMy NTAs.  Hark '.  the  winds  war ; 
The  foamy  vaves  roar ; 
I  fee  a  fhip  afar  : 

Toffing  and  tolling,  and  making  to.. the 
fliore  : 
But  what's  that  I  view,' 
.So  radiant  of  bue^- 
Vot.  VI. 


St.  Hermo,  St.  Hermo,  that  fits  upon 
the  fails  ? 
Ah  I  No,  no,  no. 
St.  Hermo,  never,  never  {none  fo  brighf  ; 
'Tis  Phyllis,   only   Phyllis,  can  fnoot  io 

fair  a  light  : 
'Tis  Phyllis,  'tis  Phyllis,  that  faves  the 

fhip  alone. 
For  all  the  v/inds  are  hufti'd,  and  llic 
ftorm  is  overblown. 
PaYLLis.  Let  me  go,  let   me  run,  let  me  fly  to 

his  arms. 
A^TNTAS.  If  all   the  fates  combine,' 
And  all  the  furies  j.iin, 
I'll  forre  my  way  to  Phyllis,  and  trea'f 
through  the  charm. 
M 
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[Here    they  Irealfrem  their  keepers,  run 
to  each  other,  and  embrace.^ 
PiiYlLis.  Shall  I  mairy  the  man  I  love  ? 

And  fliall  I  conclude  my  pains  ? 
Now  blcis'd  be  the  powers  above, 
1  feel  the  blood  bound  in  my  veins; 
With  a  lively  leap  it  began  to  move, 
And  the  vapours  leave  my  brains. 
AMTNTAS.Body join'd  to  body,  and  heart  joiri'd 
to  heart, 
To  make  iare  of  the  cure, 


Go  call  the  man  in  black,  to  mumbis 
o'er  his  part. 
Phyllis.  But  fuppofe  he  ibould  flay — 
Amyntas.  At  word  if  he  delay, 

'Tis  a  work  muft  be  done, 

We'll  borrow  but  a  day. 

And  the  better,  the  fooner  begun, 

Cho.  of  both.  At  ivctfi  if  he  delay,   &C. 

[T/ifjr  run  out  together  hand  in  hani. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES, 


I. 


PROLOGUE, 


SPOKEN  THE  FIRST  DAY  OF  THE  KING'S  HOUSE  ACTING  AFTER 

THE  FIRE. 


So  fiiipwreck'd  paffengers  efcape  to  land, 
So  look  they,  when  on  the  bare  beach  they  (land 
Dropping  and  cold,  and  their  fiift  fear  fcarce  o'er, 
Fr.peiSling  famine  on  a  defert  fhore. 
From  that  hard  climate  we  muft  wait  for  bread, 
Whence  ev'n  the  natives,  forc'd  by  hunger,  fledi 
Our  ftage  does  human  chance  prefent  to  view, 
But  ne'er  before  was  feen  fo  fadly  true  : 
You  are  chang'd  too,  and  your  pretence  to  fee 
Is  but  a  nobler  name  for  charity. 
Your  own  provifions  furnifli  out  our  feafts. 
While  you  the  founders  make  yourfelves  the  guefts. 
Of  all  mankind  befide  fate  had  feme  care. 
But  for  poor  wit  no  portion  did  prepare, 
Tis  left  a  rent-charge  to  the  brave  and 


.  fair.       J 


You  cherifti'd  it,  and  now  its  fall  you  motirtt, 

Which  blind  unmanner'd  zealots  make  their  fcoFtl) 

Who  think  that  fire  a  judgment  on  the  flagCj 

Wljich  fpar'd  not  temples  in  its  furious  rage,  i 

But  as  our  new-built  city  rifes  higher, 

So  from  old  theatre;  mi.j  new  afpire, 

Since  fate  contrives  magnificence  'oy  fire. 

Our  great  metropolis  does  far  furpafs 

Whate'er  is  now,  and  equals  all  that  was  : 

Our  wit  as  far  does  fcjrei^n  wit  excel. 

And  like  a  king,  fhi.uld  in  a  palace  dwell. 

But  we  with  golden  hopts  are  va-nly  fed, 

Talk  high,  and  cntt-rtain  you  in  i  fhed  : 

Your  prefeuce  here,  for  which  we  humbly  fuCj 

Will  grace  old  theatres,  and  buiid  up  new. 


II* 


PROLOGUE, 


SiPOKEN  AT  THE  OPENING  OP  THE  NEW  HOUSE, 
MARCH  a6.  1674. 


A  ptAiN  built  houfe,  after  fo  long  a  fta^j 
Will  fend  you  half  unfatisfy'd  away ; 
When,  fall'n  from  your  cxpecfted  pomp,  you  find 
A  bars  eonvenience  only  is  defign'dj 


You,  who  each  day  can  theatres  behpld^ 
Like  Nero's  palace,  fliining  all  with  goldj 
Our  mean  ungilded  flage  will  fcorn,  we  feSfj 
Aiid,  ifit  the  homely  room,  difdain  the  ch«»r* 
M  ij  ' 
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wn.  J 


Yet  now  cheap  druggets  to  a  mode  are  grown, 
And  a  plain  fuit.  fmce  we  can  make  but  one, 
I»  better  than  to  be  by  tarnifh'd  gawdry  known. 
They,  who  are  by  your  favours  wealthy  made, 
"With  mighty  fums  may  carry  on  the  trade  : 
We,  broken  bankers,  half  deflroy'd  by  fire,         T 
With  our  fmall  ftock  to  humble  roofs  retire  ;      > 
Pity  Gur  lofs  while  you  their  pomp  admire.       J 
For  fame  and  honeur  we  no  longer  ftrive, 
We  yield  in  both,  and  only  beg  to  live  : 
Unable  to  fupport  their  vaft  e5cpence. 
Who  build  and  treat  with  fuch  magnificence  ; 
That,  like  th'  ambitious  monarchs  of  the  age, 
They  give  the  law  to  our  provincial  flage. 
Great  neighbours  envioufly  promote  excefs, 
While  they  impofe  their  fplcndour  on  the  lefs. 
But  only  fools,  and  they  of  vafl  eflate,  T 

Th'  extremity  of  modes  will  imitate,  V 

The  dangling  knee-fringe,  and  the  bib-cravat,  j 
Yet  if  fome  pride  with  want  may  be  allow'd. 
We  in  our  plainnefs  may  be  juftly  proud  : 
Our  royal  mafler  will'd  it  fticuld  be  fo ; 
■Whate'er  he's  pleas'd  to  own,  can  need  no  (hew  : 


That  facred  name  gives  ornament  and  grace, 
And,  like  his  ftamp,  makes  bafefl  metals  pafs. 
'  Fwere  folly  now  a  flately  pile  to  raife. 
To  build  a  playhoufe  while  you  throw  downplayg; 
While  fcenes,  machines,  and  empty  operas  reign. 
And  for  the  pencil  you  the  pen  difdain  : 
While  troops  of  famifh'd  Frenchmen  hither  drive. 
And  laugh  at  thofe  upon  whofc  alms  they  live  : 
Old  Eiiglilh  authors  vanifb,  and  give  place 
To  thefe  new  conquerors  of  the  Norman  race. 
More  tamely  than  your  fathers  you  fubmit : 
You're  now  grown  vaffals  to  them  in  your  wit, 
Mark,  when  they  play,  how  our  fine  fops  ad-"\ 
vp.nce,  / 

The  mighty  merits  of  their  men  of  France,       Q 

i  Keep  time,  cry  Bon,  and  humour  the  cadence,     ) 
Wtll,  pleafe  yourftlves  ;  but  fure  'tis  underftood 

.  That  French  machines  have  ne'er  done  England 
good. 
I  would  not  prophefy  our  houfe's  fate : 

I  But  while  vain  fliews  and  fcenes  you  over-rat«, 

I  'Tis  to  be  fear'd  

I  That  as  a  fire  the  former  houfe  o'erthrew, 
Machines  and  tempeils  will  dcftroy  the  new. 


III. 


EPILOGUE,  ON  THE  SAME  OCCASION. 


'In our. n  what   our  Prologue  faid  was  fadly*^ 
true,  ( 

Yet,  gentlemen,  our  homely  houfe  is  new,  C 

A  charm  that  feidom  fails  with — wicked  you.     j 
A  country  lip  may  have  the  velvet  touch  ;  T 

Though  (he's  no  lady,  you  may  think  her  fuch  :  ^ 
A  ftrong  imagination  may  do  much.  J 

But  you,  loud  firs,  who  through  your  curls   look 
Critics  in  plume  and  white  valiancy  wig,       [big, 
Who  lolling  on  our  foremoft  benches  fit. 
And  Hill  charge  firft,  the  true  forlorn  of  wit; 
Whofc  favours,  like   the  fun,  warm  where  you 

roll, 
Yet  you,  like  him,  have  neither  heat  nor  foul ; 
So  may  your  hat»  your  foretops  never  prefs, 
Vntouch'd  your  ribbons,  facred  he  your  drcfs; 
So  may  you  flowly  to  old  age  advance. 
And  have  ill'  cxcufc  of  youth  for  ignorance  : 
Jjo  may  fop-corner  full  of  noife  remain, 
And  drive  far  off  the  dull  attentive  train  ; 
So  may  your  midnight  fcowerings  happy  prove. 
And  moioing  battcrits  force  your  way  to  love  ;     I 


So  may  not  France  your  warlike  hands  recal. 
But  leave  you  by  each  other's  fwords  to  fall : 
As  you  come  here  to  ruffle  vizard  punk, 
When  fobcr,  rail,  and  roar  when  you  arc  drunk. 
But  to  the  wits  we  can  fome  merit  pl«ad. 
And  urge  what  by  themfelves  has  oft  been  faid  : 
Our  houfe  relieves  the  ladies  from  the  frights 
Of  ill  pav'd  ftreets,  and  long  dark  winter  nights ; 
The  Flanders  horks  from  a  cold  bleak  road. 
Where  hears  in  furs  dare  fcarcely  look  abroad  ; 
The  audience  from  worn  plays  and  fuftian  fluff. 
Of  rhyme,  more  naid'cous  tlun  three  boys  in  huff. 
Though  in  their  houfe  the  poets  heads  appear, 
We  hope  we  may  prefume  thtir  wits  are  here. 
Thebeft  which  they  riferv'd  thcynow  will  play,") 
For,  like  kind  cuckolds,  though  vr've  not  the/ 
way  (■ 

To  pleafe,  we'll  find  yon  abler  men  who  may. 
If  they  fhould  fail,  for  laft  recruits  we  breed 
A  troop  of  fiilking  Monficurs  to  fiiccced  : 
You  know  the  French  fure  cards  at  time 
need. 
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IV. 

PROLOGUE, 

TO  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD,  1674, 

SPOKEN  BT  MR.  HART. 


x'oETJ,  jrour  fubjedls,  have  their  parts  aflign'd 
T'  unbend,  and  to  divert  their  fovercign's  mind  : 
When  tir'd  with  following  nature,  you  think  fit 
To  feek  repofe  in  the  cool  fhades  of  wit, 
And,  from  the  fweet  retreat,  with  joy  furvey 
What  refts,  and  what  is  conquer'd,  of  the  way. 
Here,  free  yourfclves  from  envy,  care,  and  flrife, 
You  view  the  various  turas  of  human  life : 
Safe  in  our  fccne,  through  dangerous  courts  you 
And,  undebauch'd,  the  vice  of  cities  know,     [go, 
Your  theories  are  here  to  pradlice  brought, 
As  in  mechanic  operations  wrought ; 
And  man,  the  little  world,  before  you  fet, 
As  once  the  fphere  of  cryftal  fiiew'd  the  great. 
BIcfl:  fure  are  you  above  all  mortal  kind, 
If  to  your  fortunes  you  can  fuit  your  mind : 
Content  to  fee,  and  (hnn,  thofe  ills  we  Ihew, 
And  crimes  on  theatres  alone  to  know. 
With  joy  we  bring. what  our  dead  authors  writ. 
And  beg  from  you  the  value  of  their  wit : 


That  Shakfpeare's,  Fletcher's,  and  great  Jonfon's 

claim. 
May  be  rcnew'd  from  thofe  who  gave  them  faraCj 
None  of  our  living  poets  dare  appear; 
For  Mufes  fo  fevere  are  worfhip'd  here, 
That,  confcious  of  their  faults  they  fhun  the  eye, 
And,  as  profane,  from  facred  places  fly, 
Rather  than  fee  th'  cffended  God,  and  die. 
We  bring  no  imperfedlions,  but  our  own  ; 
Such  faults  as  made  arc  by  the  makers  ftiewn  : 
And  you  have  been  fo  kind,  that  we  may  boaft. 
The  greatefl  judges  flill  can  pardon  moft. 
Poets  muft  flcOp,  when  they  would  pleafe  our  pit, 
Debas'd  ev'n  to  the  level  of  their  wit; 
Dlfdaining  that,  which  yet  they  know  will  take. 
Hating  themfelves  what  their  applaufe  muft  make. 
But  when  to  praife  from  you  they  would  afpire, 
Though   they   like   eagles   mount,   your   Jove  is 

higher. 
So  far  your  knowledge  all  their  power  tranfcetids. 
As  what  fhould  be  beyond  what  is  extends. 


PROLOGUE  TO  CIRCE. 

[BY    DR.    DEVENANT,    1675.] 


\Vere  you  bat  half  fo  wife  as  you're  fevere. 
Our  youthful  poet  ftiould  not  need  to  fear ; 
To  his  green  years  your  cenfures  you  would  fuit, 
Mot  blah  the  bleiTom,  but  expe^  the  fruit, 


The  fex,  that  beft  does  pleafure  underftand, 
Will  always  choofe  to  err  on  t'  other  hand. 
They  check  not  him  that's  aukward  in  delight, 
But  clap  the  young  rogue's  cheek,and  fet  him  right 
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Thus  hearten'd  well,  and  flefli'd  upon  his  prey, 

The  youth  may  prove  a  man  another  day. 

Your  Ben  and  Fletcher,  in  their  firft  young  flight, 

Did  no  Volpone,  nor  no  Arbaces  write  ; 

But  hopp'd  about,  and  Ihort  excurfions  made     T 

Trom  bough  to  boigh,  as  if  they  were  afraid,      > 

And  each  was  guilty  of  feme  flij;hted  maid.       3 

Shaklpeare's  own  Mufe  her  Pericles  firft  bore  ; 

The  prince  of  Tyre  was  elder  than  the  Moor  : 

'Tis  miracle  to  fee  a  firft  good  play; 

AH  hawthorns  do  not  bloom  on  Chriflmas-day. 


A  llender  poet  muft  have  time  to  gr«w, 
And  fpread  and  burnilh  as  his  brothers  do. 
Who  ftill  looks  lean,  fare  with  fome  pox  is  curlt 
But  no  man  can  be  FaUlaff-fat  at  firft. 
Then  damn  not,  but  indulge  his  rude  efTays, 
Encourage  him,  and  bloat  him  up  with  praife, 
That  he  may  get  more  bulk  before  he  dies  : 
He's  not  yet  fed  enough  for  facrifice. 
Perhaps,  if  now  your  grace  you  will  not  grudge, 
He  may  grow  up  to  write,  and  you  to  judge. 


VI. 

EPILOGUE, 

Intended  to  have  been  fpoken  by 

THE    LADY   HEN.    MAR.   JVENrwORTS, 

WHEN  CALISTO  WAS  ACTED  AT  COURT. 


A  s  Jupiter  I  made  my  court  in  vain ; 
\'\\  now  affume  my  native  fliape  again. 
I'm  weary  to  be  fo  unkindly  us'd, 
And  would  not  be  a  god  to  be  rcfus'd. 
State  grows  uneafy  when  it  hinders  love; 
A  glorious  burden,  which  the  wife  remove. 
!Now  as  a  nympli  I  need  not  fue,  nor  try 
The  force  of  any  lightning  but  the  eye. 
Beauty  and  youth  more  than  a  God  command  ; 
1^0  Jove  could  e'er  the  force  of  thefe  withftand. 
'Tis  here  that  fovereign  power  admits  difpute ; 
Beauty  fometimes  is  juftly  abfolute. 
Our  fullen  Catos,  whatfoe'er  th-y  fay, 
Ev'n  while  they  frown  and  di<5late  laws,  obey. 
You,  mighty  fir,  our  bonds  more  tafy  make, 
And  gracefully,  what  all  muft  fuffer,  take  : 
Above  thofc  forms  the  grave  affeiSl  to  wear; 
For  'lis  not  to  be  wife  to  be  fcvcrc. 


True  wifdom  may  fome  gallantry  admit. 
And  foften  biifinefs  with  the  charms  of  wit. 
Thefe    peaceful   triumphs   with   your   cares   you 

bought. 
And  from  the  midft  of  fighting  nations  brought. 
You  only  hear  it  thunder  from  afar. 
And  fit  in  peace  the  arbiter  of  war  ; 
Peace,  the  loath'd  manna,  which  hot  brains  def- 

pife. 
You  knew  its  worth,  and  made  it  early  prize  : 
And  in  its  happy  leifure  fit  and  fee 
The  priimifes  of  more  felicity  : 
Two  (jlorious  nymphs  of  your  own  godlike  line, 
Whole   morning   rays   like   noontide  ftrike   anA 

fhine  : 
Whom  you  to  fuppliant  monarchs  (hall  difpofe, 
To  bind  your  fVicnds,  and  to  difarm  your  fees. 
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VII. 


EPILOGUE 

TO  THE  MAN  OF  MODE,  OR  SIR  FOPLING  FLUTTER. 

[By  Sir  G  E  O  R  G  E    E  T  H  E  R  E  G  E,  1676.] 


jVlosT  modern  wits  fuch  monflrous  fools  have 

(hewn, 
They  feem  not  of  hearen's  making,  but  their  own. 
Thole  naufeous  harlequins  in  farce  may  pafs ; 
But  there  goes  more  to  a  fubdantial  afs : 
Something  of  man  muft  be  expos'd  to  view. 
That,  gallants,  they  may  more  referable  you. 
Sir  Fopling  is  a  fool  fo  nicely  writ. 
The  ladies  would  miftake  him  for  a  wit ; 
And,  when  he  Cngs,  talks  loud,  and  cocks  would  cry, 
I  vow,  methinks,  he's  pretty  company  : 
So  brilk,  fo  gay,  fo  travel'd,  fo  refin'd. 
As  he  took  pains  to  grafF  upon  his  kind. 
True  fops  help  nature's  work,  and  go  to  fchool, 
To  file  and  finifh  God  Almighty's  fool. 
Yet  none  Sir  Fopling  him,  or  him  can  call ; 
He's  knight  o'  th'  (hire,  and  reprefents  you  all. 
From  each  he  meets  he  culls  whate'er  he  can ; 
jLegion's  his  name,  a  people  iu  a  inao. 


His  bulky  folly  gathers  as  it  goe?. 
And,  rolling  o'er  you,  Uke  a  fnov»-baII  grows. 
His  various  modes  from  various  fathers  toUow ; 
One   taught   the  tofs,  and  one  ths  new  French 

wallow. 
His  fword-kiiot  this,  his  cravat  that  defvgn'd; 
And  this,  the  yard-long  fnake  he  twirls  \)ehind. 
From  one  the  facred  periwig  he  gain'd, 
Which  wind  ne'er  blew,  nor  touch  of  hat  pro- 

phan'd. 
Another's  diving  bovir  he  did  adore, 
Which  with  a  (hog  calls  all  the  hair  before. 
Till  he  with  full  decorum  brings  it  back, 
And  rifes  with  a  water-fpaniel  Ihake. 
As  for  his  fongs,  the  ladies  dear  delight, 
Thefe  fure  he  took  from  moft  of  you  who  write. 
Yet  every  man  is  fafe  from  what  he  fear'd ; 
For  no  one  fool  is  hunted  from  the  herd. 


viir. 


EPILOGUE 

TO  MITHRIDATES,  KING  OF  PONTUS. 

[By  Mr.  N.  L  E  E,   1678.] 


You've  feen  a  pair  of  faithful  lovers  die  : 
And  much  you  care ;  for  moft  of  you  will  cry, 
»Twas  a  juft  judgment  on  their  conftancy. 
For,  heaven  be  thank'd,  we  live  in  fuch  an  age, 
When  no  man  dies  for  love,  but  on  the  ftage  : 
And  ev'n  thofe  martyrs  are  but  rare  in  plays ; 
A  eurfed  Cgn  how  oiuch  true  faith  decays. 


Love  is  no  more  a  violent  defire ; 
'Tis  a  mere  metaphor,  a  painted  fire. 
In  all  our  fex,  the  name  examin'd  well, 
'Tis  pride  to  gain,  and  vanity  to  tell. 
In  woman,  'tis  of  fubtle  intereft  made  : 
Curfe^^on  l^e  punk  that  made  it  firft  a  trade  ! 
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She  firft  did  wit's  prerogative  remove, 
And  made  a  fool  prclume  to  prate  of  love. 
J.et  honour  and  preferment  go  for  gold; 
But  glorious  beauty  is  not  to  be  fold  : 
Or,  if  it  be,  'tis  at  a  rate  fo  high, 
That  nothing  bu:  adoring  it  fliould  buy. 


Yet  the  rich  cullies  may  their  nr.ailirg  ^arc ; 

rhey  purchafe  but  fophifiicitcd  ware. 

'  ris  prodigality  that  buys  deceit. 

Where  both  the  giver  atid  the  taker  cheats 

Men  but  refine  on  the  old  half-crown  way; 

And  women  fight,  like  Swiffers,  for  their  pay. 


IX. 


PROLOGUE  TO  C^SAR  BORGIA, 


[By  Mr.  N.  LEE,  1680.] 


Tk'  unhappy  man,  who  once  has  trail'd  a  pen, 
Lives  not  tor  pleafe  himfelf,  but  other  men  ; 
is  always  drudging,  wades  his  life  and  blood. 
Yet  only  eats  and  drinks  what  you  think  good. 
What  |n  aife  foe'cr  the  poetry  delerve. 
Yet  every  fool  can  bid  the  poet  flarve. 
That  fumbling  letcher  to  revenge  is  bent, 
Becaufe  he  thinks  himfelf  or  whore  is  meant  : 
ZJanic  but  a  cuckold,  all  the  city  fwarms; 
From  Leadcnhall  to  I-udgate  is  in  arms  : 
Were  rhcie  no  fear  of  Antichrift  or  France, 
In  the  bleft  time  poor  poets  live  by  chance. 
Either  you  come  not  here,  or,  as  you  grace 
.Some  oju  reqa^intance,  d'op  into  the  place, 
Carelefs  ami  qualmifii  w:  li  a  yawning  face  : 
You  fleep  o'er  wit,  and  by  my  troth  you  may 
Molt  of  your  talents  lie  another  way. 
Yon  love  to  hear  of  foaie  prodigious  talc. 
The  bell  that  toU'd  alone,  or  Irifh  whale. 
New  i  is  y.-iur  food,  and  you  enough  provide, 
ioth  for  yourfclves,  and  all  the  world  bclide. 


One  theatre  there  is  of  vaft  refort, 
■W'  hich  whilome  of  Requcfts  was  call'-il  the  Com  t : 
But  now  the  great  Exchange  of  News  'tis  hight, 
And  full  of  hum  and  buz  from  noon  till  night. 
Up  (lairs  and  down  you  run,  as  for  a  race. 
And  each  man  wears  three  nations  in  his  face. 
■So  big  you  look,  though  claret  you  retrench, 
That,  arni'd  with  bottled  ale,  you  huff  the  Frencl^ 
But  all  your  entertainment  ftill  is  fed 
By  villains  in  your  own  dull  ifland  bred. 
Would  you  return  to  us,  we  dare  engage 
To  fhew  you  better  rogues  upon  tlie  ftagc. 
You  know  no  poifon  but  plain  ratfbane  here ; 
Death's  more  fefin'd,  and  better  bred  elfewherc.  . 
They  have  a  civil  way  in  Italy  "J  • 

By  fmelling  a  perfume  to  make  ycu  die  ;  v 

A  trick  would  make  you  lay  your  fnuff-box  by.  j 
Murder's  a  trade,  fo  known  and  pra<Slis'd  there. 
That  'tis  infallible  as  is  the  chair. 
But,  mark  theirfeafl,  you  (Viall  behold  fuch  pranks; 
The  pope  fays  grace,  but  'tis  the  devil  gives  thanks. 


X. 

PROLOGUE  TO  SOPHONISBA. 

AT    OXFORD,    1680. 


Thp.spis,  the  firft  profefTor  of  our  art. 
At  country  wakes,  fung  ballads  fiom  a  cart. 
To  prove  this  true,  if  Latin  be  110  trefpafs, 
picitur  &  pLullrii  vexifie  Tocnuu  ThJpis. 


But  .ffifchyluB,  fays  Horace  in  fomc  pagfc, 
W'as  the  firll  mountebank  Uiat  trod  the  ftagc 
Vet  Athens  never  knew  your  learned  fport 
Of  tclfing  poets  in  a  tca.iLS-tourt. 
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Sut  'tis  the  talent  of  our  Englilh  nation, 
Still  to  be  plotting  feme  new  reformation  : 
And  few  \  ear-;  hence,  if  anarchy  goes  on. 
Tack  Prexbyter  ihall  here  creiTt  his  throne, 
JKnock  out  a  tub  with  preaching  once  a  day. 
And  every  prayer  be  longer  than  a  play. 
Then  all  your  heathen  v/its  fhall  go  to  pot, 
For  difbelicving  of  a  Popifh-plot : 
your  poets  (ha!!  be  us'd  like  infidels,. 
And  worft  the  author  of  the  Oxford  bells: 
Nor  fhould  we  'fcapc  the  fentence,  to  depart, 
jpv'n  in  our  firft  original,  a  cart. 


No  zealous  brother  there  would  want  a  ftone. 
To  maul  us  cardinal*,  and  pelt  pope  Joan  : 
Religion,  learning,  wit,  would  be  fuppreft. 
Rags  of  the  whore,  and  trappings  oi  the  beaft  : 
Scot,  Suarez,  Tom  of  Aquin,  muft  go  down, 
As  chief  fiipporter^  of  the  triple  crown  ; 
And  Ariftotle's  for  deftrudtion  ripe; 
Some  fay,  he  call'd  the  foul  an  organ-pipe. 
Which  by  fome  little  help  of  derivation. 
Shall  then  be  prov'd  a  pipe  of  infpiration. 


XI. 


A    P  R  O  L  O  G  U  E. 


Jf  y€t  there  be  a  fgw  liiat  take  delight 
|[n  that  which  reafonable  men  Ihould  write ; 
To  them  alone  we  dedicate  this  night. 
The  reft  may  fatisfy  their  curious  itch 
With  city  gazettes,  or  fome  fadious  fpcech. 
Or  whate'er  libel,  for  the  public  good. 
Stirs  up  the  fhrove-tide  crew  to  fire  and  blood. 
Remove  your  benches,  you  apoftate  pit. 
And  take,  above,  twelve  pennyworth  of  wit ; 
Go  back  to  your  dear  dancing  on  the  rope. 
Or  fee  what's  worfe,  the  devil  and  the  pope. 
The  plays  that  take  on  our  corrupted  ftage, 
Methinks,  refemble  the  dill  rafted  age  ; 
Noife,  madnefs,  all  unreafonable  things, 
That  Ibrike  at  fenfe,  as  rebels  do  at  kings. 
The  flyle  of  forty-one  our  poets  write. 
And  you  are  grown  to  judge  Lke  forty-eight. 
Such  cenfures  our  miftaking  audience  make. 
That  'tis  almofl  grown  fcandalous  to  take. 


They  talk  of  fevers  that  infedl  the  brains  • 
But  nonfenfe  is  the  new  difeafe  that  reigns. 
Weak  llomachs,  with  a  long  difeafe  oppreft. 
Cannot  the  cordials  of  flrong  wit  digeil- 
Theref- re  thin  nourifhment  of  farce  ye  choofe, 
Deco(ftions  of  a  barley-water  Mufe  : 
A  meal  of  tragedy  would  make  you  fick, 
Ufllefs  it  were  a  very  tender  chick. 
Some   fcenes   in    Cppets    would    be   worth    our 

time ; 
Thofe  would  go  down ;  fome  love  that's  poach'4 

in  rhyme; 
If  thefe  Ihould  fail— 

We  muil  lie  down,  and,  after  all  our  coft, 
Keep  holiday,  like  watermen  in  froft ; 
While   you    turn    players   on  the  world's  greet 

Itage, 
And  ad  yourfelves  the  farce  of  yout  own  age. 


XII. 


EPILOGUE 

TO  A  TRAGEDY  CALLED  TAMERLANE. 

[By  Mr.  SAUNDERS.] 


Ladies,  tJie  beardlefs  antbor  of  this  day 
Commends  to  you  the  fortune  of  his  play. 
A  woman  wit  has  often  grac'd  the  ftage; 
^ut  he's  »he  firft  boy-poet  of  our  age. 


Early  as  is  the  year  his  fancies  blow. 

Like  young  NarcifTus  peeping  through  the  fnovsr. 

I  Thus  Cowley  bloflbm'd  foon,  yet  flourifb'd  lorjg; 
This  is  as  forward,  and  may  prove  as  ftrong.      ' ' 
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Youth  with  the  fair  fliould  always  favour  find, 
Or  we  are  datnn'd  diflemblers  of  our  kiud. 
What's  all  this  love  they  put  into  our  parts  ? 
'Tis  but  the  pit-a-pat  of  two  young  hearts. 
Should  hag  and  grey-beard  make  fuch  tender*^ 
moan,  ( 

Faith,  you'd  ev'n  trufl  them  to  themfelves  alone,  T 
And  cry,  Let's  go,  here's  nothing  to  be  done,    j 
Since  Love's  our  bufuiefs  as  't's  your  deUght, 
The  young,  who  befl  can  praftife,  bell  can  write. 


What  though  he  be  not  come  to  his  full  powefi 
He's  mending  and  improving  every  hour. 
You  fly  ftie-jockies  of  the  box  and  pit. 
Are  pleas'd  to  find  a  hot  unbroken  wit : 
By  management  he  may  in  time  be  made. 
But  there's  no  hopes  of  an  old  batter'd  jade  ; 
Faint  and  unnerv'd  he  runs  into  a  fweat. 
And  always  fails  you  at  the  fecond  heat. 


xiir. 
PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD,  1681. 


The  fam'd  Italian  Mufe,  whofc  rhymes  advance 

Orlando,  and  the  Paladins  of  France, 

Records,  that,  when  our  wit  and  fenfe  is  flown, 

'Tis  lodg'd  within  the  circle  of  the  moon, 

In  earthen  jars,  which  one,  who  thither  foar'd, 

Set  to  his  nofe,  fnuff'd  up,  and  was  reflor'd. 

Whate'er  the  ftory  be,  the  moral's  true  ; 

The  wit  we  loft  in  town,  we  find  in  you. 

Our  poets  their  fled  parts  may  draw  from  hence, 

And  fill  their  windy  heads  with  fober  fenfe. 

When  London  votes  with  Southwark's  difagree, 

Here  may  they  find  their  long-loft  loyalty. 

Here  bufy  fenates,  to  th'  old  caufc  inclin'd. 

May  fnuff  the  votes  their  fellows  left  behind  : 

Your  country  neighbours^  when  their  grain  grows 

dear. 
May  come,  and  find  their  laft  proviHon  here  : 


Whereas  we  cannot  much  lament  our  lofs, 

Who   neither    curry'd   back,    nor    brought    onft 

crofs. 
We  look  d  what  reprefentatives  would  bring  ; 
But  they  help'd  us,  juft  as  they  did  the  king. 
Yet  we  defpair  not ;  for  we  now  lay  forth 
The    Sibyls    books    to    thofe    who    know    their 

worth ; 
And  though  the  firft  was  facrific'd  before, 
Thefe  volumes  doubly  will  the  price  reftore. 
Our  poet  bade  us  hope  this  grace  to  find, 
To  whom  by  long  prefcription  you  are  kind. 
He,  whofe  undaunted  Mufe,  with  loyal  rage, 
Has  never  fpar'd  the  vices  of  the  age. 
Here  finding  nothing  that  his  fplecn  can  raife, 
h  forc'd  to  turn  hit  fatire  into  praife. 


XIV. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  HIS  ROYAL  Highness,  upon  his  first  appearance  at  the  duke's 

THEATRE,  AFTER  HIS  RETURN  FROM  SCOTLAND,  1682. 


J  N  thofe  cold  regions  which  no  fummers  cliccr, 
Where  brocding  d^knefs  covers  half  the  year, 
To  hollow  caves  the  fliivering  natives  go  ; 
l5«iirj  range  abroad,  and  bunt  in  tracks  of  fr.ow. 


But  when  the  tedious  twilight  wears  away, 
And  ftars  grow  paler  at  fh'  approach  of  day, 
'J'hc  longing  crowds  to  frozen  mountains  run ; 
Happy  who  lirft  tan  foe  the  gliniaicring  fun  v 


PROLOGUES   AND    EPILOGUES. 


s8; 


The  furly  favage  offspring  difppear. 
And  curie  the  bright  fucceffor  of  the  year. 
Yet,  though  rough  bears  in  covert  feek  defence,  "^ 
White  foxes  ftay,  with  feeming  innocence  :  > 

That  crafty  kind  with  day-light  can  difpenfe.     J 
Still  we  are  throng'd  fo  full  with  Reynard's  race, 
That  loyal  fubjefts  fcarcc  can  find  a  place  : 
Thus  modeft  truth  is  caft  behind  the  crowd  : 
Truth  fpeaks  too  low  ;  hypocrify  too  loud. 
Let  them  be  firfl  to  flatter  in  fuccefs ; 
Duty  can  flay,  but  guilt  has  need  to  prefs ; 
Once,  when  true  zeal  the  fons  of  God  did  call. 
To  make  their  folemn  fhew  at  Heaven's  Whitehall, 
The  fawning  devil  appear'd  among  the  refl 
And  made  as  good  a  courtier  as  the  bed. 
The  friends  of  Job,  who  rail'd  at  him  before, 
Came  cap  in  hand  when  he  had  three  times  more. 
Yet  late  repentance  may,  perhaps,  be  true ; 
jCings  can  forgive,  if  rebels  can  but  fue  : 


A  tyrant's  power  in  rigour  is  expreft  ; 
The  father  yearns  in  the  true  prince's  breaS. 
We  grant,  an  o'ergrown  Whig  no  grace  can  mend  j 
But  mofl  are  babes,  that  know  not  they  ofFead. 
The  crowd,  to  reftlefs  motion  ftill  inclin'd, 
Are  clouds,  that  tack  according  t»  the  wind. 
Driven  by  their  chiefs  they  llorms  of  hailftonei 

pour; 
Then  mourn,  and  foften  to  a  filent  fliower. 
O  welcome  to  this  much-offending  land. 
The  prince  that  brings  forgivenefs  in  his  hand  ! 
Thus  angels  on  glad  meflages  appear  : 
Their  firtl  falute  commands  us  not  to  fear 
Thus  heaven,  that  could  conftrain  us  to  obey, 
(With  reverence  if  we  might  prefume  to  fay) 
Seems  to  relax  the  rights  of  fovereign  fway 
Permits  to  man  the  choice  of  good  and  ill. 
And  makes  us  happy  by  our  own  free-will« 


XV. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  EARL  OF  ESSEX. 


[By  Mr.  J.  BANKS,  1682.] 


SPOKEN  TO  THE  KING  AND  QUEEN  AT  THEIR  COMING  TO  THE  HOUSE. 


When  firft  the  ark  was  landed  on  the  (hore. 
And  heaven   had  vow'd  to  curfe  the  ground  no 

more ; 
When  tops  of  hills  the  longing  patriarch  faw, 
And  the  new  fcene  of  earth  began  to  draw ; 
The  dove  was  fent  to  view  the  waves  decreafe, 
And  firfl  brought  back  to  man  the  pledge  of  peace. 
'Tis  needlefs  to  apply,  when  thofe  appear. 
Who  bring  the  olive,  and  who  plant  it  here. 
We  have  before  our  eyes  the  royal  dove, 
Still  innocent  as  harbinger  of  love  : 
The  ark  is  open'd  to  difmifs  the  train, 
And  people  with  a  better  race  the  plain. 
Tell  me,  ye  powers,  why  fliould  vain  man  pur-'^ 
With  endlefs  toil,  each  objecfl  that  is  new,  [fue,>- 
And  for  the  feeming  fubflance  leave  the  true  ?  _) 
\Vhy  fliould  he  quit  for  hopes  his  certain  good, 
j^nd  loath  the  manns  of  his  dailj'  food  ?  1 


Mufl  England  ftill  the  fcenes  of  changes  be, 
Toft  and  tempeftuous,  like  oiir  ambient  fea  ? 
Muft  flill  our  weather  and  our  wills  agree  ? 
Without  our  blood  our  liberties  we  have  : 
Who  that  is  free  would  fight  to  be  a  {lave  ? 
Or,  what  can  wars  to  after-times  affure. 
Of  which  our  prefent  age  is  not  fecure  ? 
All  that  our  monarch  would  for  us  ordain. 
Is  but  t'enjoy  the  bleflings  of  his  reign. 
Our  land's  an  Eden,  and  the  main's  our  fence. 
While  we  preferve  our  flate  of  innocence  : 
That  loft,  then  beads  their  brutal  force  employ. 
And  firft  their  lord,  and  then  themfelves  deftroy. 
What  civil  broils  have  coft,  we  know  too  well ; 
Oh  !  let  it  be  enough  that  once  we  fell ! 
And  every  heart  confpire,  and  every  tongue. 
Still  to  have  fuch  a  king,  and  tl)i»  king  lon^, 
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xvr. 


AN     EPILOGUE 


FOR  THE  KING'S  HOUSE. 


We  a(ft  by  fits  and  ftarts,  like  drowning  men, 
But  juft  peep  up,  and  then  pop  down  again. 
JLet  thoi'e  who  call  us  wicked  change  their  fenfe  ; 
For  never  men  liv'd  more  on  Providence. 
Not  lottery  cavaliers  are  half  fo  poor, 
Nor  broken  cits,  nor  a  vocatmn  whore. 
Not  courts,  nor  courtiers  living  on  the  rents 
or  the  three  laft  ungiving  parliaments  : 
So  wretched,  that,  if  Pharaoh  could  divine,       "1 
He  might  have  fpar'd  his  dream  of  feven  leanf^ 
kine,  C 

And  chang'd  his  vifion  for  the  Mufcs  nine.        J 
The  comet,  that,  they  fay,  portends  a  dearth, 
Was  but  a  vapour  drawn  from  play  -houfe  earth  : 
Pent  there  fince  our  laft  fire,  and,  Lilly  fays, 
Forefliews  our  change  of  ftate,  and  thin  third-days. 
'Tis  not  our  want  of  wit  that  keeps  us  poor  ; 
F(,r  then  the  printer's  prefs  would  fuffcr  more. 
Their  pamphleteers  each  day  their  venom  fpit ; 
They  thrive  by  treafon,  and  we  ftarve  by  wit. 


Confefs  the  truth,  which  of  you  has  not  laid 
Four  farthings  out  to  buy  the  Hatfield  maid  ? 
Or,  which  is  duller  yet,  and  more  wonld  fpite  m», 
Democritus's  wars  with  Heraditus  ? 
Such  are  the  authors,  who  have  run  us  down. 
And  exec cis'd  you  critics  of  the  town. 
Yet  thefe  are  pearls  to  your  lampooning  rhymes, 
Y'  abufe  yourfelves  more  dully  than  the  times. 
Scandal,  the  glory  of  the  Englifli  nation. 
Is  worn  to  rags,  and  fcribbled  out  of  falhion. 
Such  harmlcfs  thrufts,  as  if,  like  fencers  wife, 
They  had  agreed  their  play  before  their  prize. 
Faith,  they  may  hang  their  harps  upon  the  wil- 
lows ; 
'Tis  juft  like  children  when  they  box  with  pillowa. 
Then  put  an  end  to  civil  wars  for  fhame  ; 
Let  each  knight-errant,  who  has  wrong'd  a  damCj. 
Throw  down  his  pen,  and  give  her,  as  he  can. 
The  fatitfadion  of  a  gentleman. 


iJ^VII. 
PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  LOYAL  BROTHER :  OR,  THE  PERSIAN  PRINCE. 
[By  Mr.  SOUTHERN,  l68a.] 


Poets,  like  lawful  monarch*,  rul'd  the  ftage. 
Till  critics,  like  damn'd  Whigs,  debauch'd  our  age. 
Mark  how  they  jump :  critics  would  regulated 
Our  theatres,  and  Whigs  reform  our  ftate  :  / 
Both  pretend  love,  and  both  (plague  rot  them  1)  C 
hate.  3 

The  critic  humbly  feems  advice  to  bring  ; 
The  fawning  Whig  petition*  to  the  king  : 


But  one's  advice  into  a  fatire  Aides ; 

T'  other's  petition  a  remonftrance  hides. 

Thefc  will  no  taxes  give,  and  thofc  no  pence ; 

Critics  would  ftarve  the  poet,  Whigs  the  prince. 

The  critic  all  our  troops  of  friends  difcards ; 

Juft  fo  the  Whig  would  fain  pull  down  the  guardi* 

Guards  arc  illegal,  that  drive  foes  away, 

At  watchful  ihcphcrds  that  flight  beads  of  prej* 


?ROLOGUES    AND    EPILOGUES. 


xh 


Kings,  who  difband  fuch  needlefs  aids  as  thefe. 
Are  fafe-'as  long  as  e'er  their  fubjedls  pleafe  : 
And  that  would  be  till  next  queen  Befs's  night  : 
Which  thus  grave  penny  chroniclers  indite. 
Sir  Edmundbury  firft,  in  woful  wife. 
Leads  up  the  fhow,  and  milks  their  maudlin  eyes. 
There's  not  a  butcher's  wife  but  dribs  her  part, 
And  pities  the  poor  pageant  from  her  heart ; 
Who,  to  provoke  revenge,  rides  round  the  fire. 
And,  with  a  civil  conge  does  retire  : 
But  guiltlefs  blood  to  ground  muft  never  fall ; 
There's  Antichrift  behind,  to  pay  for  all. 
The  punk  of  Babylon  in  pomp  appears, 
A  lewd  old  gentleman  of  fcventy  years  : 
Whofe  age  in  vain  our  mercy  would  implore ; 
For  few  take  pity  on  an  old  caft-whore. 
The  devil,  who  brought  him  to  the  Ihame,  takes'! 
part ;  ( 

Sits  cheek  by  jowl,  in  black,  to  cheer  his  heart ;  C 
Like  thief  and  parfon  in  a  Tyburn-cart.  J 


The  word  is  given,  and,  with  a  loud  huzza, 
The  mitred  moppet  from  his  chair  they  draw  : 
On  the  flain  corpfe  contending  nations  fall : 
Alas  !  what's  one  poor  pope  among  them  all  I 
He  burns  ;  now  all  true  hearts  your  triumphs  ring : 
And  next,  for  falhion,  cry,  God  fave  the  king ! 
A  needful  cry  in  midft  of  fuch  alarms, 
When  forty  thoufand  men  are  up  in  arm"!. 
But  after  he's  once  faved,  to  make  amends. 
In  each  fucceeding  health  they  damn  his  friends  : 
So  God  begins,  but  Hill  the  devil  ends. 
What  if  fomc  one,  infpir'd  with  zeal,  fhould  call. 
Come,  let's  go  cry,  God  fave  him  at  Whitehall  ^ 
His  beft  friends  would  not  like  this  over-care. 
Or  think  him  e'er  the  fafer  for  this  prayer. 
Five  praying  faints  are  by  an  adl  allow'd  ; 
But  not  the  whole  church-mihtant  in  crowd. 
Yet,  Ihould  heaven  all  the  true  petitions  drain 
Of  Prefbyterians,  who  would  kings  maintain 
Of  forty  thoufand,  five  would  fcarce  remai 


drain  "y 
tain,  > 
lin.      3 


XVIII. 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  SAME. 


A.  viRsiN  poet  was  ferv'd  up  to-day, 
Who,  till  this  hour,  ne'er  cackled  for  a  play. 
He's  neither  yet  a  Whig  nor  Tory-boy  :  "^ 

But,  like  a  girl  whom  feveral  would  enjoy,  / 

Begs  leave  to  make  the  beft  of  his  own  natural  T 
toy.  J 

Were  I  to  play  my  callow  author's  game. 
The  king's  houfe  would  inftrudl  me  by  the  name. 
There's  loyalty  to  one  ;  I  wiflj  no  more  : 
A  commonwealth  founds  like  a  common  whore. 
Let  hulband  or  gallant  be  what  they  will, 
One  part  of  woman  is  true  Tory  ftill. 
If  any  factious  fpirit  fhould  rebel. 
Our  fex,  with  eafe,  can  every  rifmg  quell. 
Then,  as  you  hope  we  Ihould  your  failings  hide, 
An  honeft  jury  for  our  .play  provide. 
Whigs  at  their  poets  never  take  offence  ; 
They  fave  dull  culprits,  who  have  murdet'd  fenlj:. 
.Though  nonfenfe  is  a  naufeous  heavy  mafs, 
The  vehicle  call'd  Faiftion  makes  it  pafs. 
Fadlion  in  play's  the  commonwealth-man's  bribe; 
The  leaden  farthing  of  the  canting  tribe  ; 


Though  void  in  payment  laws  and  ftatntes  make  it» 
The  neighbourhood,  that  knows  the  maa,  will 

take  it. 
'Tis  fadion  buys  the  votes  of  half  the  pit ; 
Their's  is  the  penfion-parliament  of  wit. 
In  city-tlubs  their  venom  let  them  vent ; 
For  there  'tis  fafe,  in  its  own  clement. 
Here,  where  their  madnefs  can  have  no  pretence. 
Let  them  forget  themfelves  an  hour  of  fenfe. 
Tn  one  poor  ifk,  why  fhould  two  factions  be  .'     ~) 
Small  difference  in  your  vices  I  can  fee  :  v 

In  drink  and  drabs  both  fides  too  well  agree,     j 
Would  there  were  more  preferments  in  the  land  : 
If  places  fell,  the  party  could  not  fland  : 
Of  this  damn'd  grievance  every  Whig  complains: 
They  grunt  like  hogs  till  they  have  got  their 

grains. 
Mean  time  you  fee  what  trade  our  plots  advance; 
We  fend  each  year  good  money  into  France ; 
And  they  that  know  what  merchandize  we  need, 
Send  o*er  true  Proteflants  to  mend  our  breed. 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  DUKE  OF  GUISE,  1683. 


Our  play's  a  parallel :  the  Holy  League 
Begot  our  Covenant :  Guifards  got  the  Whig : 
Whatc'cr  our  hot-brain'd  flieriffs  did  advance 
Was,  like  our  fafhions,  firft  produc'd  in  France ; 
And,  when  wcni-out,  well  Icourg'd,  and  banifli'd 

there, 
Sent  over,  like  their  godly  beggars,  here,      [gull  ? 
Could  the  fame  trick,  twice  play'd,  our  nation 
It  looks  as  if  the  devil  were  grown  dull. 
Or  fcrv'd  us  up,  in  fcorn,  his  broken  meat, 
And  thought  we  were  not  worth  a  better  cheat. 
The  fulfome  Covenant,  one  would  think  in  reafon, 
Had  given  us  all  our  bellies  full  of  treafon  : 
And  yet,  the  name  but  chang'd,  our  nafty  nation 
Chaws  its  own  excrement,  th*  AfTociation. 
'Tis  true  we  have  not  learn'd  their  poifoning  way, 
For  that's  a  mode  but  newly  come  in  play; 
Befides,  your  drug's  uncertain  to  prevail  ;  ") 

But  your  true  Proteftant  can  never  fail,  i 

"With  that  compendious  inftrument  a  flail.  j 

Go  on;  and  bite, e'en  though  the  hook  lies  bare  ; 
Twice  in  one  age  exjel  the  lawful  heir  : 
Once  more  decide  religion  by  the  fword  ; 
And  purchafe  for  us  a  tiew  tyrant  lord. 


Pray  for  3'our  king  ;  but  yet  your  purfes  fpare  : 

Make  him  not  two-pence  richer  by  your  prayer. 

To  fliew  you  love  him  much,  chartifc  him  more; 

And  make  him  very  great,  and  very  poor. 

Pufh  him  to  wars,  but  ftill  no  pence  advance  ; 

Let  him  lofe  England,  to  recover  France. 

Cry  freedom  up  with  popular  noify  votes  : 

And  get  enough  to  cut  each  other's  throats. 

Lop  all  the  rights  that  fence  your  monarch's  throne; 

For  tear  of  too  much  power,  pray  leave  him  none 

A  noife  was  made  of  arbitrary  fway ; 

But,  in  revenge,  you  Whigs  have  found  a  way 

An  arbitrary  duty  now  to  pay. 

Let  his  own  fervants  turn,  to  fave  their  ftake  ; 

Glean  from  his  plenty,  and  his  wants  forfakc. 

But  let  fome  Jiidai  near  his  perfon  flay. 

To  fwallow  the  laft  fop,  zni  then  betray. 

Make  I,ondon  independent  of  tiie  crown  : 

A  realm  apart ;  the  kingdom  of  the  town. 

Let  ignoramus  juries  find  no  traitors  : 

And  ignoramus  poets  fcribble  fatires. 

And,  that  your  meaning  none  may  fail  to  fcan, 

Do  what  in  cofFee-houfes  you  began ; 

Pull  down  the  mafter,  and  let  up  the  man. 
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EPILOGUE  TO  THE  SAME. 


jMuch  time  and  trouble  this  poor  play  has  coll ; 
And,  faith,  I  doubted  once  the  caufe  was  loft. 
Yet  no  one  man  was  meant ;  nor  groat  nor  fmall ; 
Our  poets,  like  frank  gamcflers,  threw  at  all. 
They  took  no  Tingle  aim — 

But,  like  bold  boys,  true  to  their  prince  and  hearty, 
Huzza'd,  and  fir'd  broadfides  at  the  whole  party. 
Duels  at  crimes;  but,  when  the  cauCe  ij  right, 
in  battle  every  man  is  bound  to  light. 


For  what  fliould  hinder  me  to  fell  my  (kin 

Dear  as  I  could,  if  once  my  hand  were  in  f 

Se  ihfrm/.nd.!  never  was  a  fm. 

'  lis  a  fine  world,  my  maders,  right  or  Wrong, 

The  Whigs  mult  talk,  and 'lories  hold  their  tongue. 

They  muft  do  all  they  can — 

But  we,  lorfooth,  mull  bear  a  chriftian  mind; 

And  fight,  like  boys,  with  one  hand  ty'd'bchindj 
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Nay,  and  when  one  boy's  down,  'twere  is  ondrous 

nice. 
To  cry  box  fair,  ■a.nA  gire  him  time  to  rife. 
When  fortune  favours,none  but  fools  will  dally  ; 
Would  any  of  you  fparks,  if  Nan  or  Mally 
Tipt  youth'  inviting  wink,  ftandlhall  I ;  fliall  I? 
A  trimmer  cry'd  (that  heard  me  tell  the  ftory), 
Fie,  Miftref*  *  Cook!   faith,  you're  too   rank  a 

Tory  ! 
Wifli  not  Whigs  hang'd,but  pity  their  hard  cafes; 
You  women  love  to  fee  men  make  wry  faces. 
Pray,  Sir,  faid  I,  don't  think  me  fuch  a  Jew; 
1  fay  no  more,  but  give  the  devil  his  due. 
Lenetives,  fays  he,  fuit  beft  with  our  condition. 
Jack  Ketch,  iays  I,  's  an  excellent  phyfician. 
I  love  no  blood — Nor  I,  Sir,  as  I  breathe  ; 
But  hanging  is  a  fine  dry  kind  of  death. 


We  Trimmers  are  for  holding  all  things  even  : 
Yes — juft   like   him   that   hung   twixt  hell    and 
heaven. 

Have  we  not  had  men's  lives  enough  already  ? 

Yes   fure  : — but    you're  for   holding   all    things 
fteady : 

Now,  flnce  the  weight  hangs  all  on  our  fidt,  bro- 
ther, 

You  Trimmers  fliould,  to  poize  it,  hang  on  t'other. 

Damn'd  neuters,  in  their  middle  way  of  fleering. 

Are  neither  fifh,  nor  flcfh,  nor  good  red-herring; 

Not  Whigs  nor  Tories  they  ;  nor  this,  nor  that ; 

Not  birds,  nor  beafts;  but  jufl  a  kind  of  bat, 

A  twilight  animal,  true  to  neither  caufe. 

With  Tory  wings,  but  wliiggilh  teeth  and  claww 


XXI. 


ANOTHER  EPILOGUE. 

INTENDED  TO  HAVE  BEEN  SPOKEN  TO  THE  PLAY,  BEFORE 
IT  WAS  FORBIDDEN  LAST  SUMMERf. 


1  wo  honfes  join'd,  two  poets  to  a  play  ?  ") 

You  noify  Whigs  will  fure  be  pleas'd  to-day  ;     C 
Ir  looks  fo  like  two  fhrieves  the  city  way.  j 

But,  fmce  our  difcords  and  divifions  ceafe, 
You,  Bilboa  gallants,  learn  to  keep  the  peace  : 
Make  here  no  tilts  :  let  our  poor  ftage  alone ; 
Or,  if  a  decent  murtl*  r  muft  be  done. 
Pray  take  a  civil  turn  to  Marybone. 
If  nor,  1  fwear,  we'll  pull  up  all  our  benches ; 
Not  for  your  fakes,  but  for  our  orange-wenches  : 
For  you  thrufl  wide  fometimes;  and  many  al'park. 
That  miffes  one,  can  hit  the  other  mark. 
This  makes  our  boxes  full ;  for  men  of  feiife 
Pay  their  four  fliillings  in  their  own  defence  ; 
That  fafe  behind  the  ladies  they  may  Hay, 
Peep  o'er  the  fan  f ,  and  judge  the  bloody  fray. 
But  other  foes  give  beauty  worfe  alarms; 
The  poffe  poetarutn  's  Up  in  arms  : 
No  woman's  fame  their  libels  has  efcap'd ; 
Their  ink  runs  venom,  and  their  pens  are  clapt. 
When  fighs  and  prayers  their  ladies  cannot  move. 
They  rail,  write  treafon,  and  turn  Whigs  to  love. 


Nay,  and  I  fear  they  worfe  defigns  advance, 
There's   a  damu'd  lov*  trick  now  brought  oe'cr 

from  France; 
We  charm  in  vain,  and  drefs,  and  keep  a  pother, 
Whilft  thcfe  falfe  rogues  are  ogling  one  another. 
All  fins  befides  admit  fome  expiation; 
But  this  againft  our  fex  is  plain  damnation. 
They  join  for  libels  too,  thefe  women-haters; 
And,  as  they  club  for  love,  they  club  for  fatires  : 
The  befl  on  't  is  they  hurt  not ;  for  they  wear 
Stings  in  their  tails,  their  only  venom's  there. 
'Til,  true,  fome  fliot  at  firfl  the  ladies  hit. 
While  able  markfmcn  made,  and  men  of  wit  : 
But  now   the   fools  give  fire,   whofe    bounce  is 

louder  : 
And  yet,  like  mere  train-bands,  they  fhoot  but 

powder. 
Libels,  like  plots,  fweep  all  in  their  firfl  fury; 
Then  dwindle  like  an  ignoramus  jury. 
Thus  age  begins  with  touzing  and  with  tumbling ; 
But  grunts,  and  groans,  and  ends  at  lafl  in  fum- 

biing. 


•  The  afirefs,  who  fpake  the  epilogue.    N. 

t  Langbaine  fays,  this  play  found  many  enemies  at  its  firft  appearance  on  the  flagc, 

\  Hence  Mr.  Pope's  couplet,  Effay  on  Criticifm.  ver.  543, 

"  The  mgdeft  fan  was  lifted  up  no  more, 

['  And  virgias  fmil'd  at  what  ihey  bluik'd  before.*' 
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XXII. 

PROLOGUE. 

TO  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD. 
SI'OKEN  £r  MR.  HART,  AT  THE  ACTING  OF  THE  SILENT  fVOMAN 


xV HAT    Greece,  when  learning  flourifli'd,  only 

knew, 
Athenian  judges  you  this  day  renew. 
Here  too  are  annual  rites  to  Pallas  done, 
And  here  poetic  prizes  loft  or  won, 
Methinks  I  fee  you,  crown'd  with  olives,  fit. 
And  ftrike  a  facred  horror  from  the  pit. 
A  day  of  doom  is  this  of  your  decree,  '^ 

Where  even  the  heft  are  but  by  mercy  free  :      ( 
A  day,    which   none    but  Jonfon   durft  haveT 

wifti'd  to  fee.  J 

Here  they,  who  long  have  known  the  ufeful  ftage. 
Come  to  be  taught  thcmfelves  to  teach  the  age. 
As  your  commiflioners,  our  poets  go, 
To  cultivate  the  virtue  which  you  fow ; 
In  your  Lycjeum  firft  themfelves  refin'd, 
And  delegated  thence  to  human  kind. 
But  as  ambaffadors,  when  long  from  home. 
For  new  inftrudtions  to  their  princes  come  ; 
So  poets,  who  your  precepts  have  forgot, 
Return,  and  beg  they  may  be  better  taught : 
Follies  and  faults  elfewhere  by  them  are  Ihewn, 
But  by  your  manners  they  correal  their  own. 
Th'  illiterate  writer,  enip'ric-like,  applies 
To  mindc  difeas'd,  tinfafe,  chance  remedies : 


The  learn'd  in  fchoob,  where  knowledge  firft  bc"'" 

Studies  with  care  th'  anatomy  of  man  ; 
Sees  virtue,  vice,  and  paflions,  in  their  caufe, 
And  fame  from  fcience,  not  from  fortune,  draws. 
So  Poetry,  which  is  in  Oxford  made 
An  art,  in  London  only  is  a  trade. 
There  haughty  dunces,  whofe  unlearned  pen 
Could  ne'er  fpell  grammar,  would  be  reading  men^ 
Such  build  their  poems  the  Lucretian  way  ; 
80  many  huddled  atoms  make  a  play; 
And  if  they  hifin  order  by  fome  chance, 
They  call  that  nature,  which  is  ignorance. 
To  fuch  a  fame  let  mere  town-wits  afpire. 
And  their  gay  nonfenfe  their  own  cits  admire. 
Our  poet,  could  he  find  forgivcnef?  here. 
Would  wifli  it  rather  than  a  plaudit  there. 
He  owns  no  crown  from  thofe  Prastorian  bands, 
■But  knows  that  right  is  in  thcfcnate's  hands. 
Not  impudent  enough  to  hope  your  praife, 
Low  at  the  Mufes  teet  his  wreath  he  lays. 
And,  where  he  took  it  up,  refigns  his  bays. 
Kings  make  their  poets  whom  themfelves  think 
Bat  'tis  your  fuffrage  makes  authentic  wit.       [fit, 


II 


XXIII. 

EPILOGUE, 

{SPOKEN  BY  THE  SAME?^ 


No  poof  t)utch  peafant,  wingM  with  all  his  fear. 
Plies  with    more  hallc,  when  the  French   arms 

draw  near. 
Than  we  with  our  poetic  train  come  down, 
Tor  refuge  hither,  from  th'  infcded  town : 


Heaven  for  our  fins  this  fummer  has  thought  fit 
To  vifit  us  with  all  the  plagues  of  wit. 
A  Frencli  troop  firft:  fwept  all  things  in  its  way  j 
But  thofe  hot  MonCeuis  were  too  quick  to  ftay : 
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Tet,  to  our  coft,  in  that  fliort  time,  we  find 
They  Itfc  their  itch  of  novelty  behind. 
Th'  Italian  nierry-andrews  took  their  place, 
And  quite  debauch'd   the  ftage  with  lewd  gri- 
mace: 
inftead  of  wit,  and  humours,  your  delight 
Was  there  to  fee  two  hobby  horfcs  fight  ; 
Stout  Scaramoucha  with  rufll  lance  rode  in, 
And  ran  a  tilt  at  ceittaur  Arlequin. 
For  love  you  heard  how  amorous  afles  bray'd, 
And  cats  in  gutters  gave  their  ferenade. 
Nature  was  out  of  countenance,  and  each  day 
Some  new-born  monfter  flie.vn  yriu  for  a  play. 
But  when  all  fail'd,  to  ftrike  the  ftage  quite  dumb, 
Thofe  wicked  engines  call'd  machines  are  come. 


Thunder  and  lightning  now  fot-  wit  are  play'd. 
And  fliortly  fcenes  in  L.apland  will  be  laid  : 
Art  magic  i"!  for  poetry  profeft  ; 
And  cats  and  dogs,  and  each  obfcener  beaft, 
To°which  Egyptian  dotards  once  did  ^bow, 
Upon  our  Englifli  ftage  arc  worlhip'd  now- 
Witchcraft  reigns  there,  and  rail'es  to  renowii 
Macbeth  and  Simon  Magus  of  the  town, 
Fletcher's  defpis'd,  your  Johnfon's  out  of  falhiori, 
And  Wit  the  only  drug  in  ajl  the  nation. 
In  thli  low  ebb  our  wares  to  you  are  fliewn  ; 
By  you  thofe  ftaple  authors  worth  is  knoWn; 
For  wit's  a  manufadlure  of  your  own. 
When  you,  who  only  can,  their  fcenes  have  prais'dj 
We'll  baldly  back,  and  fay,  the  price  is  rais'd. 


XXIV. 

E  P  I  L  O  G  U  Ei 

Spoken  at  oxford,  by  mrs.  Marshall; 


V/FT  has  our  poet  wifli'd,  this  happy  feat 
Might  prove  his  fading  Mufe's  laft  retreat : 
I  wonder'd  at  his  wifh,  puc  now  I  find 
He  fought  for  quiet,  and  content  of  mind  ; 
Which  noifeful  towns  and  courts  can  never  know, 
.^nd  only  in  the  fhades  like  Jaurels  grow. 
Youth,  e'er  it  fees  the  world,  here  ftndies  reft, 
And  age  returning  thence  concludes  it  beft. 
What  wonder  if  we  court  that  happiaefs 
Yearly  to  Ihare,  which  hourly  you  poflefs. 
Teaching  ev'n  you,  while  the  vest  world  we  fhew, 
your  peace  to  value  inore,  and  better  know  i 
'Tis  all  we  can  return  for  favours  paft, 
"Whofe  holy  memory  Ihall  ever  laft, 
For  {)atronage  from  him  whofe  care  prefides 
O'er  every  noble  art,  and  every  fcicnce  guides  : 


Bathurft,  a  name  the  learn'd  with  reverence  kiio# 
And  fcarcely  more  to  his  own  Virgil  owe; 
Whofe  age  enjoys  but  v/hat  his  youth  deferv'd. 
To  rule  thofe  Mufes  whom  before  lie  ferv'd. 
His  learning,  and  untainted  manners  too. 
We  find,  Athenians,  are  deriv'd  to  you 
Such  ancient  hofpltality  there  refts 
In  yours,  as  dwelt  in  the  firft  Grecian  breafts, 
Whofe  kindnef?  was  religion  to  their  gucfts. 
Such  modefty  did  to  our  fex  appear. 
As,  had  there  been  no  laws,  we  need,  not  fear, 
Since  each  of  you  was  our  protector  here. 
Converfe  fo  chafte,  and  fo  ftrid  virtue  ftiewn, 
As  might  Apollo  with  the  Mufes  ovyn. 
Till  our  return,  we  muft  dcfpair  to  find 
Judges  fo  juft,  fo  knowingj  and  fo  kind. 


XXV. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD, 


Discord,  and  plots,  which  have  undone  ourage, 
With  the  fame  ruin  have  o'erwhelm'd  the  ftage. 
pur  houfc  has  fuifer'd  in  the  common  woe, 
We  have  been  troubled  with  Sco-tch  rebels  tOQ, 


Our  brethren  are  from  Thames  to  Tw^ed  de- 
parted. 
And  of  our  fifters,  all  the  kinder-hearted, 
T«  Edinburgh  gone,  or  foach'd,  or  carted. 
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With  bonnv  bluecap  there  they  a^l  all  night 

For  Scotch  half-crown,    in  Englifh   three-pence 

hight.  n  «•,   1 

One  nymph,  towhora  fat  Sir  John  Falftaff  s  lean, 
There  with  her  fingle  perfon  fills  the  Icene. 
Another,  with  long  ufe,  and  age  decay'd, 
Div'd  here  old  woman,  and  rofe  there  a  maid. 
Our  tn.fty  door-keepers  of  former  time 
There  ftrut  and  fwagger  in  heroic  rhyme. 
Take  but  a  ccpper-lace  to  drugget  fuit. 
And  there's  a  hero  made  without  difpute  : 
And  that,  which  was  a  cap.m's  tail  before, 
Becomes  a  plume  for  Indian  emperor. 
But  all  his  fubjeds,  to  exprefs  the  care 
Of  imitation,  go,  like  Indians,  bare : 


Lac'd  linen  there  would  be  a  dangerous  thing  ; 
It  might  perhaps  a  new  rebellion  bring  ; 
The  Scot,  who  wore  it  would  be  chofcn  king. 
But  why  Ihould  I  thcfe  renegades  defcribe. 
When  you  yourfelve^  have  feeri  a  lewder  tribe  ? 
Teague  has  been  here,  and,  to  this  learned  pit, 
With  Irifh  adtion  flander'd  Englifh  wit  : 
You  have  beheld  fuch  barbarous  Macs  appear, 
As  merited  a  fecond  mafTacre  : 
Such  as,  like  Cain,  were  branded  with  difgrace, 
And  had  their  country  ftamp'd  upon  their  face. 
When  flrollers  durft.  prefunie  to  pick  your  purfc. 
We  humbly  thought  our  broken  troop  not  worle 
How  ill  foe'cr  our  adlion  may  defcrve, 
Oxford's  a  place  where  wit  can  never  ftarve. 


XXVI. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD. 


Thoctgh  aftors  cannot  much  of  learning  boaft. 

Of  all  who  want  it,  we  admire  it  mofl  : 

"We  love  the  praifes  of  a  learned  pit, 

As  we  remotely  are  ally'd  to  wit. 

We  fpcak  our  poets'  wit ;  and  trade  in  ore, 

J.ike  thofe,  who  touch  upon  the  golden  fhore  : 

Betwixt  our  judges  can  diftindion  make, 

Difccrn  how  much,  and  why,  our  poems  take  : 

Mark  if  the  fools,  or  men  of  fenfe,  rejoice ; 

Whether  th'  applaufe  be  ojily  found  or  voice. 

When  our  fop  gallants,  or  our  city  folly, 

Clap  ovtr-loud,  it  makes  us  melancholy  : 

"We  doubt  thatfcenc  which  does  their  wonder  raife, 

And,  for  their  ignorance,  contemn  their  praife. 

Judge  then,  if  we  who  adl,  and  they  who  write, 

Should  not  be  proud  of  giving  you  delight. 

London  likes  grofsly;  hut  this  nicer  pit 

Examines,  fathoms  all  the  depths  of  wit; 

The  ready  finger  lays  on  every  blot ;  [not. 

Knows  what  Ihould  juftly  pleafc,and  what  Ihould 


Nature  herfelf  lies  open  to  your  view  ; 

You  judge  by  her,  what  draught  of  her  is  true, 

Where  outlines  falfe,  and  colours  feem  too  faint, 

Where  bunglers  dawb,  and  where  true  poets  paint. 

But,  by  the  facred  genius  of  this  place. 

By  every  Mufe,  by  each  domeftic  grace. 

Be  kind  to  wit,  which  but  endeavours  well. 

And,  where  you  judge,  prefumes  not  to  excel. 

Our  poets  hither  for  adoption  come, 

As  nations  fucd  to  be  made  free  of  Rome  : 

Not  in  the  fulfragatiig  tribes  to  fland. 

But  in  your  utmoll,  laft,  provincial  band. 

If  his  ambition  may  thofe  hopes  purfue. 

Who  with  religion  loves  your  arts  and  yon, 

Oxford  to  him  a  dearer  name  fhall  be. 

Than  his  own  mother  univerfity. 

Thebes  did  his  green,  unknowing,  youth  eneagej 

He  choofes  Athens  in  his  riper  age. 


PROLOGUES    AND     EPILOGUES, 


195 


XXVII. 


EPILOGUE  TO  CONSTANTINE  THE  GREAT. 

[By  Mr,  N.  L  E  E,  1683.] 


OoR.  hero's  happy  in  the  play'3  conclufion  ; 
The  holy  rogue  at  lafl  has  met  confufion  : 
Though  Arius  all  along  appcar'd  a  faint. 
The  laft  a>3:  ftiew'd  him  a  true  Proteftant. 
Eufebius  (for  you  know  I  read  Greek  authors) 
Reports,  that,  after  all  thefe  plots  and  flaughters, 
The  court  of  Conftantine  was  full  of  glory, 
And  every  Trinnier  turn'd  addrefling;  Tory. 
They  follow'd  him  in  herds  as  they  were  mad  : 
When  Claufe  was  king,  then  all  the  world   was 

glad. 
Whigs  kept   the  places  they  pofleft  before, 
And  moft  were  in  a  way  of  getting  more; 
Which  was  as  much  as  faying.  Gentlemen, 
Here's  power  and  money  to  be  rog'ies  again. 
Indeed,  there  were  a  fort  of  peaking  tools, 
(Some  call  them  modeft,  but  I  call  them  fools) 
Men  much  more  loyal,  though  not  half  fo  loud  ; 
But  thefe  poor  devils  were  cafl:  behind  the  crowd. 
For  bold  knaves  thrive  without  one  grain  of  fenfe. 
But  good  men  ftarve  for  want  of  impudence. 
Befides  all  thefe,  there  were  a  fort  of  wights, 
I  think  my  author  calls  them  Teckelites, 
Such  hearty  rogues  againft  the  king  and  laws, 
They  favour'd  ev'n  a  foreign  rebel's  caufe. 


When  their  own  damn'd  deCgn  was  quafh'd   and 

aw'd, 
At  ieaft,  they  gave  it  their  good  word  abroad. 
As  many  a  man,  who,  for  a  quiet  life. 
Breeds  out  his  baftard,  not  :o  nofe  his  wife  ; 
Thus  o'er  their  darling  plot  thefe    Trimmers'^ 

cry ;  f 

And  though  they  cannot  keep  it  in  their  eye,     C 
They  bind  it  'prentice  to  Count    feckeley.  J 

They  believe  not  the  laft  plot;   may  I  be  curft, 
If  I  believe  they  e'er  believ'd  the  firft 
No  wonder  their  own  plot  no  plot  they  think ; 
The  man,  that  makes  it,  never  fmelis  the  llink. 
And  now  it  comes  into  my  head.  I'll  tell        [well. 
Why  thefe  dinm'd  Trimmers   lov'd  the  Turks  fo 
Th'  origmal  Trimmer,  though  a  friend  to  no  man. 
Yet  in  his  heart  ador'd  a  pretty  woman  : 
He  knew  that  Mahomet  laid  up  foi  ever 
Kind  black-ey'd  rogues,  for  every  true  believer; 
And,  which  was  more  than  mortal  man  e'er  tailed, 
One    pleafure    that  for  threcfcore  twelvemonths 

lafted  : 
To  turn  for  this,  may  furely  be  forgiven  : 
Who'd  not  be  circumcis'd  for  fuch  a  heaven  ? 


XXVIII. 
PROLOGUE 

TO  THU  DISSAPPOINTMENT  :  OR,  THE  MOTHEPv 
IN  FASHION. 

[By  Mr.  SOUTHERNE,  1684-] 
Sfioien  By  Mr.  BETTERrON. 


•How  comes  it,  gentlemen,  that  now-a-days. 
When  all  of  you  f    fliewdly  judge  of  plays. 
Our  poets  tax  y<  u  ftill  with  want  of  fc.nfe  ^ 
All  prologues  treat  you  at  your  owa  expencc. 


Sharp  citizens  a  wifer  way  can  go  ; 
They  make  you  fools,  but  never  call  you  fo« 
They,  in  good  manners,  feldom  make  a  flip, 
But  treat  a  common  whore  with  ladyfliip  ; 
N  ij 
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But  here  each  faucy  wit  at  random  writes, 
And  ufes  ladies  as  he  ufe?  knights. 
Our  author,  young  and  grateful  in  his  nature, 
Vows,  that  from  him  no  nymph  deferves  a  fatire  : 
Nor  will  he  ever  draw — I  mean  his  rhyme — 
Againfl:  the  fweet  partaker  of  his  crime. 
Mor  is  he  yet  fo  bold  an  undertaker, 
'J'o  call  men  fools  ;  'tis  railing  at  their  Maker. 
Befides,  he  fear.^  to  fplit  upsm  that  fhelf ; 
He's  young  enough  to  be  a  fop  himfelf. 
And,  if  his  praifc  can  bring  you  all  a-bed. 
He  fwears  fuch  hopeful  youth  no  nation  ever  bred. 
Your  n'jrfes,  we  prefume,  in  fuch  a  cafe,         ~) 
Your  father  chofe,  becaufe  he  lik'd  the  face;       > 
And,  often,  they  fupply'd  your  mother's  place,  j 
The  dry  nurfe  was  your  mother's  ancient  maid. 
Who  knew  fome  former  flip  fhe  ne'er  betray'd. 
Betwixt  them  both,  for  milk  and  fugarcandy. 
Your  fiicking-hottles  were  well  ftor'd  with  brandy. 
Your  father,  to  initiate  your  difcourfe,  ~\ 

Meant  to  have  taught  you  firfl:  to  fwear  and  / 
curfe,  r 

But  was  prevented  by  each  careful  nurfe.  J 

For,  leaving  dad  and  mam,  as  names  too  common, 
They  taught  you  certain  parts  of  man  and  woman. 
1  pafs  your  fchools  ;  for  there  when  firfl  you  came, 
You  would  be  fure  to  learn  the  Latin  name. 
In  colleges  you  fcorn'd  the  art  of  thinking. 
But  learn'd  all  moods  and  figures  of  good  drinking : 


Thence  come  to  town,  you  pradife  play,  to  knOTS? 
The  virtues  of  the  high  dice,  and  the  low. 
Each  thinks  himfelf  a  fharper  mofl  profound  : 
He  cheats  by  pence  ;  is  cheated  by  the  pound. 
With  thefe  perfecStions,  and  what  elfe  he  gleans,'^ 
The  fpark  fets  up  for  love  behind  our  fcencs;      > 
Hot  in  purfuit  of  princefles  and  queens.  j 

There,  if   they  know  their  man,  with  cnnning 

carriage. 
Twenty  to  one  but  it  concludes  in  marriage. 
He  hires  fome  hnmelyroom,  love's  fruits  to  gather, 
And  garret-high  rebels  againfl  his  father  : 

But  he  once  dead 

Brings  her  in  triumph,  with  her  portion,  down, 

A  toilet,  dreffrng  box,  and  half  a  crown. 

Some  marry  firft,  and  then  they  fall  to  fcowering. 

Which  is,  refining  marriage  into  whoring. 

Our  women  batten  well  on  their  good-nature  ; 

All  they  can  rap  and  rend  for  the  dear  creature. 

But  while  abroad  fo  liberal  the  dolt  is. 

Poor  fpoufe  at  home  as  ragged  as  a  colt  is. 

Laft,  fome  there  are,  who  take  their  firft  degrees 

Of  lewdnefs  in  our  middle  galleries. 

The  doughty  bullies  enter  bloody  drunk, 

Invade  and  grubble  one  another's  punk  : 

They  caterwaul,  and  make  a  difmal  rout. 

Call  fons  of  whores,  and  flrike,  but  ne'er  lug  out  ; 

Thus  while  for  paltry  punk  they  roar  and  ftickle, 

They  make  it  bawdier  than  a  conventicle  . 


XXIX. 
l>ROLOGUE 

TO  THE  KING  AND  QUEEN*,  UPON  THE  UNION  OF 
THE  TWO  COMPANIES  IN  1686. 


Since  fadlion  ebbs,  arid  rogues  grow  out  of  fa- 

fhion. 
Their  penny-fcribes  take  care  t'  inform  the  nation, 
How  well  men  thrive  in  this  or  that  plantation  ; 

How  Pcnfylvania's  air  agrees  witTi  Quakers, 

And  Carolina's  with  Affociators  ; 

Both  ev'n  too  good  for  madmen  and  for  traitors. 

Truth  is,  our  land  with  faints  is  fo  run  o'er. 
And  every  age  produces  fuch  a  flore,  [more. 

That  now  there's  need  of    two   New-Englands 


What's  this,  you'll  fay,  to  us  and  our  vocation  ? 
Only  thus  much,  that  we  have  left  our  Qation, 
And  made  this  theatre  our  new  plantation. 

The  factious  natives  never  could  agree  ; 
But  aiming,  as  they  call'd  it,  to  be  free, 
rhofe  play-houfu  Whigs  fct  up  for  property, 

SJome  fay,  they  no  obedience  paid  of  late ; 
But  would  new  fears  and  jealoufies  create; 
Till  topfy-iurvy  they  had  turn'd  the  ftatc 


•  At  the  opening  of  their  Theatre,  1683. 
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IHain  fenfe,  without  the  talent  of  foretelling, 
Might  guefs  'twould  end  in  downright  knocks 

and  quelling  : 
For  feldom  comes  there  better  of  rebelling. 

When  men  will,  needlefsly,  their  freedom  barter 
For  lawlefs  power,  fometimes  they  catch  a  Tartar  ; 
There 's  a   damn'd    word   that  rhymes  to    this, 

call'd  Charter- 
But,  fince  the  vidlory  with  us  remains. 
You  fhall  be  call'd  ta  twelve  in  all  our  gains ; 
If  you'll  not  think  us  iaucy  for  our  pains. 

Old  men  ftiall  have  goodold  plays  to  delight  them  : 
And  you,  fair  ladies,  and  gallants,  that  flight  them. 
We'll  treat  with  good  new  .plays  ;  if  our  new  wits 
can  write  them. 


We'll  take  no  blundering  verfe,  no  fuflian  tumor, 
No  dribbling  love,  from  this  or  that  prefumer  ; 
No  dull  fat  fool  fhamm'd  on  the  ftage  for  hu- 
mour. 

For,  faith,  fome  of  them  fuch  vile  ftuiF  have  made. 
As  none  but  fools  or  fairies  ever  play'd; 
But  "twas,  as  fnopmen  fay,  to  force  a  trade. 

We've  given  you  tragedies,  all  fenfe  defying, 
And  finging  men,  in  woful  metre  dying  ; 
This  'tis  when  heavy  lubbers  will  be  flying. 

All  thefe  difafters  we  well  hope  to  weather; 
We  bring  you  none  of  our  old  lumber  hither; 
Whig    poets   and  whig  flieriffs    may  har>g    to« 
gether. 


XXX. 


EPILOGUE  ON  THE  SAME  OCCASION. 


New  mlnifters,  when  firft  they  get  in  place. 
Muft  have  a  care  to  pleafe,  and  that's  our  cafe  : 
Some  laws  for  public  welfare  we  defign, 
If  you,  the  power  fupreme,  will  ple«fe  to  join  : 
There  are  a  fort  of  prattlers  in  the  pit. 
Who  either  have,  or  who  pretend  to  wit ; 
Thefe  noify  firs  fo  loud  their  parts  rehearfe. 
That  oft  the  play  is  filenc'd  by  the  farce. 
Let  fuch  be  dumb,  this  penalty  to  Ihun, 
Each  to  be  thought  my  lady's  eldeft;  Ion. 
But  flay  :    methinks  fome  vizard  maik  I  fee, 
Cafl.  out  her  lure  from  the  mid  gallery  : 
About  her  all  the  flattering  fparks  are  rang'd ; 
The  noife  continues,  though  the  fcene  is  chang'd: 
Now  growling,  fputtering,  wauling  fuch  a  clutter, 
'Tis  juft  like  pufs  defendant  in  a  gutter  ; 
Fine,love,  no  doubt ;  but  e'er  two  days  are  o'er 
The  furgeon  will  be  told  a  woful  ftory.  [ye, 

I^et  vizard  mafk  her  nake-d  face  expofe, 
On  pain  of  being  thought  to  want  a  nofe  : 
■Then  for  your  lacqueys,  and  your  train  befide, 
By  whate'er  name  or  title  dignify 'd. 
They  roar  fo  loud,  you'd  think  behind  the  ftairs 
Tom  Dove,  and  all  the  brotherhood  of  bears ; 


They're  grown  a  nuifence,  beyond  all  diliifter*; 
We've  none  fo  great  but  their  unpaying  mafters. 
We  beg  you,  firs,  to  beg  your  men,  that  they 
Would  pleafe  to  give  you  leave  to  hear  the  play. 
Next  in  the  play-houfe  fparc  your  precious  lives; 
Think,  like  good  Chriftians,  on  your  beams  and 

wives : 
Think  on  your  fouls  ;  but  by  your  lugging  forth. 
It  feems  you  knaw  how  little  they  are  worth. 
If  none  of  thefe  will  move  the  warlike  mind. 
Think  on  the  halplefs  whore  you  leave  behind. 
We  beg  you,  laft,  our  fcene-reom  to  forbear. 
And  leave  our  goods  and  chattels  to  our  care. 
Alas!  cur  women  arc  but  walhy  toys. 
And  wholly  taken  up  in  ftage  employs  : 
Poor  willing  tits  they  are ;  but  yjet  I  doubt 
This  double  duty  foon  will  wear  them  out. 
Then  you  are  watch'd  befideswith  jealous  care; 
What  if  my  lady's  page  fhould  find  you  there  i 
My  lady  knows  t'  a  tittle  what  there's  in  ye ; 
No  pafling  your  gilt  fliilling  for  a  guinea. 
Thus,  gentlemen,  we  have  fumm'd  up  in  fiiort 
Our  grievances,  from  country,  town,  and  court  : 
Which  humbly  we  fubmit  to  your  good  pleafurc  ; 
Eat  firil  vote  money,  then  rcdrefs  at  leifure, 
N  iij 


I*> 
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XXXI. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  PRINCESS  OF  CLEVES. 

[By  Mr.  N.  LEE,  i68j.] 


Ladies!  (I  hope  there's  none  behind  to  hear) 

I  long  to  whifp  r  fomething  in  your  ear  ; 

A  feciet,  which  does  much  my  mind  perplex  : 

There's  treafon  in  the  play  againft  cur  fex. 

A  man  that's  falfe  to  love,  that  vow?  and  cheats. 

And  kifTcstvery  living  thing  he  meets. 

A  rogue  in  mode,  I  dare  not  fpeak  too  broad. 

One  that  does  forrething  to  the  very  bawd. 

Out  on  Iiim,  traitor,  for  a  filthy  bead  ; 

Nay,  and  he's  like  the  pack  of  ail  the  reft. 

None  of  them  ftick  at  mark ;  tlicy  all  deceive.  ") 

Some  Jew  has  chaiig'd  the  text,  I  half  btlieve  ;  > 

There  Adam  cozen'd  our  poor  grandame  Eve.    j 

To   hide   their   faults,   they  rap    up   oaths,    and 

tear  : 
Now,  though  wc   lye,   we're   too   well-bred  to 

fwear. 
So  we  compound  for  half  the  fin  we  owe. 
But  men  are  dipt  for  foul  and  body  too  ; 


And,  when  found  out,  excufc  themfelves,   pox  . 

cant  them, 
With  Latin  fluff,  "  Perjuria  ridet  Amantum." 
I'm  not  book-learn'd,  to  know  that  word  invogue> 
But  I  rufjedl  'tis  Latin  for  a  rogue. 
I'm  fure,  I  never  heard  that  fcritch-owl  hollow'ii 
In  my  poor  ears,  but  feparation  follow'd. 
How  can  fi\ch  perjur'd  villains  e'er  be  faved  ? 
Achitophel's  not  half  fo  falfe  to  David. 
With  VDWS  and  foft  exprcflions  to  allure. 
They  fland,  like  foremen  of  a  fhop,  demure  : 
No  fooner  out  of  fight,  but  they  are  gadding, 
And  for  the  next  new  face  ride  out  a  padding. 
Yet,  by  their  favour,  when  they  have  been  kilEng, 
We  can  perceive  the  ready  money  miffing. 
Well !  we  may  rail ;  but  'tis  as  good  asev'n  wink; 
Something  we  find,  and  fomething  they  will  fiiik. 
But  fmce  they're  at  renouncing,  'tis  cur  parts. 
To  trump  their  diamonds,as  they  trump  our  hearts, 


XXXII. 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  SAME, 


A.  (yJALM  of  confcicnce  brings  mc  back  again. 
To  make  amends  to  you  befpatter'd  n-.cn. 
Wc  women  love  like  cats,  that  hide  their  joys, 
5y  growling,  fquallinf,  and  a  hideous  noifc. 


irail'd  at  wild  young  fparks ;  but,  without  lying* 
Never  was  man  worfc  thought  on  for  high-flying. 
The  prodigal  of  love  gives  each  her  part. 
And  ftjiiandcring  fliews,  at  Icaft,  a  noble  heart. 
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I've  heard  of  men,  who,  in  feme  lewd  lampoon, 
Have  hir'd  a  friend,  to  make  their  valour  known. 
That  accufatiun  flraight  thisqueftion  brings; 
What  is  the  man  that  does  fuch  naughty  things  ? 
The  fpaniel  lover,  like  a  fneaking  fop, 
Lies  at  our  feet :  he's  fcarce  worth  taking  up. 
'Tis  true,  fuch  heroes  in  a  play  go  far 
But  chamber-pradlice  is  not  like  the  bar. 
When  men  fuch  vile,  fuch  faint,  petitions  make, 
We  fear  to  give,  becaufe  they  fear  to  take  ; 
'  Since  modefty's  the  virtue  of  our  kind, 
Pray  let  it  be  to  our  own  fex  confin'd. 


When  men  ufurp  it  from  the  female  nation, 

'Tis  but  a  work  of  fupererogation^ 

We  fhew'd  a  princefs  in  the  play,  'tis  true, 

Who  gave  her  Casfar  more  than  all  his  due ; 

Told  her  own  faults  :  but  I  fliould  much  abhor 

To  choofe  a  hufband  for  my  confeiTor. 

You  fee  what  fate  folio w'd  the  faint- like  fool. 

For  telling  tales  from  out  the  nuptial  fchooU 

Our  play  a  merry  comedy  had  prov'd. 
Had  fhe  confefs'd  fo  much  to  him  (he  lov'd. 
True  Prefbyterian  wives  the  means  would  try ; 
But  damn'd  confefling  is  flat  Popery. 


XXXIII, 

PROLOGUE  TO  THE  WIDOW  RANTER, 

[By  Mrs.  BEHN,  1690.] 


Heavens  fave  you, gallants,  and  this  hopeful  age; 
Ye  're  welcome  to  the  downfall  of  the  ftage  : 
The  fools  have  labour'd  long  in  their  vocation  ; 
And  vice,  the  manufafture  of  the  nation, 
O'erftocks  the  town  fo  much,  and  thrives  fo  well, 
That  fops  and  knaves  grow  drugs,  and  will  not  fell. 
In  vain  our  wares  on  theatres  are  fhewn. 
When  each  has  a  plantation  of  his  own. 
His  caufe  ne'er  fails ;  for  whatfo'er  he  fpends, 
There's  dill  God's  plenty  for  himfclf  and  friends. 
Should  men  be  rated  by  poetic  rules, 
Lord  !  what  a  poll  would  be  rais'd  from  fools  I 
Mean  time  poor  wit  prohibited  muft  lie, 
As  if   'twere  made  fome  French  commodity, 
fools  you  will  have,  and  rais'd  at  vaft  expence ; 
And  yet,  as  foon  as  feen,  they  give  offence. 


Time  was,  when  none  would  cry.  That  oaf  was  mc  J 
But  now  you  flrive  about  your  pedigree. 
Bauble  and  cap  no  fooner  are  thrown  down. 
But  there's  a  mufs  of  more  ',han  half  the  town. 
Each  one  will  challenge  a  child's  part  at  lead  ; 
A  fign  the  family  is  well  increas'd. 
Of  foreign  cattle  there's  no  longer  need, 
When  we're  fupply'd  fo  fall  with  Englifh  breed. 
Well !    flourifli,  countrymen,    drink,   fwear,  and 

roar; 
Let  every  free-born  fubjedl  keep  his  whore. 
And  wandering  in  the  wildernefs  about. 
At  end  of  forty  years  not  wear  her  out. 
But  when  you  fee  thefe  picftures,  let  none  dara 
To  own  beyond  a  limb  or  fingle  fhare  : 
For  where  the  punk  is  common,  he 's  a  fot. 
Who  needs  will  father  what  the  pariih  got. 


XXXIV, 
PROLOGUE 

TO  ARVIRAGUS  AND  PHILICIA  REVIVED, 

[By  LODOWICK  CARLELL,  Efq.] 

Sfoifin  by  Mr.  HART, 


With  fickly  ailors  and  an  old  houfe  too. 
We're  match'd  with  glorious  theatres  and  new. 
And  with  our  alehoufe  fcenes,  and  clothes  bare 
Can  neither  raife  old  plays,  nor  new  adorn,  [worn, 


If  all  thefe  ills  could  not  undo  us  quite, 
A  brifk  French  troop  is  grown  your  dear  delight  5 
Who  with  broad  bloody  bills  call  you  each  day. 
To  laugh  ^d  break  your  buttons  at  their  f  lay^ 
Niiij 


m^. 


Or  fee  fome  ferious  piece,  which  we  prefume 
Is  fallen  from  fome  incomparable  plume ; 
And  therefore,  Meflieurs,  if  you'll  do  us  grace, 
Send  lacquies  early  to  prcferve  your  place. 
\V"e  dare  not  on  your  privilege  intrench, 
Or  aik  you  why  ye  like  them  ?  they  are  French. 
Therefore  fome  go  with  courtefy  exceeding. 
Neither  to  hear  nor  fee,  but  fhew  their  breeding  : 
Each  lady  ftriving  to  out-laugh  the  reft  ; 
To  make  it  feem  they  underftood  the  jeft. 
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Their  countrymen  come  in,  znA  nothing  pay. 
To  teach  us  Fnglifh  where  to  clap  the  play  : ' 
Civil,  egad  !  our  hofpitable  land 
Bears  all  the  charge,  fi.r  them  to  undetftand  : 
Mean  time  we  languifh,  and  negledled  lie. 
Like  wives,  while  you  keep  better  company; 
And  wifh  for  your  own  fakes,  without  a  farire. 
You'd  lefs  good  breeding,  or  had  more  good^na- 
ture. 


XXXV. 

PROLOGUE  TO  THE  PROPHETESS. 

By    BEAUMONT    and   FLETCHER. 

Revived  by  Mr.  DRYDEN. 

Sjiohn  by  Mr.   BETTERTON. 


*Vhat  Noftradame,  with  all  his  art,  can  guefs 
The  fate  of  our  approaching  Prophetefs  ? 
A  pliy,  which,  like  a  perfpe(ftive  fe^  right, 
Prefents  our  vaft  expences  clofe  to  fight ; 
But  turn  the  tube,  and  there  we  fadly  view 
Our  dillant  gains;  and  thofe  uncertain  too  : 
A  fwecping  tax,  which  on  ourfclves  we  raife, 
And  all,  like  you,  in  hopes  of  better  days. 
When  will  our  loffes  warn  us  to  be  wife  ? 
Our  wealth  decreafes,  and  our  charges  rife. 
Money,  the  fwcet  allurer  of  our  hopes. 
Ebbs  out  in  oceans,  and  comes  in  by  drops. 
We  raife  new  objc<5ls  to  provoke  delight ; 
£ut  you  grow  fated,  ere  the  fecond  fight. 
FaUemen,  evn  fo  you  ferve  your  miftrefles  : 
They  rife  three  flories  in  their  towering  drefs; 
And,  after  all,  you  love  not  long  enough 
To  pay  the  rigging,  ere  you  leave  them  off. 
Never  content  with  what  you  had  before. 
But  true  to  change,  and  £ngliflim<;n  all  o'er. 
Now  honcur  calls  you  hence  ;  and  ill  your  care 
Is  to  provide  the  horrid  pomp  of  war. 
In  plume  and  fcart',jack-boi,ts,  and  Bilboa  blade, 
Your  filver  goes,  that  (hould  fupport  our  trade. 
Go,  unkind  heroc',  leave  our  ftagc  to  mourn  ; 
Till  rich  from  vanquilli' J  rebels  you'  return ; 


And  the  fat  fpoils  of  Teagne  in  triumph  draw'j 
His  firkin-butter,  and  his  ufquebaugh. 
Go,  conquerors  of  your  male  and  female  foes; 
Men  without  hearts,  and  women  without  hofe. 
Each  bring  his  love  a  England  captive  home  ; 
Such  proper  pages  will  long  trains  become ; 
With  copper  collars,  and  v.itli  brawLy  backs, 
Quite  \o  put  down  the  fsfbion  of  our  blacks. 
Then  fliall  the  pious  Mufcs  pay  their  vows, 
And  furnifli  all  their  lanrcls  lor  your  brows; 
Their  tuneful  voice  fhall  raife  for  your  delights 
We  want  not  poets  fit  to  fmg  your  flights. 
But  you,  bright  beauties,  for  whofe  only  fake 
Thofc  doughty  knights  fuch  dangers  undertake. 
When  they  with  happy  gales  are  gone  away. 
With  your  propitious  prilence  grace  our  play; 
And  with  a  figh  their  empty  feats  furvey  : 
Then  think,  on  that  bare  bench  my  fervant  fat; 
I  fee  him  ogle  fl;ill,  and  hear  him  chat ; 
Selling  lacttious  bargaiijs,  and  propounding 
That  witty  recreation,  call'd  Cum-founding. 
Their  lofs  with  patience  we  will  try  to  bear; 
And  would  do  more,  to  fee  you  often  here ; 
That  our  dead  ftage,  reviv'd  by  your  fair  eyes. 
Under  a  female  rc^tncy  may  rile.  * 
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XXXVI. 
PROLOGUE  TO  THE  MISTAKES. 


Enter  Mr.  BRIGHT.  I 

Gentlemen,  we  muft  beg  your  pardon;  here's 
no  Prologue  to  be  had  to-day;  our  new  play  is 
like  to  come  on,  without  a  frontifpiece ;  as  bald  as 
one  of  you  young  beaux,  without  your  periwig.  I 
left  our  young  poet,  fr.iveling  and  fobbing  behind 
the  fcenes,  apd  curfing  foniebody  that  has  deceived 
him. 

Enter  Mr.  BowEN. 
Hold  your  prating  to  the  audience :  here's  honcft 
Mr.  Williams,  juft  come  in,  half  mellow,  from  the 
Rofe-Tavern.  He  fwears  he  isinfpired  with  claret, 
and  will  come  on,  and  that  extempore  too,  either 
with  a  prologue  of  his  own,  or  fomething  like  one : 

0  here  he  comes  to  his  trial,  at  all  adventures;  for 
my  part,  I  wifh  him  a  good  deliverance. 

[^Exeunt  Mr.  Bright  and  Mr.  Boiven. 
Enter  Mr.  Williams. 
Save  ye  firs,  fave  ye !  I  am  in  a  hopeful  way.") 

1  fliould  fpeak  fomething,  in  rhyme,  now,  for  f 

the  play :  T 

But  the  duce  take  me,  if  I  know  what  to  fay.     j 
1 11  flick  to  my  friend  the  author,  that  I  can  tell  ye. 
To  the  laft  drop  of  claret,  in  my  belly. 
So  far  I'm  fure  'tis  rhyme — that  needs  no  granting: 
And,  if  my  verfes  feet  flumble — you  fee  my  own 

are  wanting. 
Our  young  poet  has  brought  a  piece  of  work,     ~\ 
In  which,  though  much  of  art  there  dots  not  lurk,  I 
It  may  hold  out  three  days — and  that's  as  long  T 

as  Coike.  j 


But,for  this  play — (which  till  I  have  done,Vfc  fhevf 

not) 
What  may  be  its  fortune — By  the  Lord — I  know 

not 
This  I  dare  fwear,  no  malice  here  is  writ : 
'Tis  innocent  of  all  things — ev'n  of  wit. 
He's  no  high-flyer — he  makes  no  fky-rockets. 
His  fquibs  are  only  level'd  at  your  pockets. 
And  if  his  crackers  light  among  your  pelf. 
You  are  blown  up ;    if  not,  then  he's  blown  up 

himfelf. 
By  this  time,  I'm  fomething  recover'd  of  my  fluf- 

ter'd  madnefs  : 
And  now,  a  word  or  two  in  fober  fadnefs. 
Ours  is  a  common  play  ;  and  you  pay  down 
A  common  harlot's  price — jufi  half  a  crown. 
You'll  fay,  I  play  thepimp,  on  my  friend's  fcore;"^ 
But,  frnce  'tis  for  a  friend,  your  gibes  give  o'er   > 
For  many  a  mother  has  done  that  before.  jl 

How's  thisjjyou  cty  ?  an  acftdrwritr' — weknowit; 
But  Shakfpeare  was  an  adtor,  and  a  poet. 
Has  not  great  Jonfon's  learniig,  cfren  fail'd  ? 
But  Shakfpearc's  greater  genius  ftill  prevail'd. 
Have  not  fome  writing  aclors,  in  this  age 
Deferv'd  and  found  fnctefs  upon  the  flagc  .' 
To  tell  the  truth,  when  our  old  wits  are  tir'd. 
Not  one  of  us  but  means  to  be  infpir'd. 
Let  your  kind  prefence  grace  our  homely  cheer;  ^ 
Peace  and  the  butt,  is  all  our  bufinefs  here  :  C 

So  much  foi  that; — and  the  devii  take  imall  beer.  ) 


EPILOGUE  TO  HENRY  IL 

[By  Mr.  MOUNTFORT,  1693.] 
Sfokin  by  Mrs.  BRACEGIRDLE. 

Thits  you  the  fad  cataftrophe  have  feen,  I  Jane  Clifford  was  her  name,  as  books  aver  : 

Occafion'd  by  a  miftrefs  and  a  queen.  |  Fair  Rofamond  was  but  her  Nom  de  guerre. 

Queen  Eleanor  the  proud  was  French,  they  fay  j  J  Now  tell  me,  gallants,  would  you  lead  your  life 

9ut  Englifti  manufadur^^  got  the  day.  {  With  fuch  a  miltiefs,  or  with  fuch  a  wife  > 
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If  one  mud  be  your  choice,  which  d'ye  approve. 
The  curtain  ledure,  or  the  curtain  love  ? 
Would  you  be  godly  with  perpetual  fttife. 
Still  drudging  on  with  homely  Joan  your  wife  : 
Or  take  your  pleafure  <n  a  wicked  way, 
Like  honcft  whoring  Harry  in  the  play  ? 
1  guefs  your  minds  :  the  miftrefs  would  be  taken, 
And  naufeous  matrimony  fcnt  a  packing. 
The  devil's  in  you  all,  mankind's  a  rogue  ; 
Yoi!  love  the  bride,  but  you  deteft  the  clog. 
After  a  year,  poor  fpoufe  is  left  i'  th'  lurch. 
And  you,  like  Haynes,  return  to  mother  church. 
Or,  if  the  name  of  Church  comes  crofs  your  mind, 
CbapcU  of  eafe  behind  our  fcenes  you  find. 


The  play-houfe  is  a  kind  of  market-place ; 
One  chaffers  for  a  voice,  another  for  a  face  ; 
Nay,  lome  of  you,  I  dare  not  fay  how  many, 
Would  buy  of  me  a  pcn'worth  for  your  penny 
Ev'n  this  poor  face,  which  with  my  fan  I  hide, 
Would  make  a  Ihift  my  portion  to  provide, 
Witli  fome  fmall  perquifites  I  have  befide. 
Though  for  your  love,  perhaps  I  Ihould  not  care, 
I  could  not  hate  a  man  that  bids  me  fair. 
What  migh»  enfue,  'tis  hard  for  me  to  tell ; 
But  I  was  drench'd  to-day  for  loving  well, 
And  fear  the  poifon  that  would  make  me  fwelL 


XXXVIII. 


A    PROLOGUE. 


Gallants,  a  bafiiful  poet  bids  me  fay. 
He's  come  to  lufe  his  maidenhead  to  day. 
Be  not  too  fierce  ;  for  he's  but  green  of  age. 
And  ne'er,  till  now,  debauch'd  upon  the  fiage. 
He  wants  the  fufFeiing  part  of  refolution. 
And  comes  with  blulhes  to  his  execution. 
Ere  you  defiower  his  ]VIufe,he  hopes  the  pit 
Will  make  fome  ftt'lc-mcnt  upon  his  wit. 
Promife  him  well,  before  the  play  begin  : 
For  he  would  lain  be  cozt-n'd  into  hn, 
'Tis  not  but  that  he  knows  you  mean  to  fail; 
But,  if  you  leave  him  after  being  frail. 
He  '11  have,  at  leafl,  a  fair  pretence  to  rail : 
To  call  you  bafc,  and  fwear  you  us'd  him  ill. 
And  put  you  in  the  new  deferters  bill. 
Lord,  what  a  troop  of  perjur'd  men  we  fee-; 
Enough  to  fill  another  Mercury  ! 
But  this  the  ladies  may  with  patience  brook  : 
Theirs  arc  not  the  firfl  colours  you  forfook. 


He  would  be  loth  the  beauties  to  offend  j 

But,  if  he  Ihould,  he's  not  too  old  to  mend. 

He's  a  young  plant,  in  his  firft  year  of  bearing ; 

But  his  friend  fwears,  he  will  be  worth  the  rearing 

His  glofs  is  ftill  upon  him  :  though  'tis  true 

He's  yet  unripe,  yet  take  him  for  the  blue. 

You  think  an  apricot  half  green  is  heft  ; 

There's  fweet  and  four,  and  one  fide  good  at  leafl 

Mangos  and  limes,  whofe  nouriftmient  is  little. 

Though  not  for  food,  are  yet  preferv'd  for  pickle. 

So  this  green  writt-r  may  pretend,  at  leaft, 

To  whet  your  ftomachs  for  a  better  fcafl. 

He  makes  this  difference  in  the  fexes  too; 

He  fells  to  men,  he  gives  himfelf  to  you. 

To  both  he  would  cnntribute  fome  delight; 

A  mere  poetical  hermaphrodite. 

Thus  he's  cquipp'd,  both  to  be  woo'd,  and  woo; 

With  arms  offenlivc  and  defcnfive  too; 

'Tis  hard,  he  thinks,  if  neither  part  will  do 
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XXXIX. 
PROLOGUE  TO  ALBUMAZAR. 


To  fay,  this  Comedy  plcas'd  long  ago, 
Is  not  cuouglj  to  make  it  pafs  you  now. 
Yet,  gentlemen,  your  anccdors  had  wit ; 
When  few  men  ccnfur'd,  and  when  fewer  writ. 


And  Jonfon,  of  thofe  few  the  beft,  chofc  this, 
As  the  bed  model  of  his  mafter-piece  : 
Subtle  was  got  by  our  Albumazar, 
That  Alcheniift  by  this  Aftrologer ; 


PROLOGUES   AND   EPILOGUES. 


^n 


Here  he  was  fafliion'd,  and  we  may  fuppofe 
He  lik'd  the  faftiion  well,  who  wore  the  clothes. 
But  Ben  made  nohly  his  what  he  did  mould; 
What  was  another's  lead,  becomes  his  g^old  : 
Like  an  unrighteous  conqueror  he  reigns,^ 
Yet  rules  that  well,  which  he  unjuftly  gains. 
But  this  our  age  fuch  authors  does  afford, 
As  make  whole  plays,  and  yet  fcarce  write  one 

word  : 
Who,  in  this  anarchy  of  wit,  rob  all, 
And  what's  their  plunder,  their  poffeffion  call : 
Who,  like  bold  padders,  fcorn  by  night  to  prey, 
But  rob  by  fun-lhine,  in  the  face  of  day  : 
Nay  fcarce  the  common  ceremony  ufe 
Of,  Stand,  Sir,  and  deliver  up  your  Mufe ; 
But  knock  the  Poet  down,  and,  with  a  grace. 
Mount  Pegafus  before  the  owner's  face. 
Faith,  if  you  have  fuch  country  Toms  abroad, 
"Tis  time  for  all  true  men  to  leave  that  road. 
Yet  it  were  modeil,  could  it  but  be  faid, 
They  ilrip  the  living,  but  thefe  rob  the  dead ; 


Dare  with  the  mummies  of  the  Mufes  play, 
And  make  love  to  them  the  Egyptian  way; 
Or,  as  a  rhyming  author  would  have  faid. 
Join  the  dead  living  to  the  living  dead. 
Such  men  in  Poetry  may  claim  fome  part  J 
They  have  the  licence,  though  they  want  the  art? 
And  might,  where  fheft  was  prais'd,  for  Laureats 
Poets,  not  of  the  head,  but  of  the  hand.         [ftand. 
They  make  the  benefits  of  others  ftudying. 
Much  like  the  meal?  <if  polftic  Jack-Pudding, 
Whofe  difh  to  challenge  no  man  has  the  courage; 
*Tis  all  his  own,  when  once  he  has  fpit  i'  th'  per- 

ridge. 
But,  gentlemen,  you're  allconcern'd  in  this; 
You  are  in  fault  for  what  they  do  amifs  : 
For  they  their  thefts  ftill  undifcover'd  think. 
And  durfl  not  fteal,  unlefs  you  pleafe  to  wiak> 
Perhaps,  you  may  award  by  your  decree. 
They  (hould  refund  ;  but  that  can  never  be. 
For  ftiould  you  letters  of  reprifal  fea!,  [fteal, 

Thefe  men  write  that  which  no  man  elfe  would 


XL. 


AN     EPILOGUE 


X  ou  faw  our  wife  was  chafte,  yet  throughly  try'd. 

A.nd,  without  doubt,  y'  are  hugely  edify'd  ; 

For,  like  our  hero,  whom  we  fhew'd  to-day. 

You  think  no  woman  true,  but  in  a  play. 

Love  once  did  make  a  pretty  kind  of  fliow  :        ") 

Efteem  and  kindnefs  in  one  breaft  would  grow:  C 

But  'twas  Heaven  knows  how  many  years  ago.  j 

Now  fome  fmall-chat,  and  guinea  expedlation, 

Gets  all  the  pretty  creatures  in  the  nation  : 

In  Comedy  your  little  felves  you  meet ; 

'Tis  Covent  Garden  drawn  in  Bridges-flreet, 

Smile  on  our  author  then,  if  he  has  fhewn 

A  jolly  nut-brown  baftard  of  your  own. 

Ah  1  happy  you,  with  eafe  and  with  delight. 

Who  aift  thofe  follies.  Poets  toil  to  write  ! 

The  fweating  Mufe  does  almoft  leave  the  chace; 

She  puffs,  and  hardly  keeps  y  lur    Protean  vices 

Pinch  you  but  in  one  vice,  away  you  fly      [pace. 

To  fonie  new  frilk  of  contrariety. 


You  roll  like  fnow-balls,  gathering  as  you  run; 
And  get  feven  devils  when  difpoflefs'd  of  one^ 
Your  Venus  once  was  a  Platonic  queen  ; 
Nothing  of  love  befide  the  face  was  feen  ; 
But  every  inch  of  her  you  now  uncafe. 
And  clap  a  vizard-mafk  upon  the  face  : 
For  fins  like  thefe,  the  zealous  of  the  land. 
With  little  hair,  and  little  or  no  band. 
Declare  how  circulating  peftilences 
Watch,  every  twenty  years,  to  fnap  offences. 
Saturn,  ev'n  /iow,  takes  dofl:orai  degrees ; 
He'll  do  your  work  this  fummer  without  fees. 
Let  all  the  boxes,  Phoebus,  find  thy  grace. 
And,  ah,  preferve  the  eighteen-penny  place  f 
But  for  the  pit  confounders,  let  them  go, 
And  find  as  little  mercy  as  they  ihew  : 
The  AcStors  thus,  and  thus  thy  Poets  pray; 
For  every  critic  fav'd,  thoudamn'ft  a  play« 


\ 
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THE    WORKS    OF    DRYDEi?, 


XLI. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  HUSBAND  HIS  OWN  CUCKOLD. 


} 


X.IKE  fonie  r^w  fopbifler  that  mounts  the  pulpit, 
So  trembles  a  young  poet  at  a  full  pit. 
Unus'd  to  crowds,  the  Parfon  quakes  for  fear, 
And  wonders  how  the  devil  he  durft  come  there ; 
Wanting  three  talents  needful  for  the  place. 
Spme  beard,  fome  learning,  and  fonie  little  grace 
Uor  is  the  puny  Poet  void  of  care. 
For  authors,  fuch  as  our  new  authors  are. 
Have  not  much  learning  nor  much  wit  to  fpare 
And  as  for  grace,  to  tell  the  truth,  there's  fcarce 
But  has  as  little  as  the  very  Parfon :  [one^ 

£oth  fay,  they  preach  and  write  fi.r  your  inftruc- 
But  'tis  for  a  third  day,  and  for  induAion.    [tion ; 
The  difference  is,  that  though  you  like  the  play, 
The  poet's  gain  is  ne'er  beyond  his  day. 
But  with  the  Parfon  'tis  another  cafe. 
He,  without  holinefs,  may  rife  to  grace  ; 
The  poet  has  one  difadvantage  more, 
That,  if  his  play  be  dull,  he's  dami 
Kot  only  a  damn'd  blockhead,  but  damn 


ire,  T 

nn'd  all  o'er,  > 
iamn'd  poor,  j 


But  dulncfs  well  becomes  the  fable  garment ; 
I  warrant  that  ne'er  fpoil'd  a  Prieft's  preferment : 
Wit  is  not  his  bufinefs ;  and  as  wit  now  goes, 
Sirs,  'tis  not  fo  much  your's  as  you  fuppofe 
For  you  like  nothing  now  but  naufeous  beaux 
You  laugh  not,  gallants,  as  by  proof  appears. 
At  what  his  beaulhip  fayg,  but  what  he  wears 
So  'tis  your  eyes  are  tickled,  not  your  ears; 
The  tailor  and  the  furrier  find  the  fluff, 
The  wit  lies  in  the  drefs,  and  monftrous  muff. 
The  truth  on't  is,  the  payment  of  the  pit 
Is  lilie  for  like,  dipt  money  for  dipt  wit. 
You  cannot  from  our  abfent  author  hope 
He  fhould  equip  the  ftage  with  fuch  a  fop  : 
Fools  change  in  England,  and  new  fools  arifc. 
For  though  th'  immortal  fpecies  never  dies. 
Yet  every  year  new  maggots  make  new  flies. 
But  where  he  lives  abroad,  he  fcarce  can  fiud 
One  fool,  for  millions  that  he  left  behind. 


XLII. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  PILGRIM, 


Revived  for  our  Author's  Benefit,  Anno  1 7*0. 


How  wretched  18  the  fate  of  thofe  who  write  '. 
Brought  muzzled  to  the  ftage,  for  fear  they  bite. 
Where,  like  Tom  Dove,  they  ftand  the  common 

foe; 
Lugg'd  by  the  critic,  baited  by  the  beau. 
Yet,  worfe,  their  brother  Poets  damn  the  play, 
^i  roar  the  loudeft,  thoujjh  they  never  iay.| 


The  fops  arc  proud  of  fcandal,  for  they  cry. 
At  every  lewd,  low  charaifler — That '«  I, 
He,  who  writes  letters  to  himfclf,  would  fwear, 
The  world  forgot  him,  if  he  was  not  there. 
What  ftiould  a  Poet  do  ?  '  Fis  hard  for  one 
To  pleafure  all  the  fools  that  would  be  fhcwn : 
And  yet  not  iwo  ip  ten  will  pafs  t^ie  town. 


PROLOGUES    AND    EPILOGUES. 


80-^ 


Moft  coxcombs  are  not  of  the  laughing  kind  ; 
More  goes  to  make  a  fop,  than  fops  can  find. 

Quack  Maurus,  though  he  never  took  degrees 
In  either  of  our  univerfities ; 
Yet  to  be  fliewa  by  fome  kind  wit  he  looks, 
Becaufe  he  play'd  the  fool,  and  writ  three  books, 
But,  if  he  would  be  worth  a  Poet's  pen. 
He  muft  be  more  a  fool,  and  write  again  : 
For  all  the  former  fuftian  ftufF  he  wrote. 
Was  dead-born  droggrel,  or  is  quite  forgot : 
His  man  of  Uz,  ftript  of  his  Hebrew  robe, 
Is  juft  the  proverb,  and  as  poor  as  Job. 
One  would  have  thought  he  could  no  longer  jog  ; 
But  Arthur  was  a  level.  Job's  a  bog. 
There,  though  he  crept,  yet  ftill  he  kept  in  fight; 
But  here,  he  founders  in,  and  finks  downright. 
Had  he  prepar'd  us,  and  been  dull  by  rule, 
Tobit  had  firft  been  turn'd  to  ridicule: 
But  our  bold  Briton,  without  fear  or  awe, 
O'erlsaps  at  once  the  wiiole  Apocrypha ; 


Invades  the  pfalms  with  rhymes,  and  leaves  no 
For  any  Vandal  Hopkins  yet  to  come.  [room- 

But  when,  if,  after  all  this  godly  geer 
Is  not  fo  fenfelefs  as  it  would  appear ; 
Our  mountebank  has  laid  a  deeper  train. 
His  cant,  like  Merry  Andrew's  noble  vein. 
Cat-calls  the  fedts  to  draw  them  in  again. 
At  leifure  hours,  in  epic  fong  he  deals. 
Writes  to  the  tumbling  of  his  coach's  wheels^ 
Prefcribes  in  hafte,  and  feldom  kills  by  rule. 
But  rides  triumphant  between  ftool  and  ftool* 

Well,  let  him  go ;  'tis  yet  too  early  day. 
To  get  himfelf  a  place  in  farce  or  play.  [hint 

We  knew  not  by  what  name  we   fhould  arraiga 
For  no  one  category  can  contain  him  ; 
A  pedant,  canting  preacher,  and  a  quack. 
Are  load  enough  to  break  one  afs's  back  : 
At  lafl:  grown  wanton,  he  prefum'd  to  write,    "Jk 
Traduc'd  two  kings,  their  kindnefs  to  requite  ;  f 
One  made  the  dodor,  and  one  dubb'd   thcT 
knight.  Ji 


XLIIL 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  PILGRIM. 


Perhaps  the  Parfon  ftretcb'd  a  point  too  far, 
'*Vhen  with  our  Theatres  he  wag'd  a  war. 
He  tells  you,  that  this  very  moral  age 
Recciv'd  the  firft  infedlion  from  the  ftage. 
But  fure,  a  banifli'd  court,  with  lewdnefs  fraught. 
The  feeds  of  open  vice,  returning,  brcJught. 
"Thus  lodg'd  (as  vice  by  great  example  thrives) 
It  firft  debauch'd  the  daughters  and  the  wives. 
London,  a  fruitful  foil,  yet  never  bore 
So  plentiful  a  crop  of  horns  b-efore. 
The  Poets,  who  muft  live  by  courts,  or  ftarve, 
Were  proud,  fo  good  a  government  to  ferve  ; 
And,  mixing  with  buffoons  and  pimps  pniphane. 
Tainted  the  Stage,  for  fonie  fmall  fnip  of  gain. 
For  they,  like  harlots,  under  bawds  profeft. 
Took  all  th'  ungodly  pains,  and  got  the  leaft. 
Thus  did  the  thriving  malady  prevail. 
The  court  its  head,  the  Poets  but  the  tail. 
The  .fin  was  of  our  native  growth,  'tis  true  ; 
The  fcandal  of  the  fin  was  wholly  new. 
Miffes  they  were,  but  modeftly  conceal'd ; 
White-hall  the  naked  Venus  firft  reveal'd. 
Who  ftanding  as  at  Cyprus,  in  her  flirine, 
The  ftiumpet  was  adur'd  with  rites  divine. 


Ere  this,  if  faints  had  any  fecret  motion, 
'Twas  chamber-pra<ftice  all,  and  clofc  devotion. 
I  pafs  the  peccadillos  of  their  time  ; 
Nothing  but  open  lewdnefs  was  a  crime. 
A  monarch's  blood  was  venial  to  the  nation, 
Compar'd  with  one  foul  a6l  of  fornication. 
Now,  they  would  filence  us,  and  (hut  the  door. 
That  let  in  all  the  bare-fac'd  vice  before. 
As  for  reforming  us,  which  fome  pretend. 
That  work  in  England  is  without  an  end  : 
Well  may  we  change,  but  we  ftiall  never  mend. 
Yet,  if  you  can  but  bear  the  prefent  Stage, 
We  hope  much  better  of  the  coming  age. 
What  would  you  fay,  if  we  ftiould  firft  begin 
To  ftop  the  trade  of~teve  behind  the  fcene  : 
Where  adlreffes  make  bold  with  married  men 
For  while  abroad  fo  prodigal  the  dolt  is, 
Poor  fpoufe  at  home  as  ragged  as  a  colt  is. 
In  Ihort,  we'll  grow  as  moral  as  we  can. 
Save  here  and  there  a  woman  Or  a  man  : 
But  neither  you,  nor  we,  with  all  our  pains, 
Can  make  clean  work ;  there  will  be  fome  re- 
mains, [Hains. 
While  you  have  ftill  your  Oats,  and  we  owr 
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TALES  AND  TRANSLATIONS. 


T  O 


HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF  ORMOND. 


M?  Lord, 

Some  cflates  are  held  in  England,  by  paying  a 
fine  at  the  chanjjt  of  every  lord  :  I  have  enjoyed 
the  patronajie  of  your  family,  from  the  time  of 
your  excellent  grandfather  to  this  prcfent  day.  T 
have  dedicated  the  tranflation  of  the  lives  of  Plu- 
tarch to  the  firfl  DiiV  e ;  anil  have  celebrated  the 
Wcmiiry  of  your  heroic  lather.  Though  I  am 
Very  fhoitol'  the  age  of  Ncftor,  yet  I  have  lived 
to  a  third  gencrati.n  of  your  houfe;  and  by  your 
Grace's  favour  am  admitted  (lili  to  hold  from 
you  by  the  fame  tenure. 

I  am  not  ivain  enough  to  boad  that  I  have  de- 
ferved  the  value  nf  fo  illuftrious  a  line;  but  my 
fonu!  c  is  the  greater,  that  for  three  defcents  they 
ha«e  been  piiaftd  to  diftinguifh  my  puems  froni 
thofe  of  other  men;  and  have  accordingly  made 
me  their  peculiar  care.  M;iy  it  be  permitted  me 
to  fay.  Thai  as  y.ur  grandfather  and  father  were 
chciiflied  and  adorned  with  honours  by  two  fiic- 
ceflive  monarchs,  T)  I  have  been  tflci  med  a!id  pa- 
tronized hy  the  grandfather,  the  father,  and  the 
fon,  defcended  fri  m  one  of  the  mod  ancient,  moft 
confpicuuus,  and  mod  Ucfcrving  families  in  i.u- 
rope. 

It  is  true,  that  hy  drlaying  the  payment  of  my 
laft  fine,  when  it  was  due  by  y^  ur  Grace's  accef- 
fiop  to  the  titles  and  patrimonies  of  ycjur  houfe,  I 
iTilfy  feem,  in  rigour  of  law,  to  have  made  a  for- 
feiture of  my  claim  ;  yet  my  heart  has  always 
been  devoted  to  your  fcrvice  :  and  lincp  you  have 


been  gracioufly  picafed,  by  your  permifRon  of  this 
addrel's,  to  accept  the  tender  of  my  duty,  it  is  noc 
yet  too  late  to  lay  thefe  volumes  at  your  feet. 

The  world  is  fenfible  that  you  worthily  fuc- 
ceed,  not  only  to  the  honours  of  your  anceflors, 
but  alfo  to  their  virtues.  The  long  chain  of  mag- 
nanimity, courage,  eafincfs  of  acccfs,  and  defire  of 
doing  good  even  to  the  prejudice  of  your  fortune, 
is  lb  far  from  being  broken  in  your  Grace,  that 
the  precious  metal  yet  runs  pure  to  the  newefk 
link  of  it :  which  I  will  not  call  the  laft,  becanfe 
I  hope  and  pray,  it  may  defcend  to  late  pofterity: 
and  yo'ir  flourilhing  youth,  and  that  of  your  ex- 
cellent Diitchefs,  are  hajipy  ome'  s  of  my  wifh. 

It  is  obferved  by  Livy  and  by  others,  that  fomc 
of  the  nobleft  Roman  families  retained  a  refcm- 
blance  <if  their  anceftry,  not  only  in  their  ftiapes 
and  features,  bul  alfo  in  their  manners,  their  qua-  ^ 
litie«,  aud  the  diftinguifhing  chiiraders  of  their 
minds :  fome  lines  were  noted  for  a  ftern,  rigid 
virtue,  favage,  h:iughty,  parfinionious,  and  unpo- 
pular :  others  were  more  fweet,  and  afTabic ; 
made  of  a  more  pliant  pafte,  humble,  curtcous, 
and  oliliging  ;  ftudious  of  doing  charitable  otfices, 
and  diffiifivc  of  the  goods  which  they  enjoyed. 
The  laft  of  thtfc  i<  the  proper  and  indelible  cha- 
radlcr  of  your  Grace's  family.  God  Almighty 
has  endued  you  with  a  fol'tnefs,  a  beneficence,  an 
attraiSlive  behaviour  "n  the  hearts  of  others ;  and 
fo  fciilibie  of  their  mifery,  that  the  wounds  of  for- 
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tunc  feem  not  ihflided  on  them,  but  on  yourfelf. 
You  are  fo  ccady  to  redrefs,  that  you  almoft  pre- 
vent their  vvifties,  and  always  exceed  their  expec- 
tations :  as  if  what  was  yours,  was  not  your  own, 
and  not  given  you  to  poiTefs,  liut  to  beftow  on 
wanting  merit.  But  this  is  a  topic  which  I  niuft 
caft  in  fliades,  left  I  offend  your  modefty,  which 
is  fo  far  from  being  oftentatieus  of  the  good  you 
do,  that  it  bliifhes  even  to  have  it  known  ;  and 
therefore  I  muft  leave  you  to  the  fatisfadlion  and 
teftimony  of  your  own  confcience,  which  though 
it  be  a  filent  panegyric,  is  yet  the  beft. 

You  are  fo  eafy  of  accefs,  Inat  Poplicola  was 
not  more,  whofe  doors  were  opened  on  the  out- 
fide  to  fave  the  people  even  the  common  civility 
of  afking  entrance ;  where  all  were  equally  ad- 
mitted ;  where  nothing  that  was  reafonable  was 
denied  ;  where  misfortune  was  a  powerful  recom- 
mendation, and  where  (I  can  fcarce  forbear  fay- 
ing) that  want  itfelf  was  a  powerful  mediator, 
and  was  next  to  merit. 

The  hiftory  of  Peru  affures  lis,  that  their  Incas, 
above  all  their  titles,  efteemed  that  the  higheft, 
which  called  them  Lovers  of  the  poor :  a  name 
more  glorious  than  the  Felix,  Pius,  and  Auguflus 
of  the  Roman  emperors ;  which  were  epithets  of 
flattery,  defervcd  by  few  of  them ;  and  not  run- 
ning in  a  blood,  like  the  perpetual  gentlenefs,  and 
inherent  gooduefs  of  the  Ormond  Family. 

Cold,  as  it  is  the  purefl,  fo  it  is  the  fofteft,  and 
mofl:  du>ftile  of  all  metals  :  iron,  which  is  the 
hardeft,  gathers rufl-,  corrodes  itfelf;  and  is  there- 
fore fubjecft  to  corruption  :  it  was  never  intended 
for  coins  and  medals,  or  to  bear  faces  and  the  in- 
fcriptions  of  the  great.  Indeed  it  is  fit  for  ar- 
mour, to  bear  off  infults,  and  preferve  the  wearer 
in  the  day  of  battle  :  but  the  danger  once  repel- 
led, it  is  laid  afide  by  the  brave,  as  a  garment  too 
-ough  for  civil  converfation  :  a  neccffary  guard  in 
war,  but  too  harfli  and  cumberfsme  in  peace,  and 
which  keeps  off  the  embraces  of  a  more  humane 
life. 

For  this  reafon,  my  lord,  though  you  have  cou- 
rage in  a  heroical  degree,  yet  I  afcribe  it  to  you, 
but  as  your  fecond  attribute  :  mercy,  beneficence, 
and  compaflion,  claim  precedence,  as  they  are  firft 
in  the  divine  nature.  An  intrepid  courage,  which 
is  inherent  in  your  Grace,  is  at  beft  but  a  holiday 
kind  of  virtue,  to  be  feldom  excrcifed,  and  never 
but  in  cafes  pf  neceflity  :  affability,  mildnefs,  ten- 
dernefs,  and  a  word,  which  I  would  fain  bring 
back  to  its  original  fignification  of  virtue,  I  mean 
Good-nature,  are  of  daily  ufe  :  they  are  the  bread 
of  mankind,  and  ftafF  of  life  :  neither  fighs,  nor 
tears,  nor  groans,  nor  curfes  of  the  vanquillied, 
follow  aiSts  of  compaflion,  and  of  charity  :  but  a 
fincere  pleafure  and  fereiiity  of  mind,  in  him  who 
performs  an  acfcion  of  mercy,  which  cannot  fuiFer 
the  misfortunes  of  another,  without  rec  fs;  left 
they  fhould  bring  a  kind  of  contagion  along  with 
them,  and  pollute  the  happinefs  which  he  en- 
joys. 

Yet  fince  the  perverfe    tempers   of  mankind, 
fince  oppreflion  on  one  fide,  and  ambition  on  the 
•ther,  are  fomctimea  the  tinavoidable  oscaHon*  of 
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war ;  that  courage,  that  magnanimity,  and  refo- 
lution,  which  is  born  with  you,  cannot  be  too 
much  commended  :  and  here  it  grieves  me  that  I 
am  fcanted  in  the  pleafure  of  dwelling  oi;  many 
of  your  aiftions  :  but  alUofiai  Tpam  is  an  expref- 
fion  which  TuUy  often  ufed,  when  he  would  do 
what  he  dares  not,  and  fears  the  cenfure  of  the 
Romans. 

I  have  fometimes  been  forced  to  amplify  on 
others;  but  here,  where  the  fubjedl  is  fo  fruitful 
that  the  harveft  overcomes  the  reaper,  I  am 
fhortened  by  my  chain,  and  can  only  fee  what  is 
forbidden  me  to  reach  :  fince  it  is  not  permitted 
me  to  commend  you  according  to  the  extent  of 
my  wifhes,  and  much  lefs  i^i  it,  in  my  power  to 
make  my  commendations  equal  to  your  merits. 
Yet,  in  this  frugahty  of  your  praifes,  there  arc 
fome  things  which  I  cannot  omit,  without  de- 
tra<5ting  from  your  characflcr.  You  have  fo  form- 
ed your  own  education  as  enables  yoti  to  pay  the 
debt  you  owe  your  country;  or,  more  properly 
fpeaking,  both  your  countries  :  becaufe  you  were 
born,  I  may  almoft  fay  in  purple,  at  the  caftle  of 
Dublin,  when  yotir  grandfather  was  lord-lieu- 
tenant, and  have  fince  been  bred  in  the  court  of 
England. 

If  this  addrefs  had  been  in  verfe,  I  might  have 
called  you,  as  Claudian  calls  Mercury.  "  Numen 
"  commune,  gemino  faciens  conimercia  mundo." 
The  better  to  fatisfy  this  double  obligation,  you 
have  early  cultivated  the  genius  you  have  to  arms, 
that  when  the  fervice  of  Britain  or  Ireland  ftiall 
require  your  courage  and  your  condiuft,  you  may 
exert  thcni  both  to  the  benefit  of  cither  country. 
You  began  in  the  cabinet  what  you  afterwards 
praAiied  in  the  car.ip  ;  and  thus  both  Lucullus 
and  Csefar  (to  omit  a  crowd  of  fliining  Romans) 
formed  themfelves  to  war  by  the  ftudy  of  hiftory, 
and  by  the  examples  of  the  greateft  captains,  both 
of  Greece  and  Italy,  before  their  time.  1  name 
thofe  two  commanders  in  particular,  becaufe  they 
were  better  read  in  chronicle  than  any  of  the  Ro- 
man leaders ;  and  that  Lucullus  in  particular, 
having  only  the  theory  of  war  from  books,  was 
thought  fit,  without  praftice,  ro  be  fent  into  the 
field,  againft  the  moft  formidable  enemy  of  Rome.. 
Tully  indeed  was  called  the  learned  conful  in  de- 
rifion  ;  but  then  he  was  not  born  a  foldier :  his 
head  was  turned  another  way  :  when  he  read  the 
Tadtics,  he  was  thinking  on  the  bar,  which  was 
his  field  of  battle.  The  knowledge  of  warfare  is 
thrown  away  on  a  general  who  dares  not  make 
ufc  of  what  he  knows.  I  commend  it  only  in  a 
man  of  courage  and  refolution  ;  in  him  it  will  di- 
Tt&  his  martial  fpirit,  and  teach  him  the  way  to 
the  beft  victories,  which  are  thofe  that  are  leaft 
bloody,  and  which,  though  atchieved  by  the  hand, 
are  managed  by  the  head.  Science  diftinguifhes 
a  man  of  honour  from  one  of  thofe  athletic  brutes 
v/hom,  undeferveJly,  we  call  heroes,  Curfed  be 
the  poet,  who  firft  honoured  with  that  name  a 
mere  Ajax,  a  man-killing  idiot.  The  Ulyfl"es  of 
Ovid  upbraids  his  ignorance,  that  he  underftood 
not  the  Ihield  for  which  he  pleaded  :  there  wera 
engraven  on  it,  plans  of  cities,  and  maps  of  coua- 
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tries,  wliich  Ajai  could  not  comprehend,  but 
looked  on  them  as  rtupidly  as  his  fellow-beaft  the 
linn.  But,  on  the  other  fide,  your  Grace  has 
given  yourfelf  the  education  of  his  rival .  you  have 
ftudied  every  fpot  of  ground  in  Flanders,  which 
for  thefe  ten  years  pad  has  been  the  fcene  of 
battles  and  of  fiegcs.  No  wonder  if  you  perform- 
ed your  part  with  fuch  applaufe  on  a  theatre 
tvhich  you  underftood  fo  well. 

If  I  defigned  this  for  a  poetical  encomium,  it 
■were  eafy  to  enlarge  on  fo  copious  a  fubjedl;  but, 
confining  myfclf  to  the  feverity  of  truth,  and  to 
what  is  becoming  me  to  fay,  I  ranft  not  only  pafs 
over  many  inftances  of  your  military  Ikill,  but 
alfo  thofe  of  your  affiduous  diligence  in  the  war  : 
and  of  your  perfonal  bravery,  attended  with  an 
ardent  thirft  of  honour  ;  a  Ic^ng  train  of  genero- 
fity ;  profufenefs  of  doing  good  ;  a  foul  unfatisfied 
■with  all  it  has  done;  and  an  unextinguifhed  de- 
fire  of  doing  tnore.  But  ail  this  is  matter  for  your 
own  hiftorians ;  I  am,  as  Virgil  fays,  "  Spatiis  ex- 
"  dufis  iniquis." 

Yet,  not  to  be  wholly  filent  of  all  your  chari- 
ties, I  muft  flay  a  little  on  one  a<5lion,  which  pre- 
ferred the  relief  of  others  to  the  cqnfideration  of 
yourfelf.  When,  in  the  battle  of  Landcn,  your 
heat  of  courage  (a  fault  only  pardonable  to  your 
youth)  had  tranlported  you  fo  far  before  your 
friends,  that  they  were  unable  to  follow,  much 
lefs  to  fuccour  you  ;  when  you  were  not  only 
dangeroufly,  but  in  all  appearance  mortally  wound- 
ed, when  in  that  defperate  condition  you  were 
made  prifoner,  and  carried  to  Namur,  at  that  time 
in  pofleflion  of  the  French  ;  then  it  was,  my  lord, 
that  you  took  a  confiderable  part  of  what  was 
remitted  to  you  of  your  own  revenues,  and  as  a 
memorable  inftance  of  your  heroic  charity,  put  it 
into  the  hands  of  Count  Guifcard,  who  was  go- 
vernor of  the  place,  to  be  diflributed  among  your 
fellow  prifoners.  The  French  commander,  charm- 
ed with  the  greatnefs  of  your  foul,  accordingly 
configned  it  to  the  ufe  for  which  it  was  intended 
hy  the  donor  :  by  which  means  the  lives  of  fo 
many  miferable  men  were  faved,  and  a  comfort- 
able provifion  made  for  their  fubfiftence,  who 
had  otherwife  perifhed,  had  not  you  been  the 
companion  of  their  misfortune  :  or  rather  fcnt  by 
Providence,  like  another  Jofeph,  to  keep  out  fa- 
mine from  invading  thofe  whom  in  humility  you 
called  your  brethren.  How  happy  was  it  for 
thofe  poor  creatures,  that  your  Grace  was  made 
their  fcUow-fuffercr !  and  how  glorious  for  you, 
that  you  chofc  to  want,  rather  than  not  relieve  the 
■wants  of  others  !  The  heathen  poet,  in  commend- 
ing the  charity  nf  Dido  to  the  Trojans,  fpoke  like 
a  Cliriftian  ;"  Non  ignara  mali,  mifcris  fiiccurrerc 
**  difco."  All  mrii,  even  thefe  of  a  dilfcrent  in- 
terert,  and  contrary  principles,  muft  praile  this 
aCUun,  as  the  moil  eminent  for  piety,  not  ordv  io 
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this  degenerate  age,  but  almofl  in  any  of  the 
former ;  when  men  were  made  "  de  m-Jiore  luto  ;" 
when  examples  of  charity  were  frequent,  and 
when  they  were  in  being,  "  Teucri  pulcherrinia 
"  proles,  magnanimi  heroes  nati  melioribus  annis."'' 
No  envy  can  detrail;  from  this ;  it  will  Ihine  in 
hitlory  ;  and,  like  fwans,  grow  whiter  the  longer 
it  endures:  and  the  name  of  Ormond  will  be 
more  celebrated  in  his  captivity,  than  in  his 
greateft  triumphs. 

But  all  actions  of  your  Grace  are  of  a  piece  ;  a? 
waters  keep  the  renor  of  their  fountains :.  your 
compaffion  is  gene  'il,  and  has  the  fame  effeil  as 
well  on  enemie*  as  friends.  It  is  fo  much  in  your 
nature  to  do  good,  that  your  life  is  but  one  con- 
tinued aCt  of  placing  benefits  en  many,  as  the  fun 
is  always  carrying  his  light  to  fome  part  or  other 
of  the  world :  and  were  it  not  that  your  reafon 
guides  you  where  to  give,  I  might  almoft  fay  that 
you  could  not  help  beftowing  more,  than  is  con- 
fifting  with  the  fortune  of  a  private  man,  or  with 
the  %yill  of  any  but  an  Alexander. 

What  wonder  is  it  then,  that,  being  born  for 
a  bleffing  to  mankind,  your  fuppofed  death  in  that 
engagement  vi'as  fo  generally  lamented  through 
the  iration  !  The  concernment  for  it  was  as  unf- 
verfal  as  the  lofs  :  and  though  the  gratitude  might 
be  counterfeit  in  fome,  yet  the  tears  of  all  were 
real  :  where  every  man  deplored  his  private  part 
in  that  calamity  ;  and  even  thofe,  who  had  not 
tafted  of  your  favours,  yet  built  fo  much  on  the 
fame  of  your  beneficence,  that  they  bemoaned  the 
lofs  of  their  expectations. 

This  brought  the  untimely  death  of  your  great 
father  into  frefh  remembrance  ;  as  if  the  fame  de- 
cree had  pafTed  on  two,  fhort  fucceffive  genera- 
tions of  the  ■f irtuous ;  and  I  repeated  to  myfelf  the 
fame  verfes,  which  I  had  formerly  applied  to  him: 
"  Oftendun:  terris  hunc  tantvim  fata,  nee  ultra  efle 
''  finunt."  But  to  the  joy  not  only  of  all  good 
men,  but  of  mankind  in  general,  the  unhappy 
omen  took  not  place.  You  are  ftill  living  to  en- 
joy the  bieffings  and  applaufe  of  all  the  good  you 
have  performed,  the  prayers  of  multitudes  whor« 
you  have  obliged,  for  your  long  profperity  ;  and 
that  your  power  of  doing  generous  and  charitable 
adions  may  be  as  extended  as  your  will ;  whicht 
is  by  none  more  zealoufly  dcfired  than  by 

Your  Grace's 

Moft  humble, 

Muft  obliged,  and 

Moft  obedient  fcrvant, 

JOHN  DRYDEN. 
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It  is  with  a  poet  as  with  a  man  who  defigns  to 
build,  and  is  very  exacfl,  as  he  fuppofcs,  in  cafling 
up  the  coft  beforehand;  but,  generally  fpeaking, 
he  is  millakcn  in  his  account,  and  reckons  fliort 
in  the  expence  he  firft  intended  :  he   alters  his 

■  mind  as  the  work  proceeds,  and  will  have  this  or 
that  convenience  more,  of  which  he  had  not 
thought  when  he  began.  So  has  it  happened  to 
me  :  I  have  built  a  houfe,  where  I  iivtended  but 
a  lodge  :  yet  with  better  fuccefs  than  a  certain 
nobleman,   who,   beginning   with  a  dog-kenncl, 

i>-»ever  lived  to  finiih  the  palace  he  had  contrived. 
From  tranflating  the  firft  of  Homer's  Iliads 
(which  I  intended  as  an  effay  to  the  whole  work) 
I  proceeded  to  the  tranflation  of  the  twelfth  book 
of  Ovid's  Metamorphofcs,  becaufe  it  contains, 
among  other  things,  the  caufes,  the  beginning, 
and  ending  of  the  Trojan  v/ar  :  here  1  ought  in 
reafon  to  have  flopped  ;  but  the  fpeeches  of  Ajax 
and  Ulyfies  lying  next  in  my  way,  I  could  not 
balk  them.  When  I  had  compaffed  them,  I  was 
fo  taken  with  the  former  part  of  the  fifteenth 
book  (which  is  the  mafler-piece  of  the  whole 
Metamorphofes),  that  I  enjoined  myfelf  the  plea- 
fmg  talk  of  rendering  it  into  Englifli.  And  now 
I  found,  by  the  number  of  my  verfes,  that  they 
began  (o  fwell  into  a  little  volume ;  which  gave 
me  an  occafiom  of  looking  backward  on  fome 
beauties  of  my  author,  in  his  former  books  :  there 
occurred  to  me  the  Hunting  of  the  Boar,  Cinyras 
and  Myrrha,  the  good-natured  ftory  of  Baucis 
and  Philemon,  with  the  reft,  which  1  hope  1  have 
iranflated  clofely  enous;h,  and  given  them  the 
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fame  turn  of  verfe  which  they  had  in  the  original' 
and  thi«,  I  may  fay  without  vanity,  is  not  the 
talent  of  every  poet  :  he  who  has  arrived  the 
neareft  to  it,  is  the  ingenious  and  learned  Sandys, 
the  beft  verfifier  of  the  former  age ;  if  I  may 
properly  call  it  by  that  name  which  was  the 
former  part  of  this  concluding  century.  For 
Spenfer  and  Fairfax  beth  flouriftied  in  the  reign 
of  (^een  Elizabeth  ;  great  mafters  in  our  lan- 
guage ;  and  who  faw  much  farther  into  the  beau- 
ties of  our  numbers,  than  thofe  who  immediatel)' 
followed  them.  Milton  was  the  poetical  fon  of 
Spenfer,  and  Mr,  Waller  of  Fairfax  ;  for  we  have 
our  lineal  defcents  and  clans,  as  well  as  other  fa- 
milies :  Spenfer  more  than  once  infinuates,  that 
the  foul  of  Chaucer  was  transfufed  iflto  his  body  ; 
and  that  he  was  begotten  by  him  two  hundred 
years  after  his  deceafe.  Milton  has  acknowledged 
to  me,  that  Spenfer  was  his  original ;  and  many 
befides  myfelf  have  heard  our  famous  Waller  own, 
that  he  derived  the  harmony  of  his  numbers  fronx 
the  Godfrey  of  Bulloign,  which  was  turned  into 
Englifh  by  Mr.  Fairfax.  But  to  return  :  having- 
done  with  Ovid  for  this  time,  it  came  into  my 
mind,  that  our  old  Englilh  poet  Chaucer  in  many 
things  refembled  him,  and  that  with  no  dil'ad- 
vantage  on  the  fide  of  the  modern  author,  as  I 
Ihall  endeavour  to  prove  when  I  compare  them  z 
and  as  I  am,  and  always  have  been, 'ftudious  to 
promote  the  honour  of  my  native  country,  fo  I 
foon  refolved  to  put  their  merits  to  the  trial,  by 
turning  fome  of  the  Canterbury  tales  into  our 
language,  as  it  is  now  refined ;  for  by  this  TOSans 
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both  the  poets  btln^  fet  I'n  the  fame  light,  and 
t'rcfled  in  the  lame  Englifh  habit,  ftnry  to  be 
compared  with  ftory,  a  certain  judgment  may  be 
made  betwixt  them,  by  tl^e  reader,  without  ob- 
truding my  opinion  on  him  :  or  if  I  feem  partial 
to  my  countryman,  and^  predeccffor  in  the  laurel, 
the  friends  of  antiquity 'are  not  few  :  and  befides 
many  of  the  learned,  Ovid  has  almoft;  all  the  beaux, 
and  the  whole  fair  fpx,  his  declared  patrons.  Per- 
haps I  have  affunicd  fomewhat  more  to  myfelf 
than  they  allow  me  ;  becaufe  1  have  adventured 
to  fum  up  the  evidence  :  but  the  readers  are  the 
lury  ;  and  their  privilege  remains  entire  to  decide 
according  to  the  merits  of  the  caiife,  or  if  they 
pleafe,  to  bring  it  to  another  hearing,  before  fomc 
other  court.  In  the  mean  time,  to  follow  the 
thread  nf  my  difcourfe  (as  thoughts,  according  to 
Mr,  Hobbes,  have  always  fome  connexion)  fo 
from  Chaucer  I  was  led  to  think  on  Boccace,  who 
Was  not  only  his  contemporary,  but  alfo  purfued 
the  fame  fludits ;  wrote  novels  Ip  profe,  and 
many  works  in  verfe  ;  particularly  is  faid  to  have 
invented  the  o(ftave  rhyme,  or  ftan2a  of  eight 
lines,  which  ever  fince  has  been  maintained  by  the 
]>ra(5lice  of  all  Italian  writers,  who  are,  or  at  leaft 
affume  the  title  of  Heroic  Poets  :  he  aiul  Chaucer, 
among  other  things,  had  this  in  common,  that 
they  refined  their  mother  tongues  ;  but  with  this 
«'.ifl'ercncc,  that  Dante  had  begun  to  file  their 
language,  at  leaft  in  verfe,  before  the  time  of 
Boccace,  who  likewife  received  no  little  help 
from  his  mafter  Petrarch.  But  the  reformation 
of  their  profe  was  wholly  owing  to  Boccace  him- 
felf,  who  is  yet  the  ftandard  of  purity  in  the 
Italian  tongue  ;  though  many  of  his  phrafes  are 
jjccome  obfolete,  as  in  procefs  of  (inic  it  mull 
needs  hajpcii.  Chaucer  (as  you  have  formerly 
been  told  by  our  learned  Mr.  Rymer)  firfl  adorned 
and  amplified  our  barren  tongue  from  the  Pro- 
vcncall,  which  was  then  the  moft  polifhed  of  all 
the  modern  languages  ;  but  this  fubjeift  has  been 
copioufly  treated  by  that  great  critic,  who  dc- 
fcrves  no  little  commendation  from  us  his  coun- 
trymen. For  thefe  reafons  of  time,  and  refem- 
l^lance  of  genius  in  Chaucer  and  Boccace,  I  re- 
folved  to  join  them  if)  my  prcfent  work  ;  t«  which 
I  have  added  fomc  original  papers  of  my  own  ; 
which  whether  they  are  equal  or  inferior  to  my 
other  jioems,  an  author  is  the  moft  improper 
judge;  and  thrrefore  I  leave  them  wholly  to  the 
mercy  of  the  reader.  1  will  hope  the  bell,  that 
they  will  not  he  condemned ;  but  if  they  fhould, 
1  have  the  excife  of  an  eld  gentleman,  who, 
mounting  on  hoi feback  before  fomc  ladies,  when 
1  wax  prefenf,  got  up  fomewhat  heavily,  bi:t  de- 
fircd  of  the  fair  fpedators,  that  they  would  count 
fourfcorcand  eight  before  they  judged  him.  By 
ihc  mercy  of  God,  I  am  already  c(  me  within 
twenty  years  of  his  number,  a  cripple  in  my  limbs; 
l*ut  what  decays  are  in  my  nmid,  the  reader  muft 
ileterminc.  I  think  myftif  as  vigorous  as  ever  in 
the  faculties  of  my  foul,  txceptiiig  only  my  mc- 
1001  y,  which  is  not  impaired  to  any  great  degree  ; 
and  if  I  lofc  not  more  of  it,  I  ]iav<-  no  grtat  rea- 
fon  to  '.oni]'!,Ain.     Vhnt  judgment  I  had,  ir.crcafcs 


rather  than  diminifhes ;  and  thoughts,  fuch  as  they 
are,  come  crowding  in  fo  faft  upon  me,  that  my 
only  difficuHy  is  to  choofe  or  to  rcje(St ;  to  run 
them  into  verfe,  or  to  give  th-.'m  the  other  har- 
mony of  profe.  T  have  fo  long  fludidd  and  prac- 
tifed  both,  that  they  are  grown  into  a  habit,  and 
become  familiar  to  me.  In  fhort,  though  1  may 
lawfully  plead  fome  part  of  the  old  gemleman's 
excufe  ;  yet  I  will  referve  it  till  I  think  I  have 
freater  need,  and  aflc  no  grains  of  allowance  for 
the  faults  of  this  my  prefent  work,  but  fhofe  which 
are  given  of  courfe  to  hu.aian  fraihy.  I  will  not 
trouble  my  reader  with  the  fhortnefs  of  time  in 
which  I  writ  it,  or  the  feveral  intervals  of  fick- 
nefs  :  they  v/ho  think  too  well  of  their  own  per- 
formances, are  apt  to  boaft  in  their  prefaces  how 
little  time  their  works  have  coft  them;  and  what 
other  hufinefs  of  more  importance  interfered  ;  but 
the  reader  will  be  as  apt  to  afk  the  queftion,  why 
they  allowed  not  a  longer  time  to  make  their 
works  more  perfect  ?  and  why  they  had  fo  defpi- 
cable  an  opinion  of  their  judges,  as  to  thruft  their 
indigefted  ftulT  upon  them,  as  if  they  deferved  no 
better  ? 

With  this  account  of  my  prefent  undertaking,  \ 
conclude  the  firfi:  part  of  this  difcourfe  :  m  the 
fecond  part,  as  at  a  fecond  fitting,  though  I  alter 
not  the  draught,  I  muft  touch  the  fame  features 
over  again,  and  change  the  dead  colouring  of  the 
whole.  In  general  I  will  only  fay,  that  I  have 
written  nothing  which  favours  of  immorality  or 
profaneneis;  at  leaft,  I  am  not  confcious  to  myfelf 
of  any  fuch  intention.  If  there  happen  to  be 
found  an  irreverent  expreffion,  or  a  thought  too 
wanton,  they  are  crept  into  my  verfes  through 
my  inadvertency  ;  if  the  fcarchers  find  any  in  the 
cargo,  let  them  be  flaved  or  forfeited,  like  con- 
traband goods.};  at  left,  let  their  authors  be  au- 
fwerable  for  them,  as  being  but  imported  mer- 
chandife,  and  not  of  my  own  manufa6lure.  On 
the  other  fidp,  I  have  endeavoured  to  choofe  fuch 
fables,  both  ancient  and  modern,  as  contain  in  each 
of  them  fome  inftrudlive  moral,  which  I  could 
prove  by  indudion,  but  the  way  is  tedious ;  and 
they  leap  foremoft  into  fight,  without  the  reader's 
trouble  of  looking  after  them.  I  wifh  I  could  af- 
firm with  3  fafe  confcience,  that  I  had  taken  the 
fame  care  in  all  my  former  writings  ,  for  it  muft 
be  owned,  that  fiippofing  verfes  are  never  fo  beau- 
tiful or  pleafing,  yet  if  they  contain  any  thing 
which  fliock*  religion,  nr  good  manners,  they  are 
at  heft,  what  Horace  fays  of  good  numbers,  with- 
out good  i'cnfe,  "  Verfus  iiiopcs  rerum,  nugxque 
"  canora;."  Thus  far,  I  hope,  I  am  right  in . 
ccurt,  without  renouncing  my  other  right  of  fclf. 
defence,  where  I  have  been  wrongfully  actufed, 
and  my  fenfe  wire-drawn  into  blafphemy  or 
bawdry,  as  it  has  often  been  by  a  religious  lawyer, 
in  a  late  pleading  againll  the  ftage  ;  in  which  hi" 
mixes  truth  with  falfehood,  aiul  has  not  forgottci 
the  old  rule  of  calumniating  ftrongly,  that  fome* 
thing  may  remain.  a 

I  refumc  the  thread  of  my  difcourfe  with  the 
firft  of  my  tranflation,  which  was  the  firft  Iliad  oE* 
Homer.    If  it  fliall  plcafc  God  to  give  me  longt^ 
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iiTe,  -and  moderate  health,  my  intentions  are  to 
tranflate  the  whole  Ilias;  provided  ftlU  that  I 
•meet  with  thofe  encouragements  from  the  p.ublic, 
which  may  enable  me  to  proceed  in  my  under- 
taking with  fome  cheerfulnefs.  And  this  I  dare 
aiTure  the  world  before-hand,  that  I  have  found, 
by  trial.  Homer  a  more  pleafing  tafk  than  Virgil 
(though  I  fay  not  the  tranflation  will  be  lefs  labo- 
rious) :  for  the  Grecian  is  more  according  to  my 
genius,  than  the  JLatin  poet.  In  the  works  of  the 
two  authors  we  may  read  their  manners,  and  na- 
tural inclinations,  which  are  wholly  difFerent. 
Virgil  was  of  a  quiet,  fedate  temper  ;  Homer  was 
violent,  impetuous,  and  full  of  fire.  The  chief 
talent  of  Virgil  was  propriety  of  thoughts,  and 
©rnament  of  words  :  Homer  was  rapid  in  his 
thoughts,  and  tools  all  the  liberties,  both  of  num- 
'bers  and  of  expreflions,  which  his  language,  and 
the  age  in  which  he  lived,  allowed  him :  Homer's 
invention'  v/as  more  copious,  Virgil's  more  con- 
iined  :  fo  that  if  Homer  had  not  led  the  way,  it 
was  not  in  Virgil  to  have  begun  heroic  poetry ; 
■for  nothing  can  be  more  evident,  than  that  the 
■Roman  poem  is  but  the  fecond  part  of  Ilias ;  a 
continuation  of  the  fame  ftory  :  and  the  perfons 
-  already  formed  :  the  manners  of  JEneas  are  thofe 
•of  Hedtor  fuperadded  to  thofe  which  Homer  gave 
'Iiim.  The  adventures  of  Ulyfts  in  the  Odyffeis 
-are  imitated  in  the  firft  Six  Books  of  Virgil's 
-fiineis  :  and  though  the  accidents  are  not  the 
■fame  (which  would  have  argued  him  of  a  fervile 
copying,  and  total  barrennefs  of  invention)  yet 
the  feas  were  the  fame,  in  whidi  both  the  heroes 
wandered  ;  and  Dido  canifot  be  denied  to  be  the 
.poetical  daughter  of  Calypfo.  The  fix  latter  books 
'of  ^Virgil's  poem  are  the  four  and  twenty  Iliads 
-contracted  :  a  quarrel  occafioned  by  a  lady,  a 
iingle  combat,  battles  fought,  and  a  town  befiegcd. 
I  fay  not  this  in  derogation  to  Virgil,  neither  do 
'S  contradiit  any  thing  which  I  have  formerly  laid 
in  his  juft  praife  :  for  his  Epifodes  are  almoft 
'wholly  of  his  own  invention  ;  and  the  form  which 
he  has  given  to  the  telling,  makes  the  tale  his 
-■own,  even  though  the  original  ftory  had  been  the 
fame.  But  this  proves,  however,  that  Homer 
taught  Virgil  to  defign  :  and  if  invention  be  the 
■iirft  virtue  of  an  Epic  poet,  then  the  Latin  poem 
can  only  be  allov/ed  the  fecond  place.  Mr.  Hobbes, 
in  the  preface  to  his  own  bald  tranflation  of  the 
■lUas,  (ftudying  poetry  as  he  did  niathematics, 
when  it  was  too  late)  Mr.  Hobbes,  -I  fay,  begins 
■the  praife  of  Homer  where  he  fliould  have  ended 
'  -it.  He  tells  us,  that  the  firfl:  beauty  of  an  Epic 
-poem  confifts  in  d:<3:ion5  that  is,  in  the  choice  of 
'Words,  and  harmony  of  numbers  :  nov/,  the  words 
are  the  colouring  of  the  wdrk,  which  in  the  order 
of  nature  is  laft  to  be  confidered.  The  defign, 
the  difpcfition,  the  manners,  and  the  thoughts, 
are  all  before  it  :  where  any  of  thofe  are  wanting 
or  imperfed,  fo  much  wants  or  is  imperfecSl  in 
the  imitation  of  human  life  ;  which  is  in  the  very 
•definition  of  a  poem.  Words  indeed,  like  glaring 
colour?,  are  the  firft  beauties  that  arife,  and  ftrikc 
■the  fight  :  but  il  the  draught  be  faUe  or  lame, 
■:th«  figures  ill-difpoftd,  the  manuer*  obfcure  or 
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inconfiftent,  or  the  thouglits  unnatural,  then  tl;« 
fineft  colours  are  but  daubing,  and  the  piece  is  a 
beautiful  monfter  at  the  heft. .  Neither  Virgil  nor 
Homer  were  deficient  in  any  of  the  former  beau- 
ties ;  but  in  this  laft,  which  is  expreflSon,  the  Ro- 
man poet  is  at  leaft  equal  to  the  Grecian,  as  I 
have  faid  elfewhere ;  fupplying  the  poverty  of 
his  language  by  his  mufical  ear,  and  by  his  dili- 
gence. But  to  return  :  our  two  great  poets, 
being  fo  different  in  their  tempers,  one  choleric 
and  fanguine,  the  other  phlegmatic  and  melan- 
cholic ;  that  which  makes  them  excel  in  their  fe- 
veral  ways,  is,  that  each  of  them  has  followed  his 
own  natural  inclination,  as  well  in  forming  the 
defign,  as  in  the  execution  of  it.  The  very  heroes 
fliew  their  authors;  Achilles  is  hot,  impatient, 
revengeful ;  "  Impiger,  iracundus,  inexorabilis, 
"  acer,"  &c.  ^neas  patient,  confiderate,  caieful 
of  his  people,  and  merciful  to  his  enemies  :  ever 
fabmiflive  to  the  will  of  heaven,  "  quo  fata  tra- 
"  hunt,  retrahnntque,  fequamur."  I  could  pleafe 
myfelf  with  enlarging  on  this  fubjecft,  but  I  am 
forced  to  defer  it  to  a  fitter  time.  From  all  I 
have  faid,  I  will  only  draw  this  inference,  that 
the  aclion  of  Homer  being  more  full  of  vigour 
than  that  of  Virgil,  according  to  the  temper  of 
the  writer,  is  of  confequence  more  pleafing  to  the 
reader.  One  warms  you  by  degrees ;  the  other 
fets  you  on  fire  all  at  once,  and  never  intermits 
his  heat.  It  is  the  fame  difference  which  Longi^- 
nus  makes  betwixt  the  effecSls  of  eloquence  in  De- 
mofthenes  and  Tully.  One  perfuades ;  the  other 
commands.  You  never  cool  while  you  read  Ho- 
m.er,  even  not  in  the  fecond  book  (a  graceful 
flattery  to  his  countrymen)  ;  but  he  haftens  irom. 
the.ftiips,  and  concludes  not  that  book  till  he  has 
made  you  an  amends  by  the  violent  playing  of  a 
new  machine.  From  thence  he  hurries  on  his 
action  with  variety  of  events,  and  ends  it  in  lefs 
compafs  than  two  months.  This  vehemence  of 
his,  I  confefs,  is  more  fuitable  to  my  temper;  and 
therefore  1  have  tranflated  his  firft  book  with 
greater  pleafure  than  any  part  of  Virgil  :  but  it 
was  not  a  pleafure  without  pains  :  the  continual 
agitations  of  the  fpirits  muft  needs  be  a  weaken- 
ing of  any  conftitution,  efpecially  in  age;  and 
many  paufcs  are  reqaired  for  refrcftiment  betwixt 
the  heats ;  the  Iliad  of  itfelf  being  a  third  part 
longer  than  all  Virgil's  works  together. 

This  is  what  1  thought  needful  in  this  place  to 
fay  (if  Homer.  I  proceed  to  Ovid  and  Chaucer.; 
confidering  the  former  only  in  relation  to  the 
latter.  With  Ovid  ended  the  golJen  age  of  the 
Roman  tongue  :  from  Chaucer  the  purity  of  the 
Englifh  tongue  began.  The  manners  of  the  preis 
vvcre  not  unlike  :  both  of  them  were  weh-bred, 
v/ell-natured,  amorous,  and  liiiertine,  at  leaft  in 
their  writings,  it  may  be  alfo  in  their  lives.  Their 
ftudies  were  the  fame,  philofophy  and  philology. 
Both  of  them  were  known  in  aftronomy,  of  which 
Ovid's  books  of  the  Roman  feafts,  and  Chaucer's 
treatife  of  the  Aftrolabe,  are  fufficient  witnefTes, 
But  Chaucer  v/as  likewife  an  aftrologer,  as  were 
Virgil,  Horace,  Perfius,  and  Manilius.  Both  writ 
with  wonderful  facility  and  clearncfs,;  neit's"-'. 
U  ii 


9f4 


THE    WORKS    OP    DRYDElSr. 


.■were  Jjrciit  invf  ntnrs  :  for  Ovid  only  copied  the 
Grecian  fables ;  and  niofl  of  Chaucer's  ftorics 
■were  taken  from  liis  Italian  contemporaries,  or 
their  prcdectffors.  Boccace's  Decameron  was  firft 
piiblifhed ;  and  fmm  thence  our  Englifhman  has 
l)ortow<d  maiiy  of  his  Canterbury  tales  :  yet  that 
of  Palamon  and  Arcite  .was  written  in  all  proba- 
bility by  fume  Italian  wit,  in  a  foinierage;  as  I 
fhall  prove  hereafter  ;  the  tale  of  Grizild  was  the 
invention  of  Petrarch  ;  by  him  fent  to  Boccace  : 
from  whom  it  came  to  Chaucer  :  Troilus  and 
Crellida  was  alfo  written  by  a  lyonibard  author  ; 
liut  much  amplified  by  oyr  Engliih  tranllator,  as 
■wtll  as  beaucilled  ;  the  gepius  of  our  countrymen 
in  j!;eneral  bciiig  rather  to  improve  an  invention, 
than  to  inycnt  theinfelves;  as  is  evident  not  only 
an  our  poetry,  but  in  many  of  our  manufailures. 
1  find  I  have  anticipated  already,  and  taken  up 
frim  Boccace  br.fnfe  I  tome  to  him  :  but  there  is 
Jo  much  lefs  htliind  ;  and  I  am  of  the  temper  of 
moil  kings,  who  love  to  be  in  debt;  are  all  for 
j)relent  money,  no  matter  how  they  pay  it  after- 
vards  :  bcfides,  the  nature  of  a  preface  is  ram- 
liling;  never  wh^'lly  out  of  the  way,  nor  in  it. 
This  I  have  Jcarntd  from  the  pradlice  of  honcft 
Montaign,  and  return  at  my  plcafure  to  Ovid 
and  phauccr,  of  whom  I  have  little  more  to  fay. 
Both  of  thtm  built  on  the  inventions  of  other 
men ;  yet  faice  Chuucer  had  fornething  of  his 
own,  as  The  VVife  of  Bath's  Tale,  The  Cock  and 
the  Fox,  which  I  have  tranllated,  and  fonie  others, 
I  may  juftly  give  our  countryman  the  precedence 
in  that  part ;  fince  I  can  remember  nothing  of 
Ovid  which  was  wholly  his.  Both  of  them  un- 
<icrft.ood  the  manpers,  under  which  name  J  com- 
prehend the  paCiion^,  and,  in  a  larger  fenfe,  the 
dcfcriptions  of  peifons,  and  their  very  habits;  for 
an  example,  I  fee  Baucis  and  Philemon  as  perfecil- 
ly  before  )ne,  as  if  lume  ancient  painter  had  drawn 
them ;  ai;d  all  the  pilgrips  jn  the  Canterbury 
tales,  their  humours,  their  features,  and  the  very 
drcis  as  diftinf.ly  as  if  I  had  fupped  with  them 
at  the  Tabard  in  Southwar]i  :  yet  even  there  too 
the  figures. in  Chaucer  are  much  more  lively,  and 
fet  in  a  better  light  ;  which  though  1  have  not 
time  to  proye;  yet  I  appeal  to  the  reader,  and  am 
iure  he  will  clear  me  from  patti-ility.  The 
thoughts  and  words  remain  to  he  coniidered  in 
tlie  comparifon  of  the  two  poets ;  and  1  have 
Juvi-d  niyfelf  one  half  of  that  labour,  by  owning 
that  Ovia  lived  when  the  Ri^man  tongue  was  in 
it»  meridian  ;  Chaucer,  in  the  dawning  of  our  lan- 
guage :  theiifnre  that  part  of  the  comparilon 
ilands  not  on  an  ^tjual  foot,  any  more  thap  the  dic- 
tion of  Kniiius  aijd  ()vid  ;  or  of  Chaucer  and  our 
prefent  Englifli.  I'he  words  are  given  up  as  a 
poft  not  to  be  defended  in  our  poet,  bccaufe  i.e 
wanted  the  niodtrn  art  of  lortifying.  'J'hc  thouglifs 
isinain  to  he  coniidered  :  and  they  arc  to  be 
mialuieJ  only  by  their  propriety  ;  that  is,  as  they 
^ow  more  or  Icfs  naturally  from  the  perfons  dt- 
fcribed,  on  AicK  and  luch  occafions.  'f'hc  vulgar 
judges,  which  arc  nine  parts  in  ten  of  all  nations, 
•* ho  call  conceits  and  jingles  wit,  who  fee  Ovid 
lull  ui  :h«ui,   iiud   Chuuccr  altogfether   without 


them,  will  think  me  little  lefs  tTian  mad,  for  pr<=. 
ferring  the  Englithman  to  the  Roman  :  )'et,  vi  ith 
their  leave,  I  mull  prefumc  to  fay,  that  the  thinj;s 
they  admire,  are  not  only  glittering  trifles,  and  t'rt 
far  from  being  witty,  that  in  a  ferious  poem  they 
are  uaufeous,  becaufe  they  arc  unnatural.  Would 
any  man,  who  is  ready  to  die  for  love,  dcfcribe 
his  palfion  like  Narciifus  ?  Would  he  think  of 
"  inopem  me  copia  fecit,"  and  a  dozen  more  of 
fiich  expreffions,  poured  on  the  reck  of  one  ano- 
ther, and  fignifying  all  the  fame  thing  .'  If  this 
were  wit,  was  this  a  time  to  be  witty,  when  the 
poor  wretch  was  in  the  agony  of  death  I  This  is 
juft  John  JLittlewit  in  Bartholemew  Fair,  who  had 
a  conceit  (as  he  tells  you)  left  him  in  his  mifery  ; 
a  miferable  conceit.  On  thcfe  occafions  the  poet 
lliould  endeavour  to  raife  pity  :  but,  inftead  of 
this,  Ovid  is  tickling  you  to  laugh.  Virgil  never 
made  ufe  <jf  fuch  machines,  when  he  was  moving 
you  to  commiferate  the  death  of  Dido  :  he  would 
not  deflruy  what  he  was  building.  Chaucer  make* 
Arcite  violent  in  his  love,  and  unjuft  in  the  pur- 
fuit  of  it :  yet  when  he  came  to  die,  he  made  him 
think  more  reafonably  :  he  repents  not  of  his  love, 
for  that  had  altered  his  charader  ;  but  acknow- 
ledges the  injuftice  of  hi«  proceedings,  and  rcfigns 
Emilia  to  Palamon.  What  would  Ovid  have 
done  on  this  occalion  ?  He  would  certainly  have 
made  Arcite  witty  on  his  death-bed.  He  had 
complained  he  was  farther  off  from  poffelTion,  by 
being  fo  near,  and  a  thoufand  fuch  boyifm^,  which 
Chaucer  rejeCled  as  below  the  dignity  of  the  fub- 
jcd:.  1  hey,  who  think  otherwife,  would  by  the 
fame  reafon  prefer  liUcan  and  Ovid  to  Homer 
and  Virgil,  and  Martial  to  all  four  of  them.  At  > 
for  the  turn  of  words  in  wdiith  Ovid  particularly  i 
excels  all  poets  ;  thty  are  iomctimes  a  fault,  an^ 
fometimes  a  beauty,  as  they  are  ufed  properly  or 
improperly  ;  but  in  flrong  paflions  always  to  b«  i 
fhunned,  becaufe  paflions  are  ferious,  and  will  ad- 
mit no  playing.  The  French  have  a  high  value 
for  them  ;  ^iid  I  coufcfs,  they  arc  often  what  they  ' 
call  delicate,  when  they  are  introduced  with  judg- 
ment ;  but  Chaucer  writ  with  more  limplicity, 
and  followed  nature  more  dofe'ly,  than  to  ufe 
them.  I  iiave  thus  far,  to  the  bell  of  my  know- 
ledge, been  an  upiight  judge  hecwixt  the  parties  i 
in  cumpctivioii,  not  meddling  with  the  delign  nor  i 
the  diipolition  of  it ;  becauie  the  defign  was  not  i 
their  own;  and  in  the  difpofmg  of  it  they  wer«  i 
equal.  It  remains  that  1  fay  fomcwhat  of  Chaucc^ 
ill  particular. 

In  the  Hrll  place,  as  he  is  the  father  of  Englifti 
poetry,  fo  I  hold  him  in  the  fame  degree  of  venci 
ration  as  the  Grecians  held|Hi'inei,  or  the  Rcnuani  ■ 
Virgil  :  he  is  a  perpetual  fountain  nf  good  fcnfc; 
learned  ill  all  fciences;  and  therefore  fpeaks  prcKi 
perly  on  all  fubjcdis :  m  he  knew  what  fo  fay, 
fo  he  knows  alio  when  to  leave  of.';  a  continence" 
which  is  pratilifcd  by  few  writers,  and  fcarccly  by  • 
any  of  the  ancients,  excepting  Virgil  and  Hcr.icei 
One  of  our  late  great  poets  is  funk  in  his  reputa- 
tion, becaufe  he  could  never  forgiVc  any  conceit 
vhitli  came  in  his  way  ;  but  fwept  like  a  drag- 
net, ^rtdt  and  fmall-     Tjurc  was  plenty  cuougb- 
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^u*  the  diflies  were  ill-forted  ;  whole  pyramids  of 
fweet-meats,  for  boys  and  wTDmen  ;  but  little  of 
iblid  meat,  for  men  :  all  this  proceeded  not  from 
kny  want  of  knowledge,  but  of  judgment;  neither 
did  he  want  that  in  difcerning  tiie  beauties  and 
faults  of  other  p«tts ;  but  only  indulged  himfelf 
in  the  luxury  of  writing;  and  perhaps  knew  it 
was  a  fault,  but  hoped  the  reader  would  not  find 
it.  For  this  reafon,  though  he  muft  aKvays  be 
thought  a  great  poet,  he  is  no  longer  eiteenvcd  a 
good  writer  :  and  for  ten  impreflions,  which  his 
•works  have  had  in  fo  many  fucceffive  years,  yet  at 
prefent  a  hundred  books  are  fcarcely  purchifcd 
once  a  twelvemonth  :  for,  as  my  laft  Lord  Rn- 
chefter  faid,  though  fomewhat  profanely,  Not 
being  of  God,  he  could  not  ftand. 

Chaucer  followed  nature  every  where  ;  but  was 
never  fo  bold  to  go  beyond  her ;  and  there  is  a 
great  difference  of  being  Poeta  and  nimis  Poeta, 
if  we  believe  Catullus,  as  much  as  betwixt  a  mo- 
deft  behaviour  and  affecSlation.  The  verfe  of 
Chaucer,  I  confefs,  is  not  harmonious  to  us ;  but 
it  is  like  the  eloquence  of  one  whom  Tacitus  com- 
mends, it  was  "  auribus  iftius  temporis  accommn- 
*  data  :*'  they  who  lived  with  him,  and  fnme 
time  after  him,  thought  it  mufical ;  and  it  conti- 
nues fo  even  in  our  judgment,  if  compared  with 
^e  numbers  of  Lidgatc  and  Gower,  his  contem- 
poraries :  there  is  the  rude  fweetnefs  of  a  Scotch 
tune  in  it,  which  is  natural  and  pleafing,  though 
not  perfeil.  It  is  true,  I  cannot  go  fo  far  as  he 
■who  publifhed  the  laft  edition  of  him ;  for  he 
would  make  Us  believe  the  fault  is  in  our  ears, 
and  that  there  were  really  ten  fyllables  in  a  verfe 
where  we  find  but  nine;  but  this  opinion  is  not 
worth  confuting  ;  it  is  fo  grofs  and  obvious  an  er- 
ror, that  common  fenfe,  (which  is  a  rule  in  every 
thing  but  matters  of  faith  and  revelation)  mufl 
convince  the  reader,  that  equality  of  numbers  in 
every  verfe,  which  we  call  heroic,  was  eiiher  not 
known,  or  not  always  pradlifed  in  Chaucer's  age. 
It  were  an  eafy  matter  to  produce  fomethoufands 
of  his  verfes,  which  are  lame  for  want  of  half  a 
foot,  and  fometimes  a  whole  one,  and  which  no 
pronunciation  can  make  otherwife.  We  can  only 
fay,  that  he  lived  in  the  infancy  of  our  poetry, 
and  that  nothing  is  brought  tn  perfedlion  at  the 
firft.  We  muft  be  children  before  we  grow  men. 
There  was  an  Ennius,  and  in  procefs  of  time  a 
Lacilius  and  a  Lucretius,  before  Virgil  and  Ho- 
race ;  even  after  Chaucer,  there  was  a  Spenfer,  a 
Harrington,  a  Fairfax,  before  Waller  and  Den- 
ham  were  ill  being;  and  our  numbers  were  in 
their  nonage  till  thefe  laft  appeared.  I  need  fay 
little  of  his  parentage,  life,  and  fortunes  5  they  are 
»o  be  found  at  large  in  all  the  editions  of  his 
works.  He  was  employed  abroad,  and  favoured 
by  Edward  the  Third,  Richard  the  Second,  and 
Henry  the  Fourth,  and  was  poet,  as  1  fuppofe,to  all 
three  of  them.  In  Richard's  time,  I  doubt,  he 
was  a  little  dipt  In  the  rebellion  of  the  commons ; 
and,  being  brother-in-law  to  John  of  Gaunt,  it 
was  no  wonder  if  he  followed  the  fortunes  of  that 
fa  nily ;  and  was  well  with  Henry  the  Fourth 
when  h«  had  depofed  his  predccelTor.    Neither  is 
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it  to  be  admired,  that  Hetiry,  who  was  a  wife,  as 
well  as  a  valiant  prince,  who  claimed  by  fuccef- 
fion,  and  was  fenfible  that  his  title  was  not  found, 
but  was  rightfully  in  Mortimer,  who  had  married 
the  heir  of  York;  it  was  not  to  be  admired,  I 
fay,  if  that  great  politician  fhould  be  plealed  to 
have  the  greateft  wit  of  thofe  times  in  his  inte- 
refts,  and  to  be  the  trumpet  of  his  praifes.  Au- 
guftus  had  given  him  the  example,  by  the  advice 
of  Mxcenas,  who  recommended  Virgil  and  Ho- 
race to  him,  whofe  praifes  helped  to  make  hin\ 
popular  while  he  was  alive,  and  after  his  death, 
have  made  him  precious  to  pofterity.  As  for  the 
religion  of  our  poet,  he  feenis  to  have  fome  little 
bias  towards  the  opinions  of  V/icklilf,  after  Johu 
of  Gaunt  his  patron  ;  fomewhat  of  which  ap- 
pears in  the  tale  of  Piers  Plowman  :  yet  I  cannoC 
blame  him  for  inveighing  fo  Iharply  at^ainft  the 
vices  of  the  clergy  in  his  age  :  their  pride,  their 
ambition,  their  pomp,  their  avarice,  their  worldly 
intereft,  deferved  the  lalhes  which  he  gave  them, 
both  in  that,  and  ia  moft  of  his  Canterbury  tales i 
neither  has  his  contemporary  Boccace  fparcd  them. 
Yet  both  thefe  poets  lived  in  much  efteem  with, 
good  and  holy  men  in  orders ;  for  the  fcandal 
which  is  given  by  particular  priefts,  reflefts  not 
on  the  facred  fundtion.  Chaucer's  Monk,  hi* 
Chanon,  and  his  Fryer,  took  not  from  the  cha- 
raiSter  of  his  Good  Parfon.  A  fatyrical  poet  is 
the  check  of  the  laymen,  on  bad  priefta.  We 
are  Only  to  take  care,  that  we  involve  not  the  in- 
nocent with  the  guilty  in  the  fame  condemna- 
tion. The  good  cannot  be  too  much  honoured, 
nor  the  bad  too  coarfely  ufed  ;  for  the  corruptioa 
of  the  heft  becomes  the  worft.  When  a  clergy^ 
nian  is  whipped,  his  gown  is  firft  taken  off,  by 
which  the  dignity  of  his  "order  is  fecurcj  :  if  he 
be  wrongfully  accufed,  he  ha-  his  adlion  of  flan- 
der  ;  and  it  is  at  the  poet's  peril,  if  he  tranfgref* 
the  law.  But  they  will  tell  Us,  tiiat  all  kind  o£ 
fatire,  though  never  fo  well  deferved  by  particu- 
lar priefts,  yet  brings  the  whole  order  into  con- 
tempt. Is  then  the  peerage  of  England  any  thinj 
diflionoured,  wlien  a  peer  fuffers  for  his  trea- 
fon  ?  If  he  be  libelled,  or  any  way  defamed,  he 
has  his  "  Scandalum  Magnatuni"  to  punifti  the 
offender.  They,  who  ufe  this  kind  of  argument^ 
feem  to  be  confclous  to  themfelves  of  fomewhat 
which  has  deferved  the  poet's  lafti ;  and  are  lefs 
concerned  for  their  public  capacity,  than  for  their 
private  ;  at  leaft  there  is  pride  at  the  bottom  of 
their  reafonlng.  If  the  faults  of  men  in  order* 
are  all  only  to  be  judged  among  themfelves,  they 
are  in  fome  fort  parties  ;  for,  fince  they  fay  the 
honour  of  their  order  is  concerned  in  every  mem- 
ber of  it,  how  can  we  be  fure,  that  they  will  be 
impartial  judges .'  Hew  far  I  may  be  allovved  to 
fpeak  my  opinion  in  this  cafe,  I  know  not ;  but  I 
am  fure  a  difpute  of  this  nature  caufed  mifchief  in. 
abundance  betwixt  a  king  of  England  and  aa 
archbiftiop  of  Canterbury  ;  one  ftandiiig  up  for 
the  laws  of  his  land,  and  the  other  for  the  ho- 
nour (as  he  called  it)  of  God's  Church ;  which 
ended  in  the  murder  of  the  prelate,  and  in  ths 
whipping  of  hii  msjefty  fro.n  poft  to  pillar  fur  his 
I  *    Gijj 
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Penance.  The  learned  and  ingenious  Dr.  Drake 
has  faved  mc  the  labour  of  inquiring  into  the 
ertecm  and  reverence  which  the  priefts  have  had 
of  old ;  and  I  would  rather  extend  thsn  diminifii 
any  part  of  it  :  yet  I  muft  needs  f<*y,  that  when  a 
prieft  provokes  me  without  any  occafion  g;iven  him, 
J  have  no  reafon,  unlefs  it  be  the  charity  of  a 
Chriftian,  to  forgive  him.  "  Prior  lasfit"  is  jufti- 
ficatiori  fufficient  in  the  civil  law.  If  1  anfwer 
him  in  his  own  language,  felf-defence,  1  am  fure, 
nuiil  be  allowed  me ;  and  if  1  carry  it  farther, 
even  to  a  (harp  recrimination,  fomewhat  may  be 
indulged  to  human  frailty.  Yet  my  refentment 
has  not  wrought  fo  far,  but  that  I  have  followed 
Chaucer  in  his  charaifler  of  a  holy  man,  and  have 
enlarged  on  that  fiibjedl  with  fome  plcauire,  re- 
ferving  to  myfclf  the  right,  if  I  Hiall  think  fit 
hereafter,  to  defer ibc  another  fort  of  prielh,  fuch 
as  are  more  eafily  to  be  found  than  the  good  par- 
fon;  fuch  as  have  given  the  lafl  blow  to  Chriftia- 
nity  in  this  age,  by  a  pradicc  fo  corrrary  to  their 
do^rine.  But  this  will  keep  cold  till  another 
time,  in  the  mean  while,  I  take  up  Chaucer 
where  I  left  him.  He  muft  have  been  a  man  of 
a  moli:  wonderful  comprohenfive  nature,  becaufe, 
as  it  has  been  truly  oLfcrved  of  him,  he  has  taken 
iiito  the  compafs  of  his  Canterbury  tales  the  va- 
rious manners  and  humours  (as  we  now  call  them) 
of  the  whole  Englifli  nation,  in  his  age.  Not  a 
ffngle  characler  has  efcaped  him.  All  his  pilgrims 
rtre  feverally  diftinguifhcdfroni  each  other;  and  not 
only  in  their  indinaticns,  but  in  their  very  phy- 
fiognomics  and  perfons.  Baptilla  Porta  could 
not  have  dcfcrihed  their  natures  better,  than  by 
the  nvjrkr,  wiiich  the  poet  gives  them.  Tl'.e  mat- 
ter and  manner  of  their  tales,  and  of  tiieir  tell- 
ing, are  fo  fui'.ed  to  their  different  educations, 
humours,  and  callings,  that  each  of  them  would 
be  improper  in  any  other  mouth.  Even  the 
grave  and  ferious  charailers  arc  diflinguifhcd  by 
tjifir  fevLT.il  forts  of  gravity  :  their  difcourfcs  are 
fuch  as  belong  to  their  age,  their  calling,  and 
thrir  breeding  i  inch  as  arc  bccomirg  of  them, 
and  them  only.  Some  of  his  perfons  are  viciouj, 
and  foine  are  virtuous ;  f  nie  are  unlearned,  or 
(as  Chau(;tfi-  calls  them)  Icv/d,  and  feme  are  icani- 
ed.  Evan  the  ribaldry  of  the  low  charaifters  is 
different  :  the  Reeve,  the  Tililler,  and  the  Cook, 
are  levcral  men,  and  diflinguifiied  from  each 
•ulier,  as  much  as  the  mincing  lady  prior cfs,  and 
the  bioad-fpci-lciiig  gap-toot'.i'd  wife  of  Bath. 
But  cnnugh  of  this :  tlieio  h  fuch  a  variety  c  f 
jiatne  fpringing  up  before  mc,  that  I  am  dilb'ad- 
cJ  in  my  choice,  and  know  not  ■wliich  to  folliAv. 
Vr  is  fuflicicDt  to  lay,  according  to  the  proverb, 
that  here  is  Cod's  pknty.  W'e  have  our  fore- 
fathers and  great  graiid-dame»  all  before  u.s  as 
tlvjy  were  in  Chaucer's  davs  their  general  cha- 
radlers  are  Hill  remaii.ii;g  In  manUitid,  and  even 
iti  England,  though  tin  y  are  called  by  other 
names  ilian  thofo  of  Ivliinks  and  Iriuis,  and  Cha- 
noiis,.  and  Lady  AhciTcs,  and  Nuns ;  for  man- 
kind is  e''ir  the  lame,  and  nothing  loft  out  of 
nature,  though  every  tiling  is  altered.  May  I 
live  to  do  nivklf  the  iuii;;e,  (liucc  n:y  eueauc? 


will  do  me  none,  and  are  fo  far  from  granting 
me  to  be  a  good  poet,  that  they  will  not  allow 
me  lb  much  as  to  be  a  Chriftian,  or  a  moral  man); 
may  I  have  leave,  I  fay,  to  inform  my  reader, 
that  1  have  confined  my  choice  to  fuch  tales  of 
Chaucer  as  favour  'nothing  of  immodefty.  If  I 
had  defired  more  to  pleafe^than  to  inftruft,  the 
P.eeve,  the  Miller,  the  Shipman,  the  Merchants, 
the  Summer,  and,  above  all,  the  Wife  of  Bath, 
in  the  prologue  to  her  tale,  would  have  procured 
me  as  many  friends  and  readers,  as  there  are 
beaux  and  ladies  of  pleafure  in  the  town.  But  I 
will  no  more  offend  againft  gocd-manners  :  I  am 
fenfible,  as  I  ought  to  be,  of  the  fcandal  I  have 
given  by  my  loolc  writings;  and  make  what  re- 
paration I  am  able,  by  this  public  acknowledg- 
ment.  If  any  thing  of  this  nature,  or  of  pro- 
faneiiefs,  be  crept  into  thele  poems,  I  am  fo  far 
from  defending  it,  that  I  difown  it.  "  Totum  hoc 
"  indicium  volo."  Chaucer  makes  another  man- 
ner of  apology  for  his  broad-fpeaking,  and  Boc- 
cace  makes  the  like ;  but  1  will  follow  neither  of 
them.  Our  countryman,  in  the  end  <'f  his  cha- 
radiers,  before  the  Canterbury  tales,  thus  cxcufes 
the  ribaldry,  which  is  very  grofs  in  many  of  bis 
novels. 

Bat  firll,  1  pray  you  of  your  courtefy,  ] 

That  ye  ne  arrettee  it  nought  my  villany,  J 

Though  that  I  plainly  fpeak  in  this  mattcre 

To  tellen  you  her  words,  and  eke  her  chere  ; 

Ne  though  I  fpeak  her  words  properly, 

Fv~r  this  ye  knowen  as  well  as  I, 

Who  Ihall  tiii'.en  a  tale  after  a  man, 

Ke  mote  rehcarfe  as  rye,  as  ever  he  can  : 

Everich  word  of  it  been  in  his  charge. 

All  fpeke  he,  never  fo  rudely,  ne  large. 

Or  clfe  he  mote  tellen  his  tale  untrue, 

Or  fei:ie  things,  or  find  words  new  : 

He  may  not  i'pare,  although  he  werehis  brother. 

He  niote  as  well  fay  o  word  as  another. 

Chrift  fpake  hinilelt'  full  broad  in  holy  writ, 

And  Well  1  wote  nc  villany  is  it, 

Eke  Plato  faith,  who  fo  ran  him  rede. 

The  words  mote  been  coufin  to  the  dede. 

Yet  if  a  mail  fliould  have  inquired  of  Boccace 
or  of  CJiaucer,  \\hdt  need  they  had  of  introduc- 
ing fuch  charaflers,  where  obfcene  words  were 
proper  in  their  i:iouths,  but  very  indecent  to  be 
heard,  I  know  not  what  anfwer  they  would  have 
made  :  for  that  ceafon,  fach  tale  fliall  be  left  un- 
told by  mc.  You  have  here  a  fpccimeri  of  Chau- 
cer's language,  which  is  fo  obfolete,  that  his 
fenfe  is  fcarce  to  be  underftood;  and  you  have 
likcwifc  morf  than  one  example  of  his  unequal' 
numbers,  which  were  mentioned  before.  Yet 
many  of  his  verfes  confift  of  ten  fyllables,  and  the 
words  not  much  behind  our  prcfent  Englilh  ;  aa 
for  example,  thefe  two  lines,  in  the^dekripiion  oi^ 
the  carpenter's  young  wile  : 

Wincing  Ihc  was,  as  is  a  jolly  coif, 
Long  ;'.j  a  usall,  uuU  uprii^'ht  as  a  bolt. 
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1  have  almoft  done  with  Chaucer,  when  I  have 
i     ^anfwered  Ibme  objeilions  relating  to  my  prefent 
I      work.     I  find  feme  people  are  offended  that   I 
I      have  turned  thefe  tales  into  modern  Englifh  ;  be- 
}    _  caufe  they  think  them  unworthy  of  my  pains,  and 
look  on  Chaucer  as  a  dry,  old-fafliioned  wit,  not 
Worth  reviving.     I  have  often  heard  the  late  Earl 
;      of  Licicefter  fay,  that  Mr.   Cowley  himfelf  was 
of  that  opinion ;  who,  having  read  him  over  at 
I      my  lord's  requeft,  declared  he   had   no  tafle  of 
I      him.     I  dare  not  advance  my  opinion  againft  the 
judgment  of  fo  great  an   author  ;  but   I  think  it 
'     fair,  however,    to  leave  the  decifion  to  the  pub- 
lic :   Mr.  Cowley  was  too  modeft  to  fet  up  for  a 
dictator ;  and  being  fhocked  perhaps  with  his  old 
i      Hile,  never  examined  into  the  depth  of  his  good 
fenfc.     Chaucer,  I  confefs,   is  a  rough  diamond 
t      and  muft  firft  be  poliflied,  e'er  he  fhines.  I  deny  not 
likcwifc,  that,   living   in  our   early  days  of  poe- 
try, he  writes  not  always  of  a  piece ;  but  fome- 
times  mingles  trivial  things  with  thofe  of  greater 
moment.     Sometimes  alfo,  though  not  often,  he 
runs  riot,  like  Ovid,  and  knows  not  when  he  has 
faid  enough.     But  there  are  more  great  wits  be- 
fides  Chaucer,  whofe  fault  is  their  excefs  of  con- 
ceits, and  thofe  ill  forted.     An  author  is  not  to 
write  all  he  can,  but  only  all  he  ought.     Having 
obferved  this  redundancy  in  Chaucer  (as  it  is  an 
eafy  niatter  for  a  man  of  ordinary  parts  to  find  a 
fault  in  one  of  greater),  I  have  not  tied  myfelf 
to  a  literal  tranfiation  ;  but  have   often  omitted 
what  I   judged   unneceffary,    or  not  of   dignity 
enough    to   appear    in    the    company   of    better 
thoughts.      I    have   prefumed   farther,    in   fome 
places,  and  added  fomewhat  of  my  own  where  I 
thought  my  author  was  deficient,  and  had  not  gi- 
ven his  thoughts   tiieir  true  luflre,  for  want  of 
words  in  the  beginning  of  our  language.     And  to 
this  I  was   the  more  emboldened,  becaufe  (if  I 
may  be  permitted  to  fay  it  of  myfelf)    I   found  I 
I  had  a  foul  congenial  to  his,  and  that  I  had  been 
converfant  in  the  fame  ftudies.     Another  poet,  in 
another  age,  may  take  the  fame  liberty  with  my 
writings,  if  at  leafl  they  live  long  enough  to  dc- 
ferve    corre6lion.      It  was  alfo   neceffary   fome- 
"  times   to    reflore   the   fenfc  of    Chaucer,   which 
was  loft  or  mangled  in   the   errors  of  the  prefs  : 
let  this  example  fufSce  at  prefent;  in  the  Aory  of 
Palamon  and  Arcite,  where  the  temple  of  Diana 
is  defcribed,  you  find  thefe  verfes  in  all  the  edi- 
tions of  our  author  : 

There  faw  I  Dane  turned  into  a  tree, 

I  mean  not  the  goddefs  Diane, 

But  Venus  daughter,  which  that  hight  Dan^. 

Which,  after  a  little  conCderation,  I  knew  was  to 
be  reformed  into  this  fenfe,  that  Daphne  the 
daughter  of  Peneus  was  turned  into  a  tree.  I 
durft  not  make  thus  bold  with  Ovid,  left  fome 
future  Milbourn  fhould  arife,  and  fay,  I  varied 
from  my  author,  becaufe  I  underftood  him  not. 

But  there  are  other  judges  who  think  I  ought 
not  to  have  tranflated  Chaucer  into  Englifti,  out 
ef  a  (juite  contrary  nQtiojj;  they  fiipjiofs  there  is 


a  certain  veneration  due  to  his  old  language,  and 
that  it  is  little  lefs  than  profanation  and  iacrilege 
to  alter  it.  They  are  farther  of  opinion,  that 
fomewhat  of  his  good  fenfe  will  fufFer  in  this 
transfufion,  and  much  of  the  beauty  cf  his  thoughts 
will  infallibly  be  loft,  which  appear  with  more 
grace  in  tlieir  old  habit.  Of  this  opinion  was 
that  excellent  perfon  whom  I  mentioned,  the  late 
Earl  of  Leicefter,  who  valued  Chaucer  as  much 
a?  Mr.  Cowley  defpifed  him.  My  Lord  dilfuad- 
ed  me  from  this  attempt,  (for  1  was  thinking  of  it 
fome  years  before  Ms  death)  and  his  authority 
prevailed  fo  far  with  me,  as  to  defer  my  under- 
taking while  he  lived,  in  deference  to  him  :  yet 
my  reafon  was  not  convinced  with  what  he  urged 
againft  it.  if  the  firft  end  of  a  writer  be  to  be 
underftood,  then,  as  his  language  grows  obfoletej 
thoughts  muft  grow  obfcure  : 

"  Multa  renafcentur  quas  jam  cecidere;  cadentque^ 
"  QuK  nunc  funt  in  honore  vocabula;  C  volet  ufus, 
"  Quern  penes  arbitrium  eft,  &  jus,  &  norma  lo- 
"  quendi." 

When  an  ancient  word  for  its  found  and  Cgni- 
ficancy  deferfes  to  be  revived,  I  have  that  reafon- 
able  veneration  for  antiquity,  to  reuore  it.  All 
beyond  this  is  fuperftition.  Words  are  not  like 
landmarks,  fo  facred  as  never  to  be  removed  ; 
cuftoms  are  changed;  and  even  ftatutes  are  fi- 
lently  repealed,  when  the  reafon  ceafes  for  -which 
they  were  enadled.  As  for  the  other  part  of  the 
argument,  that  his  thoughts  will  lofe  of  their 
original  beauty,  by  the  innovation  of  words ;  in 
the  firft  place,  not  only  their  beauty,  bat  their 
being  is  loft,  where  they  are  no  longer  under- 
ftood, which  is  the  prefent  cafe.  I  grant  that 
fomething  muft  be  loft  in  all  transfufion,  that  is, 
in  all  tranflaticns;  but  the  fenfe  will  remain, 
which  would  otherwife  be  loft,  or  at  leaft  be 
maimed,  when  it  is  fcarce  intelligible ;  and  that 
but  to  a  few.  How  few  are  there  who  can  reai 
Chaucer,  fo  as  to  underftand  him  pcrfe<5lly ! 
And  if  imperfecftly,  then  with  lefs  profit  and  no 
pleafure.  It  is  not  for  the  ufe  of  fome  old  Sason 
friend?,  that  I  have  taken  thefe  pains  with  hi.m  ; 
let  them  neglect  my  verfion,  becaufe  they  have  no 
need  of  it.  I  made  it  for  their  fakes  who  under- 
ftood fenfe  and  poetry  as  well  as  they,  when  that 
poetry  and  fenfe  is  put  inco  words  which  they 
underftand.  1  will  go  farther,  and  dare  to  add, 
that  what  beauties  1  jofe  in  fome  places,  I  give  to 
others  which  had  them  not  originally:  but  in 
this  I  may  be  partial  to  myfelf;  let  the  reader 
judge,  and  1  fubmit  to  lus  decifion.  "Yet  I  thmk 
I  have  jiift  occafion  to  complain  of  them,  whoj 
becaufe  they  underftand  Chaucer,  would  deprive 
the  greater  pait  of  their  countrymen  of  the  fame 
advantage,  and  hoard  hitn  up,  as  miiers  do  their 
grandan>  gold,  only  to  look  on  it  themfelves,  and 
hinder  others  from  making  ufe  of  it.  In  fum,  I 
feriouDy  proteft,  that  no  man  ever  had,  or  can 
have,  a  greater  veneration  for  Chaucer  than  my- 
felf. I  have  tranflated  fome  part  of  his  works, 
only  that  I  niight  perpetuate  his  memory,  or  at 
O  iiij 
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leaft  refrefn  it,  amongft  my  countrymen.  If  I 
have  altered  him  any  where  for  the  better,  I  muft 
at  the  fimc  time  acknowledge,  that  I  could  have 
done  nothing  without  him  :  "  Facile  eft  inventis 
•'  addere,"  is  no  great  commendation  ;  and  I  am 
rot  fo  vain  to  think  I  have  deferved  a  greater,  I 
•will  conclude  what  I  have  to  fay  of  him  fingly, 
with  this  one  remark  :  a  lady  of  my  acquain- 
tance, who  keeps  a  kind  of  correfpondence  with 
fome  authors  of  the  fair  fex  in  France,  has  been 
informed  by  them,  that  Mademoiftlle  de  Scu- 
dery,  who  is  as  old  as  Sibyl,  and  infpired  like  her 
by  the  fame  god  of  poetry,  is  at  this  time  tranf- 
lating  Chaucer  into  modern  French.  From  which 
I  gather,  that  he  has  been  formerly  tranflated  in- 
to the  old  Provencal  (for  how  ftie  fhould  come  to 
imderlland  old  Englifli  I  know  not).  But  the 
matter  of  fa<5t  being  true,  it  makes  mc  think  that 
there  is  fomething  in  it  like  fatality ;  that,  alter 
certain  periods  of  time,  the  fame  and  memory  of 
great  wits  Ihould  he  renewed,  as  Chaucer  is  both 
ui  France  and  England.  If  this  be  wholly  chance, 
it  is  extraordinary,  and  I  dare  uot  call  it  more, 
for  fear  of  beiug  taxed  with  fuperftition. 

Eoccacc  comes  laft  to  be  confidered,  who,  liv- 
ing in  the  fame  age  with  Chaucer,  had  the  fame 
jjcnius,  and  followed  the  fame  ftudies ;  both  writ 
novels,  and  each  of  them  cultivated  his  mother 
lunguc.  But  the  greateft  refemblance  of  our  two 
modern  authors  being  in  their  familiar  ftile,  and 
pleafing  way  of  relating  comical  adventures,  I 
may  pafs  it  over,  becaulc  I  have  tranflated  no- 
thing from  Boccace  of  that  nature.  In  the  fe- 
xious  part  of  poetry,  the  advantage  is  wholly  on 
Chaucer's  fide  ;  for  though  the  Englifliman  has 
borrowed  many  tales  from  the  Italian,  yet  it  ap- 
pears that  thole  of  Boccace  were  not  generally  of 
his  own  making,  but  taken  from  authors  of  for- 
mer ages,  and  by  him  only  modelled ;  fo  that 
what  there  was  of  invention  in  either  of  them, 
may  be  ju'lgtd  equal.  But  Chaucer  has  refined 
on  EoccKci.,  and  has  mended  the  ftories  which  he 
lias  br.rovvcd,  in  his  way  of  telling;  though 
profe  allows  more  liberty  of  thought,  and  the  ex- 
prtflion  is  more  eafy  when  unconfiucd  by  num- 
Lcri.  Our  countrymati  carries  weight,  and  yet 
wins  the  race  at  difadvantage.  I  defire  not  the 
T'.adcr  fhould  take  my  word  ;  and  therefore  I  will 
I'.t  two  of  their  difcourfes  on  the  fame  fubjedt,  in 
the  fame  light,  for  every  man  to  judge  betwixt 
them.  I  tranflated  Clia^^:  firft,  and  aniongft 
the  reft,  pitched  on  the  WilcTif  Bath's  tale;  not 
daring,  as  I  have  faid,  to  adventure  on  her  pro- 
logue, becaufe  it  is  too  licentious  :  there  Chaucer 
introduces  an  old  woman  of  mean  parentage, 
wliom  a  youthful  knight  of  noble  blood  was  forc- 
ed to  marry,  and  confcqucntVy  loathed  her  :  the 
crone  being  in  bed  *'ith  him  on  the  wedding- 
right,  and  finding  his  .ivcrfion,  endeavours  to 
wm  his  affcdlion  by  reafon,  and  (peaks  a  good  word 
for  hcrfc'lf,  (as  who  could  blame  her  ?)  in  hope 
to  mollify  the  fulien  bridegroom.  She  takes  her 
topics  from  the  benefits  of  poverty,  the  advan- 
tages of  old  age  and  uglinefs,  the  vanity  of 
youth,  and  the  filly  pride  of  aiiccltry  and  titlec, 


without  inherent  virtue,  which  is  the  true  nobi« 
lity.  When  I  had  clofed  Chaucer,  1  returned  to 
Ovid,  and  tranflated  fome  more  of  his  fables;  and 
by  this  time  had  fo  far  forgotten  the  Wife  of 
Bath's  tale,  that  when  I  took  up  Boccace,  una- 
wares I  fell  on  the  fame  argument  of  preferring 
virtue  to  nobility  of  blood  and  titles,  in  the  ft:ory 
of  Sigifmunda ;  which  I  had  certainly  avoided 
for  the  refemblance  of  the  two  difcourfes,  if  my 
memory  had  not  failed  me.  Let  the  reader  weigh 
them  both  ;  and  if  he  thinks  me  partial  to  Chau- 
cer, it  is  in  him  to  right  Boccace. 

I  prefer  in  our  countryman,  far  above  all  hi* 
other  ftories,  the  noble  poem  of  Pahmon  and 
Arcite,  which  is  of  the  epic  kind,  and  perhaps 
not  much  inferior  to  the  lUas  or  the  ^neis  :  the 
ftory  is  more  pleafing  than  either  of  them,  the 
manners  as  perfect,  the  di<5lion  as  poetical,  the 
learning  as  deep  and  various;  and  the  difpofitioa 
full  as  artful ;  only  it  includes  a  greater  length  of 
time,  as  taking  up  feven  years  at  leaft  ;  but  Ari"* 
ftotlc  has  left  undecided  the  duration  of  the  ac- 
tion, which  yet  is  eafily  reduced  into  the  com- 
pafs  of  a  year,  by  a  narration  of  what  preceded 
the  return  of  Palamon  to  Athens.  I  had  thought 
for  the  honour  of  our  nation,  and  more  particu- 
larly for  his,  whofe  laurel,  though  unworthy,  I 
have  worn  after  him,  that  this  ftory  was  of  Eng- 
lifh  growth,  and  Chaucer's  own  :  but  I  was  un- 
deceived by  Boccace  ;  for  cafually  looking  on  "the 
end  of  his  feventh  Giornata,  I  found  Dioneo  (un- 
der which  name  he  fhadows  himfelf)  and  Fia- 
metta  (who  reprefents  his  miftrefs  the  natural 
daughter  of  Robert  King  of  Naples)  of  whorn 
thefe  words  are  fpoken,  "  Dioneo  e  la  Fiametta 
"  granpezza  contarono  infieme  d'  Arcita,  e  di 
"  Palamone  :"  by  which  it  appears  that  thi« 
ftory  was  written  before  the  time  of  Boccace  J 
but  the  name  of  its  author  being  wholly  loft, 
Chaucer  is  now  become  an  original ;  and  I  quef- 
tion  not  but.  the  poem  has  received  many  beau- 
ties by  palling  through  his  noble  hands.  Befide* 
this  tale,  therj  is  another  of  his  own  invention, 
after  the  manner  of  the  Provencals,  called  the 
Flower  and  the  Leaf;  with  which  I  was  fo  par- 
ticularly pleafcd,  both  for  the  invention  and  the 
moral,  that  I  cannot  hinder  myfclf  from  recom- 
mending it  to  the  reader. 

As  a  corollary  to  this  preface,  in  which  I  have 
done  juftice  to  others,  I  owe  fomewhat  to  my- 
felf ;  not  that  I  think  it  worth  my  time  to  enter 
the  lifts  with  one  Milbourn,  and  one  Blackmorcj 
but  barely  to  take  notice,  that  fuch  men  there 
are  who  have  written  fcurrUoufly  againft  me, 
without  any  provocation.  Milbourn,  who  is  in 
Orders,  pretends,  amongft  the  reft,  this  quarrel 
to  me,  that  1  have  fallen  foul  on  priefthnod  :  if  I 
have,  1  am  only  to  alk  pardon  of  good  priefts, 
and  I  am  afraid  his  part  of  the  repaiation  will 
come  to  little.  Let  him  he  fatisficd  that  he  fliall 
not  he  able  to  force  himfelf  upon  me  for  an  ad- 
verfary.  I  contemn  him  too  much  to  enter  into 
competition  with  him.  His  own  tranflations  of 
Virgil  have  anfwered  his  criticifms  on  mine.  If 
(as  they  fay,  he  haj  declared  iji  print)  he  prefer* 
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«iie  verfion  of  Ogllby  to  mine,  the  world  has 
made  him  the  fame  compliment :  for  it  is  agreed 
on  all  hands,  that  be  writes  even  below  Ogilby  : 
that,  you  will  fay,  is  not  eafily  to  be  done ;  but 
what  cannot  Milbourn  bring  about  ?  I  am  fatis- 
fied,  however,  that  while  he  and  I  live  together, 
I  fliall  not  be  thought  the  worft  poet  of  the  age.  It 
looks  as  if  I  had  defired  him  underhand  to  write 
fo  ill  againft  me ;  but,  upon  my  honeft  word,  I 
have  not  bribed  hirn  to  do  me  this  fervicc,  and 
am  wholly  guiklefs  of  his  pamphlet.  It  is  true, 
I  fhould  be  glad,  if  I  could  perfiiade  him  to  conti- 
nue his  good  offices,  and  write  fuch  another  cri- 
tique on  any  thing  of  mine  :  for  I  find  by  expe- 
rience he  has  a  great  ftroke  with  the  reader, 
when  he  condemns  any  of  my  poems,  to  make 
tie  world  have  a  better  opinion  of  them.  He 
has  taken  fome  pains  with  my  poetry;  but  no- 
body  will  be  perfuaded  to  take  the  fame  with  his. 
If  I  had  taken  to  the  church  (as  he  affirms,  but 
which  never  was  in  my  thoughts)  I  fhould  have 
had  more  fenfe,  if  not  more  grace,  than  to  have 
turned  myfelf  out  of  my  benefice  by  writing  li- 
bels on  my  pariftiioners.  But  his  account  of  my 
manners  and  my  principles  are  of  a  piece  witli  his 
cavils  and  his  poetry ;  and  fo  I  have  done  with 
him  for  evetw 

As  for  the  City  Bard,  of  Knight  Phyfician,  I 
hear  his  quarrel  to  me  is,  that  I  was  the  author 
of  Abfalom  and  Achitophel,  which  he  thinks  is  a 
little  hard  on  his  fanatic  patrons  in  London. 

But  I  will  deal  the  more  civilly  with  his  two 
poems,  becanfe  nothing  ill  is  to  be  fpoken  of  the 
dead  ;  and  therefore  peace  be  to  the  Manes  of  his 
Arthurs.  I  will  only  fay,  that  it  was  not  for  this 
noble  knight  that  I  drew  the  plan  of  an  Epic 
poem  on  King  Arthur,  in  my  preface  to  the 
tranflation  of  Juvenal.  The  guardian  angels  of 
kingdoms  were  machines  too  ponderous  for  him 
to  manage;  and  therefore  he  rejedled  them,  as 
Dares  did  the  vsrhirlbats  of  Eryx,  when  they  were 
thrown  before  him  by  Entellus.  Yet  from  that 
preface  he  plainly  took  the  hint :  for  he  began 
immediately  upon  the  flory,  though  he  had  the 
bafenefe  not  to  acknowledge  his  benefadior  ;  but, 
inftead  of  it,  to  traduce  me  in  a  libel. 

I  Ihall  fay  the  lefs  of  Mr.  Collier,  becaufe  in 
many  things  he  has  taxed  me  juftly ;  and  I  have 
pleaded  guilty  to  all  thoughts  and  expreffions  of 
mine,  which  can  be  truly  argued  of  obfcenity,pro- 
fanenefs,  or  immorality,  and  retradt  them.  If  he  be 
my  enemy,  let  him  triumph  ;  if  he  be  my  friend, 
as  I  have  given  him  noperfonaloccafiantobe  other-  j 
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wife,  he  will  be  glad  of  my  repentance.  It  becomes 
me  not  to  draw  my  pen  in  defence  of  a  bad  caufe, 
when  I  have  fo  often  drawn  it  for  a  good  one.  Yet 
it  were  not  difficult  to  prove,  that  in  many  places 
he  has  perverted  my  meaning  by  his  gloffes;  and 
interpreted  my  words  into  blafphemy  and  baudry, 
of  which  they  were  not  guilty ;  befides  that,  he 
is  too  much  given  to  horfe-play  in  his  raillery  ; 
and  comes  to  battle  like  a  dictator  from  the  plough. 
1  will  not  fay,  The  zeal  of  God's  houfe  has  eatea 
him  up;  but  I  am  fure  it  has  devoured  fome  part 
of  his  good  manners  and  civility.  It  might  alfa 
be  doubted  whether  it  were  altogether  zeal,  whicli 
prompted  him  to  this  rough  manner  of  proceed- 
ing ;  perhaps  it  became  not  one  of  his  funiflion  to 
rake  info  the  rubbifh  of  ancient  and  modero. 
plays :  a  divine  might  have  employed  his  pains 
to  better  piirpofe,  than  in  the  naftincis  of  Flautus 
and  Ariftophanes ;  whofe  examples,  as  they  ex- 
cufe  not  me,  fo  it  might  be  poffibly  fuppofed, 
that  he  read  them  not  without  fome  pleafure. 
They  who  have  written  commentaries  on  thofe 
pOets,  or  on  Horace,  Juvenal,  and  Martial,  have 
explained  fome  vices,  which  without  their  inter- 
pretation had  been  unknown  to  modern  times. 
Neither  has  he  judged  impartially  betwixt  tlie 
former  age  and  us. 

There  is  more  baudry  in  one  play  of  Fletcher's, 
called  The  Cuflom  of  tke  Country,  than  in  all 
ours  together.  Yet  this  has  been  often  aded  en 
the  ftage  in  my  remembrance.  Are  the  times 
fo  much  more  reformed  now,  than  they  were  five 
and  twenty  years  ago  ?  If  they  are,  I  congratu- 
late the  amendment  of  our  morals.  But  1  am 
not  to  prejudice  the  caufe  of  my  fellow-poets, 
though  I  abandon  my  own  defence  :  they  have 
fome  of  them  anfwered  for  themfelves,  and  nei- 
ther they  nor  I  can  think  Mr.  Collier  fo  for- 
nsidable  an  enemy,  that  we  fliould  fhun  him.  He 
has  loft  ground  at  the  latter  end  of  the  day,  by 
purfuing  '  his  point  too  far,  like  the  Prince  of 
Conde  at  the  battle  of  Senneph  :  from  immoral 
plays,  to  no  plays ;  "  ab  abufu  ad  ufum,  non  va- 
"  let  confequentia  "     But  being  a  party,  I  am  not 

Sere<ft  myfelf  into  a  judge.  As  for  the  reft  of 
ofe  who  have  written  againft  me,  they  are  fuch 
fcoundrels,  that  they  deferve  not  the  leaft  notice 
to  be  taken  of  them.  Blackmore  and  Milbourn 
are  only  diftinguifhed  from  the  crowd,  by  being 
remembered  to  their  infamy. 

*'  Demetri,  Teque  Tigelli 

•'  Difcipulorura  inter  jubeo  plotare  cathcdras.'* 


TALES    FROM   CHAUCER. 


T  O 


HER  GRACE  THE  DUCHESS  OF  ORMOND, 


With  the  following  Poem  of 


PALAMON  AND   ARCITE. 


Madam, 


The  bard  who  firft  adorn'J  our  native  tongur, 
Tun'd  to  his  Britifli  lyre  this  ancient  fong  : 
Which  Homer  might  without  a  blufh  rehearie, 
And  leaves  a  doubtful  palm  in  Virgil's  verfe  : 
He  match'd  their  beauties,  where  they  moll  excel; 
Of  love  fung  better,  and  of  arms  as  well. 

Vouchfafc,  illuftrious  Ormond,  to  behold 
What  power  the  charnis  of  beauty  had  of  old ; 
Nor  wonder  if  fuch  deeds  of  arms  were  done, 
Infpir'd  by  two  fair  eyes  that  fparklcd  like  your 
«wn. 

If  Chaucer  by  the  beft  idea  wrought, 
And  poets  can  divine  each  other's  thought, 
The  faircft  nymph  before  his  eyes  he  fet; 
And  then  the  faircfl;  was  Plantagenet ; 
Who  three  contending  princes  made  their  prize, 
And  rul'd  the  rival  nations  with  her  eyes  : 
Who  left  immortal  trophies  of  her  fame. 
And  to  the  noblell  order  gjve  the  name. 
Like  her,  of  equal  knidrcd  to  the  throne. 
You  keep  her  conquefts,  and  extend  your  own 
As  wlien  the  ftars  in  their  ethereal  race. 
At  length  have  roil'd  around  the  liquid  fpace^ 
At  certain  pciiods  they  refunic  their  place, 


From  the  fame  point  of  heaTcn  their  conrfe  a<J'" 

vance. 
And  move  in  meafures  of  their  former  dance  ; 
Tims,  after  length  of  age-;,  flie  returns, 
Reftor'd  in  you,  and  the  fame  place  adorns; 
Or  you  perform  her  oRice  in  the  fphere, 
Born  of  her  blood,  and  make  a  new  platonic  year. 
O  true  Plantagenet,  O  race  divine, 
(For  beauty  ftill  is  fatal  to  the  line,) 
Had  Chaucer  liv'd  that  angel-face  to  view, 
Sure  he  had  drawn  h'u  Emily  from  you  ; 
Or  had  you  liv'd  to  jiulge  the  doubtful  right, 
Your  noble  Palamon  had  been  the  knight ; 
And  conquering  Thefeus  from  his  fide  had  fent 
Your  generous   lord,   to  guide  the  Thcban  go* 

vernment. 
Time  (hall  accomplifli  that  ;  and  I  (hall  fee 
A  Palamon  in  him,  in  you  an  Emily. 
Already  have  the  Fates  your  path  piepar'd. 
And  fure  prefage  your  future  fway  dcclar'd  : 
When  weflward,  like  the  fun,  you  took  yourwafi 
And  from  benighted  Britain  bore  the  day, 
Blue  Triton  gave  the  fignal  from  the  Ihore, 
The  ready  Nereids  h^aid,  ar.d  fwam  before 
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To  fmooth  the  feas ;  a  foft  Etefian  gale 
But  juft  infpir'd,  and  gently  fwell'd  the  fail ; 
Portunus  took  his  turn,  whofe  ample  hand 
Heav'd  up  his  lighten'd  keel,  and  funk  thefand 
And  fteer'd  the  facred  veffel  fafe  to  land, 
The  land,  if  not  reftrain'd,  had  met  your  way. 
Projected  out  a  neck,  and  jutted  to  the  fea. 
Hibernia,  proftrate  at  your  feet,  ador'd 
In  you,  the  pledge  of  her  expedled  lord ; 
Due  to  her  ifle  ;  a  venerable  name  ;  . 
His  father  and  his  grandfire  known  to  fame  ; 
Aw'd  by  that  houfe,  accuftom'd  to  command,    "^ 
The  fturdy  Kerns  in  due  fubjeftion  ftand;  > 

Nor  bear  the  rains  in  any  foreign  hand.  j 

At  your  approach,  they  crowded  to  the  port ; 
And,  fcarcely  landed,  yoa  create  a  court : 
As  Ormond's  harbinger,  to  you  they  run  ; 
For  Venus  is  the  promife  of  the  Sun. 
The  wafte  of  civil  wars,  their  towns  deftroy'd, 
Pales  unhonour'd,  Ceres  unemploy'd. 
Were  all  forgot ;  and  one  triumphant  day 
Wip'd  all  the  tears  of  three  campaigns  away. 
Blood,  rapines,  maflacres,  were  cheaply  bought, 
So  mighty  recompence  your  beauty  brought. 
As  when  the  dove  returning  bore  the  mark 
Of  earth  reftor'd  to  the  long  labouring  ark,- 
The  relics  of  mankind,  fecure  of  reft,  -^ 

Op'd  every  window  to  receive  the  gueft,  C 

And  the  fair  bearer  of  the  meffage  blefs'd  ;  j 
So,  when  you  came,  with  loud  repeated  cries,  "^ 
The  nation  took  an  omen  from  your  eyes,  > 

And  God  advanc'd  his  rainbow  in  the  feies,        j 
To  fign  inviolable  peace  reftor'd; 
The  faints  with  folemn   flioucs  proclaim'd   the 

new  accord. 
When  at  your  fecond  ccihiing  you  appear, 
(iFor  I  foretel  that  millenary  year) 
The  fharpen'd  Ihare  fhall  vex  the  foil  no  more, 
But  earth  unbidden  (hall  produce  her  ftore  ; 
The  land  fliall  laugh,  the  circling  ocean  fmile, 
And  heaven's  indulgence  blefs  the  holy  ifle. 
Peaven  from  all  ages  has  referv'd  for  you 
'J'hat  happy  clime  which  venom  never  luiew  ; 
(jt  if  it  had  been  tliere,  your  eyes  alone 
Have  ppw€r  (o  chace  all  poifon,  but  their  own,j 

Now  in  this  interval,  which  fate  has  call 
Betwixt  your  future  glories  and  your  paft. 
This  paufe  of  power,  'tis  Ireland's  hour  to  mourn ; 
While  England  celebrates  your  fafe  return, 
By  which  you  feem  the  feafons  to  command, 
And  bring  our  fummers  back  to  their  forfaken 

land. 
The  vanquifti'd  ifle  our  leifure  muft  attend. 
Till  the  fair  bltffing  we  vouchfafe  to  fend 
Nor  cau  v/e  fpare  you  long,  though  often 

may  lend. 
The  dove  was  twice  employed  abroad,  before 
The  world  was  dry'd,  and  flie  return'd  no  more, 

Nor  dare  we  truftfo  foft  a  meffenger, 
New  from  her  ficknefs,  to  that  northern  air; 
Reft  here  a  while  your  luftjre  to  reftore. 
That  they  may  fee  you,  as  you  fhone  before; 
For  yet,  th'  eclipfe  not  wholly  paft,  you  wade 
Through  foojs  remains,  and  diaiccfs  of  a  fliade. 
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A  fubjecl  in  his  prince  may  claim  a  right. 
Nor  fuffer  him  with  ftrength  impair'd  to  fight  j 
Till  force  returns,  his  ardour  we  reftrain, 
And  curb  his  warlike  wifli  to  crofs  the  main. 

Now  paft  the  danger,  let  the  learn'd  begin 
Th'  inquiry,  where  difeafe  could  enter  in  ; 
How  thofe  malignant  atoms  forc'd  their  way, 
What  in  the  faultlefs  frame  they  found  to  make 

their  prey  ? 
Where  every  element  was  w  eigh'd  fo  well,        T  ■ 
'Ihatheaven  alone, whomix'd  the  mafs,could  tell  >•  i 
Which  of  the  four  ingredients  could  rebel;  j ^ 

And  where,  imprifon'd  in  fo  fweet  a  cage, 
A  foul  might  well  be  pleas'd  to  pafs  an  age. 

And  yet  the  fine  materials  made  it  weak  : 
Porcelain,  by  being  pure,  is  apt  to  break  : 
Ev'n  to  your  breaft  the  ficknefs  durft  afpire ;     "y  ] 
And,  forc'd  from  that  fair  temple  to  retire,        S-  j 
Pro''anely  fet  the  holy  place  on  fire.  3  ' 

In  vain  your  lord  lilie  young  Vefpafian  mourn'd. 
When  the  fierce  flames  the  fandluary  burn'd; 
And  I  prepar'd  to  pay  in  verfes  rude 
A  moft  detefted  ad;  of  gratitude : 
Ev'n  this  had  been  your  elegy,  which  now 
Is  offer'd  for  your  health,  the  table  of  my  vow. 
Your  angel  fure  our  Morley's  mind  infpir'd, 
To  find  the  remedy  your  ill  requir'd; 
As  once  the  Macedon,  by  Jove's  decree. 
Was  taught  to  dream  an  herb  for  Ptolomee  : 
Or  heaven,  which  had  fuch  over-coft  beftow'd. 
As  fcarce  ic  could  afford  to  flefn  and  blood. 
So  lik'd  the  frame,  he  would  not  work  anew. 
To  fave  the  charges  of  another  you. 
Or  by  his  middle  fcience  did  he  fleer,  "^  1 

And  faw  fome  great  contingent  good  appear      > 
Well  worth  a  miracle  to  keep  you  here  :  j  j 

And  for  that  end,  prefcrv'd  the  precious  mould, 
Which  all  the  future  Ormonds  was  to  hold  ; 
And  meditated  ia  his  better  mind 
An  heir  from  you,  which  may  redeem  the  failing 
kind. 

Bleft  be  the  power  which  has  at  once  reftor'd 
The  hopes  of  loft  fucceflion  to  your  lord, 
Joy  to  the  firft  and  laft  of  each  degree,  "y 

Virtue  to  courts,  and,  what  I  long'd  to  fee,       >  ■ 
To  you  the  Graces,  and  the  Mufe  to  me.  j] 

O  daughter  of  the  rofe,  whofe  cheeks  unite 
The  differing  titles  of  the  red  and  white  ; 
Who  heaven's  alternate  beauty  well  difplay, 
The  blufti  of  morning  and  the  milky  way ; 
Whofe  face  is  paradife,  but  fenc*d  from  fin  : 
For  God  in  eil^ier  eye  has  plac'd  a  cherubin. 

All  is  yijur  lord's  alone ;  ev'n  abfent,  h« 
Employs  the  care  of  chafte  Penelope. 
For  him  you  wafte  in  tears  your  widow'd  hoisrs, 
For  him  your  curious  needle  paints  the  flowers; 
Such  works  of  old  imperial  dames  were  taught ; 
Such,  for  Alfcanius,  fair  Eliza  wrought. 
The  foft  receffes  of  your  hours  improve 
The  three  fair  pledges  of  your  happy  love  : 
All  other  parts  of  pious  duty  done, 
You  owe  your  Ornn-nd  nothing  but  a  fon; 
To  fill  in  future  times  hi?  father's  place. 
And  weai"  the  garter  of  his  mother's  race. 


PALAMON  AND  ARCITE 


•  R, 


THE  KNIGHT'S  TALE. 
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In  days  of  old,  there  liv'd,  of  mighty  fame, 
A  valiant  prince,  and  Theftus  was  his  name  : 
A  chief  who  more  in  feats  of  arms  cxceli'd, 
7'he  rifing  nor  the  fetting  fun  beheld. 
off  Athens  he  was  lord ;  much  land  he  won. 
And  added  foreign  countries  to  his  crown." 
In  Scythia  with  the  warrior  queen  he  ftrove, 
AYhom  firft  by  force  he  conquer'd,  then  by  love ; 
He    brought  in    triumph    back    the    beauteous 

dame. 
With  whom  her  fifter,  fair  Emilia,  came. 
With  honour  to  his  home  let  Thcfeus  ride. 
With  love  to  friend,  and  fortune  for 
i^nd  his  vicflorious  army  at  his  fide. 
I  pafs  their  warlike  pomp,  their  proud  array, 
Their  Ihouts,  their  fong»,  their  welcome  on  the 

way  : 
But,  were  it  not  too  long,  I  would  recite  T) 

The  feats  of  Amazons,  the  fatal  fight  S- 

Betwixt  the  hardy  queen  and  hero  knight;         J 
The  town  beficg'd,  and  how  much  blood  it  coft 
"^he  fcoiale  army  and  th'  Athenian  hglt ; 


feus  ride.  "^ 
or  his  guide,  > 
-•  J 


The  fpoufals  of  Hippolita  the  queen  ; 
What  tilts  and  turneys  at  the  feaft  were  fecn  ; 
The  ftorm  at  their  return,  the  ladies  fear  : 
But  thefe,  and  other  things,  I  muft  forbear. 
The-  field  isfpacious  I  defign  to  fow. 
With  oxen  far  unfit  to  draw  the  plow  : 
The  remnant  of  my  tale  is  of  a  length 
To  tire  your  patience,  and  to  walle  my  Ilrength ; 
And  trivial  accidents  (hall  be  forborn. 
That  others  may  have  time  to  take  their  turn  ; 
As  was  at  firft  enjoin'd  us  by  mine  hoft  :  'y 

That  he  whofe  tale  is  heft,  and  pleafes  mod,       C 
Should  win  his  fupper  at  our  common  coft.         j 
And  therefore  where  I  left,  I  will  purfuc        ~) 
This  anciant  ftory,  whether  faife  or  true,  > 

In  hope  it  may  be  mended  with  a  new.  j 

The  prince  I  mentioned,  full  of  high  renown, 
In  this  array  drew  near  th'  Athenian  town  ; 
When  in  his  pomp  and  utmoft  of  his  pride. 
Marching  he  chanc'd  to  caft  his  eye  afide, 
And  faw  a  choir  of  mourning  dames,  who  laj 
By  two  and  two  acr«l»  the  common  way  ; 
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At  his  approach  they  rals'd  a  ijueful  cry,       [high, 
And  beat  their  breads,   and  held  their  hands  on 
Creeping  and  crying,  till  they  feiz'd  at  laft 
His  courfer's  bridle,  and  his  feet  embrac'd.      [are, 
'    Tell  me,   faid  Thefeus,  what   and  whence  you 
And  why  this  funeral  pageant  you  prepare  ? 
Is  this  the  welcome  of  my  worthy  deeds. 
To  meet  my  triumph  in  ill-omend  weeds  ? 
Or  envy  you  my  praife,  and  would  deflroy 
With  grief  my  pleafures,  and  pollute  my  joy  ? 
Or  are  you  injur'd,  and  demand  relief? 
Name  your  requefl,  and  I  will  cafe  your  grief. 

The  moft  in  years  of  all  the  mourning  train 
Began  (but  fwooned  firft  away  for  pain)  ; 
Then  fcarce  recover'd  fpoke  :  nor  envy  we 
Thy  great  renown,  nor  grudge  thy  victory; 
'Tis  thine,  O  king,  th'  afflidled  to  redrefs, 
And  fame  has  fiU'd  the  world  with  thy  fuccefs  : 
We  wretched  women  fue  for  that  alone, 
Which  of  thy  goodnefs  is  refus'd  to  none  ; 
Let  fall  fome  drops  of  pity  on  our  grief, 
Xf  what  we  beg  be  juft,  and  we  defer ve  relief : 
For  none  of  us,  who  now  thy  grace  implore. 
But  held  the  rank  of  fovereign  queen  before  ; 
Till,  thanks  to  giddy  chance,  which  never  bears, 
That  mortal  blifs  Ihould  laft  for  length  of  years, 
fehe  caft  us  headlong  from  our  high  eftate, 
And  here  in  hope  of  thy  return  we  wait  : 
And  long  have  waited  in  the  temple  nigh. 
Built  to  the  gracious  goddefs  Clemency. 
But  reverence  thou  the  power  vvhofe  name  it  bears. 
Relieve  th'  opprefs'd,  and  wipe  the  widow's  tears, 
I,  wretched  I,  have  other  fortune  feen. 
The  wife  of  Capaneus,  and  once  a  queen  : 
At  Thebes  Tie  fell ;  curft  be  the  fatal  day  ! 
And  all  the  reft  thou  feeft  in  this  array, 
To  make  their  moan,  their  lords  in  battle  loft 
Before  that  town  befieg'd  by  our  confederate  hoft  : 
But  Creoii,  old  and  impious,  who  commands 
The  Theban  city,  and  ufurps  the  lands. 
Denies  the  rites  of  funeral  fires  to  thofe 
Whofe  breathlcfs  bodies  yet  he  calls  his  foes. 
Unburn'd,  unbury'd,  on  a  heap  they  lie  ; 
Such  is  their  fate,  and  fuch  his  tyranny  ; 
No  friend  has  leave  to  bear  away  the  dead. 
But  with  their  lifelefs  limbs  his  hounds  are  fed  : 
At  this  flie  Ihrick'd  aloud;  the  mournful  train 
Echo'd  her  grief,  and,  groveling  on  the  plain, 
Wixh  groans,  and  hands  upheld,  to  move  his  mind, 
Befought  his  pity  to  their  helplefs  kind  I 

The  prince  was  touch'd,  his  tears  began  to  flow, 
And,  as  his  tender  heart  would  break  in  two. 
He  figh'd ;  and  could  not  but  their  fate  deplore, 
So  wretched  now,  fo  fOftunate  before. 
Then  lightly  from  his  lofty  fteed  he  flew, 
And  raifing  one  by  one  the  fuppliant  crew, 
To  comfort  each,  full  folemnly  he  fwore,      [bore, 
That  by  the  faith  which   knigiits  to  knighthood 
And  whate'cr  elfe  to  chivalry  belongs, 
He  would  not  ceafe,  till  he  reveng'd  their  wrongs : 
That  Greece  fliouldfee  perform'd  what  hedeclar'd; 
And  cruel  Creon  find  his  juft  reward. 
He  faid  no  more,  but,  ftunning  all  delay, 
Jlods  on  ;  nor  enter'd  Athens  on  his  way  ; 
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But  left  his  fifter  and  his  queen  behind. 

And  wav'd  his  royal  banner  in  the  winds 

Where  in  an  argent  field  the  god  of  war 

Was  drawn  triumphant  on  his  iron  car ; 

Red  was  his  fword,  and  ftiield,  and  whole  attire, 

And  all  the  godhead  feem'd  to  glow  with  fire ; 

Ev'n  the  ground  glitter'd  where  the  ftandard  fleWj 

And  the  green  grafs  was  dy'dto  fanguine  hue. 

High  on  his  pointed  lance  his  pennon  bore 

His  Cretan  fight,  the  conquer'd  Minotaure  : 

The  foldiers  fliout  around  with  generous  rage, 

And  in  that  vitSory  their  own  prefage. 

He  prais'd  their  ardour ;  inly  pleas'd  to  fee 

His  hoft  the  flower  of  Grecian  chivalry. 

All  day  he  march'd  ;  and  all  th'  enfuing  night  j 

And  faw  the  city  with  returning  light. 

The  procefs  of  the  war  I  need  not  tell. 

How  Thefeus  conquer'd,  and  how  Creon  fell  s 

Or  after,  how  by  ftorm  the  walls  were  won. 

Or  how  the  vidlor  fack'd  and  burn'd  the  town  : 

How  to  the  ladies  he  reftor'd  again 

The  bodies  of  their  lords  in  battle  flain  : 

And  with  what  ancient  rites  they  were  interr'd  J 

All  thefe  to  fitter  times  fliall  be  deferr'd  : 

I  fpare  the  widows  tears,  their  woeful  cries. 

And  howling  at  their  hufbands  obfequies  ; 

How  Thefeus  at  thefe  funerals  did  affift, 

And  with  what  gifts  the  mourning  dames  difmifs'd. 

Thus  when  the  vi<5lor  chief  had  Creon  flain. 
And  conquer'd  Thebes,  he  pitch'd  upon  the  plai* 
His  mighty  camp,  and,  when  the  day  return'd. 
The  country  wafted,  and  the  hamlets  burn'd. 
And  left  the  pillagers,  to  rapine  bred. 
Without  control  to  ftrip  and  fpoil  the  dead. 
There,  in  a  heap  of  flain,  among  the  reft 
Two  youthful  knights  they  found  beneath  a  Ioa<} 

opprefs'd 
Of  flaughter'd  foes,  whom  firft  to  death  they  fent. 
The  trophies  of  their  ftrength,  a  bloody  menu-. 

ment. 
Both  fair,  and  both  of  royal  blood  they  feem'd, 
Whom  kinfmen  to  the  crown  the  heralds  deem'd  ; 
That  day  in  equal  arms  they  fought  for  fame ; 
Their  fwords,  their  ihields,  their  furcoats,  were 

the  fame. 
Glofe  by  each  other  laid,  they  prefs'd  the  ground, 
Their  manly  bofoms  pierc'd  with  many  a  griefly 

wound ; 
Nor  well  alive,  nor  wholly  dead  they  were, 
But  fome  faint  figns  of  feeble  life  appear  : 
The  wandering  breath  was  on  the  wing  to  part. 
Weak  was  the  pulfe,  and  hardly  heav'd  the  heart. 
Thefe  two  were  filters'  fons;  and  Arcite  one, 
Much  fam'd  in  fields,  with  valiant  Palamon. 
From  thefe  their  coftly  arms  the  fpoilers  rent. 
And  foftly  both  convey'd  to  Thefeus'  tent : 
Whom  known  of  Creon's  line,  and  cur'd  with  care, 
He  to  his  city  fent  as  prifoners  of  the  war, 
Hopelefs  of  ranfom,  and  condemn'd  to  lie 
In  durance,  doom'd  a  lingering  death  to  die. 
I'his  done,  he  march'd  away  with  warlike  found, "^ 
And  to  his  Athens  turn'd  with  laurels  crown'd,  ( 
Where  happy  long  he  liv'd,  much  lov'd,  and  T 

more  reiiown'd.  j 
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But  in  a  tower,  and  never  to  be  loos'd. 
The  woeful  captive  kinfmen  are  inclos'd  : 

Thus  year  by  year  they  pafs,  and  day  by  day, 
Till  once,  'twas  on  the  morn  of  cheerful  May, 
TJie  young  Emilia,  fairer  to  be  feen 
Than  the  fair  hly  on  the  flowery  green, 
2vIore  frefh  than  May  herfelf  in  bloffoms  new, 
For  with  the  rofy  colonr  ftrove  her  hue, 
Wak'd,  as  her  ciiftom  was,  before  the  day. 
To  do  th'  obfcrvancc  due  to  fiptightly  M3y  : 
For  fprightly  May  commands  our  youth  to  keep 
The  vigils  of  her  night,  and  breaks  their  fluggard 

fleep ; 
Cach  gentle  bread  with  kindly  warmth  ftie  moves ; 
Infpires  new  flames,  revives  extinguifh'd  loves. 
In  this  remembrance  Emily  ere  day 
Arofe,  and  drefs'd  herfelf  in  rich  array ; 
Frefii  as  the  month,  and  as  the  morning  fair ; 
>\down  her  flioulders  fell  her  length  of  hair  : 
A  ribband  did  the  braided  trefles  bind. 
The  reft  was  loofe,  and  wantori'd  in  the  wind : 
Aurora  had  but  newly  chas'd  the  night. 
And  purpled  o'er  the  flcy  with  bluftiing  light. 
When  to  the  garden  walk  fhe  took  her  way,      "y 
To  fport  and  trip  along  in  cool  of  day,  > 

And  offer  maiden  vows  in  honour  of  the  May,    j 

At  every  turn,  (he  made  a  little  ftand. 
And  thrufl  among  the  thorns  her  lily  liand 
To  draw  the  rofe,  and  every  rofe  fl:e  drew 
She  fliook  the  ftalk,  and  brufli'd  away  the  dew  : 
Then  party-colour'd  flowers  of  white  and  red 
She.  wove,  to  make  a  garland  for  her  head  : 
This  done,  flie  fung  and  carol'd  out  fo  clear. 
That  men  and  angels  miglit  rqoice  to  hear  : 
Ev'n  wondering  Philomel  forgot  to  fing  ; 
And  learn'd  from  her  to  welcome  in  the  fpring. 
The  tower,  of  which  before  was  mention  made. 
Within  whofc  keep  the  captive  knights  were  laid. 
Built  of  a  large  extent,  and  ftrong  withal, 
Was  one  partition  of  the  palace  wall : 
The  garden  was  inclos'd  within  the  fquarc. 
Where  young  Emilia  took  the  morning  air. 

It  happen'd  Palamon  the  prifoner  knight, 
Reftlefs  for  woe,  arofe  before  the  light. 
And  with  his  jaylor's  leave  defir'd  to  breathe 
An  air  more  wholefome  than  the  damps  beneath. 
This  granted,  to  the  tower  he  took  iiis  way, 
Chcer'd  with  the  promifc  of  a  glorious  day  : 
Then  caft  a  languifliing  regard  around,  "^ 

And  faw  with  hateful  eyes  the  temples  crown'd  > 
With  golden  fpircs,  and  all  the  hoftile  ground.    J 
He  figh'd,  and  turn'd  his  eyes,  bccaufe  he  knew 
■"  Twa^  but  a  larger  goal  he  had  in  view  : 
Then  look'd  below,  and  from  the  caUle's  height 
Beheld  a  nearer  and  more  plcafit^g  light : 
The  gnrdon,  which  before  he  had  not  feen,         ") 
In  fpring'to  new  Hvcry  clad  of  white  and  green, ^ 
I'relh  flowers  in  wide  parterres,  and  fliady  walks  T 
between.  j 

This  vicw'd,  but  not  enjoy'd,  with  arms  acrofs 
He  flood,  rcflctfling  on  his  country's  lofs  ; 
Himfclf  an  oJijedl  of  the  public  Icorii, 
And  often  wifh'd  he  never  had  been  born. 
At  Lift,  f.ir  fo  his  dcfliny  rrquir'd. 
With  walking  giddy,  and  wirh  thinking  tii'd, 


He  through  a  little  window  caft  his  Cgiit, 
Though  thick  of  bars  that  gave  a  fcanty  light : 
But  ev'n  that  glimmering  ferv'd  him  to  defcry 
Th'  inevitable  charms  of  Emily. 

Scarce  had  he  feen, but, feiz'd  withfudden  fmart, 
Stung  to  the  quick,  he  felt  it  at  his  heart ; 
Struck  blind  with  over-powering  light  he  flood. 
Then  ftarted  back  amaz'd,  and  cry'd  aloud. 

Young  Arcite  heard ;  and  up  he  ran  with  hafte. 
To  help  hi?  friend,  and  in  his  arms  embrac'd  ; 
And  alk'd  him  why  he  look'd  fo  deadly  wan. 
And  whence  and  how  his  change  of  cheer  began  J 
Or  who  had  done  th'  offence  ?  But  if,  faid  he, 
Your  grief  alone  is  hard  captivity.; 
For  love  of  heaven,  vi-ith  patience  undergo 
A  curelefs  ill,  fince  fate  will  have  it  fo  : 
Go  flood  our  horofcope  in  chains  to  lie, 
And  Saturn  in  the  dungeon  of  the  fliy, 
Or  other  baleful  afpcdt,  rul'd  our  birth. 
When  all  the  friendly  ftars  were  under  earth  : 
Whate'cr  beridcs,  by  defliny'tis  done  ; 
And  better   bear  like  men,  than  vainly  feek  to 
fhun. 

Nor  of  my  bonds,  faid  Palamon  again. 
Nor  of  imhappy  planets  I  complain  ; 
But  when  my  mortal  anguifli  caus'd  my  cry. 
That  moment  I  was  hurt  through  either  eye; 
Pierc'd  with  a  random  fhaft,  1  faint  away. 
And  perifh  with  infenfihle  decay  : 
A  glance  of  fome  new  goddefs  gave  the  wound, 
Whiim,  like  Avfleon,  unaware  I  found. 
Look  how  flie  walks  along  yon  fhady  fpace,       "J 
Not  Juno  moves  with  more  majeftic  grace;        v 
And  all  the  Cyprian  queen  is  in  her  face,  j 

If  thou  art  Venus  (for  thy  charms  confefs 
That  face  was  form'd  in  heaven,  nor  art  thoulefs; 
Difguis'd  in  habit,  undifguis'd  in  fhape) 
O  help  us  captives  from  our  chains  to'fcape  ; 
But  if  our  doom  be  pafl  in  bonds  to  lie 
For  life,  and  in  a  loathfome  dungeon  die. 
Then  be  thy  wrath  appeas'd  with  our  difgr.ice. 
And  fliew  compalfion  to  the  Theban  race, 
Opprefs'd  by  tyrant  power  '.  While  yet  he  fpokc, 
Arcite  on  Emily  had  fix'd  his  look  ; 
The  fatal  dart  a  ready  paffage  found, 
And  deep  within  his  heart  infix'd  the  wound  : 
So  that  if  Palamon  were  wounded  fore, 
Arcite  was  hurt  as  much  as  he,  or  more  : 
Then  fropi  his  inmoll  foul  he  figh'd,  and  faid. 
The  beauty  I  behold  has  ftruck  me  dead  :  i 

Unknowingly  fhe  llrikes;  and  kills  by  chance; 
Poifon  is  in  her  eyes,  and  death  in  every  glance. 
O,  I  muft  afk  ;  nor  afc  alone,  but  move 
Her  mind  to  mercy,  or  muft  die  for  love. 
•  Thus  Arcite  :  and  thus  i'alamon  replies, 
(Eager  his  tone,  and  ardent  were  his  eye.*.) 
Spiak'ft  thou  in  earncft,  or  in  jcfting  vein  ? 
Jcfting,  faid  Arcite,  fuitsbut  il!  with  pain. 
It  fuits  far  worfe  (faid  Palamon  again. 
And  bent  his  brows)  with  men  who  honour  weigh, 
Their  faith  to  Ineak,  their  friendfhip  to  betray  ; 
But  worft  with  thee,  of  noble  lineage  born, 
My  kinfman,  and  in  arms  my  brother  fworn. 
Have  we  not  plighted  each  our  holy  oath, 
'l^iat  one  Ihouid  be  the  common  good  of  both  ^ 


One  foul  fliould  both  infpire,  and  neither  prove 
His  fellows  hindrance  in  purfuit  of  love  ? 
To  this  before  the  Gods  we  gave  our  hands, 
And  nothing  but  our  death  can  break  the  bands. 
This  binds  thee,  then,  to  further  my  defign  : 
As  I  am  bound  by  vow  to  further  thine  : 
Nor  canft,  nor  darft  thou,  traitor,  on  the  plain 
Appeach  my  honour,  or  thine  own  maintain, 
Since  thou  art  of  my  council,  and  the  friend 
Whofe  faith  I  trnft,  and  on  w'nofe  care  depend  : 
And  w<iuld'ft;  thou  court  my  lady's  love,  which  I 
Much  rather  than  releafe  would  choofe  to  die  ? 
But  thou,  falfe  Arcite,  never  Qialt  obtain 
Thy  bad  pretence  ;  1  told  thee  firft  my  pain  : 
For  firft  my  love  began  ere  thine  was  born ; 
Thou,  at  my  council,  and  my  brother  fworn, 
Art  bound  t'  affift  my  elderfhip  of  right : 
Or  juftly  to  be  deeni'd  a  perjur'd  knight. 

Thus  Palamon  :  but  Arcite  with  difdain 
In  haughty  language  thus  reply'd  again  ; 
Forfworn  thyfelf  :  the  traitor's  odious  name 
I  firft  return,  and  then  difprove  thy  claim. 
If  love  be  paflion,  and  that  paflion  nurft 
With  ftrong  defires,  I  lov'd  the  lady  firft, 
Canft  thou  pretend  deCre,  whom  zeal  inflam'd 
To  worfhip,  and  a  power  celeftial  nam'd  ? 
Thine  was  devotion  to  the  bleft  above, 
I  faw  the  woman,  and  defir'd  her  love  ; 
Firft  own'd  my  paflion,  and  to  thee  commend 
Th'  important  fecret,  as  my  chofen  friend. 
Suppofe  (which  yet  I  grant  not)  thy  defire 
A  mement  eider  than  my  rival  fire  ; 
Can  chance  of  feeing  firft  thy  title  prove  ? 
And  know'ft  thou  not,  no  law  is  made  for  love ; 
Law  is  to  things  which  to  free  choice  relate ; 
Love  is  not  in  our  choice,  but  in  our  fate ; 
Laws  are  but  p  ifitive  ;  love's  power,  we.  fee, 
Is  Nature's  fanftion,  and  her  firft  decree. 
Each  day  we  break  the  bond  of  human  laws 
For  love,' and  vindicate  the  common  caufe. 
Laws  for  defence  of  civil  rights  are  plac'd. 
Love  throws  the   fences  down,  and  makes  a  ge- 
neral wafte  : 
Maids,  widows,  wives,  without  diftindlion  fall ; 
The  fweeping  deluge,  love,  comes  on,  and  covers 

all. 
If  then  the  laws  of  frlendfliip  I  tranfgrefs, 
1  keep  the  greater,  while  I  break  the  lefs ; 
And  both  are  mad  alike, fince  neither  can  poffcfs. 
>,,  Both  hopelefs  to  be  ranfom'd,  never  more 
To  fee  the  i'un,  but  as  he  paffes  o'er. 

Like  JEfop's  haunds  contending  for  the  bone, 
Each  pleaded  right,  and  would  be  lord  alone  : 
The  fruitlefs  fight  continued  all  the  day  ; 
A  cur  came  by,  and  fnatch'd  the  prize  away. 
As  courtiers  therefore  juftle  for  a  grant,       [want. 
And  when  they  break  their  friendfliip  plead  their 
So  thou,  if  fortune  will  thy  fuic  advance. 
Love  on,  nor  envy  me  my  equal  chance  : 
For  I  muft  love,  and  am  refolv'd  te  try 
My  fate,  or  failing  in  th'  adventure  die. 

Great  was  their  ftrife, which  hourly  was  renew'd. 
Till  each  with  mortal  hate  his  rival  viev/'d  : 
-Now  friends  no  more,  nor  walking  hand  in  hand  ; 
But  w.hen  they  met,  they  made  a  furly  ftand ; 
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And  glar'd  like  angry  Iloris  as  they  pafs'd, 
And  wifti'd  that  every  look  might  be  their  lafl. 

It  chanc'd  at  length,  Pirithous  came  t'  attend 
This  worthy  Thefeus,  his  familiar  friend ; 
Their  love  in  early  infancy  began. 
And  rofe  as  childhood  ripen'd  into  man. 
Companions  of  the  war ;  and  lov'd  fo  well, 
That  when  one  dy'd,  as  ancient  ftories  tell. 
His  fellow  to  redeem  him  went  to  hell. 

But  to  purfue  my  tale ;  to  welcome  home 
His  warlike  brother  is  Pirithous  come  : 
Arcite  of  Thebes  was  known  in  arms  long  fince, 
And  honour'd  by  this  young  Theffalian  prince. 
Thefeus,  to  gratify  his  friend  and  gueft, 
Who  made  our  Arcite's  freedom  his  requeft, 
Reftor'd  to  liberty  the  captive  knight. 
But  on  thefe  hard  conditions  I  recite  : 
That  if  hereafter  Arcite  fhould  be  found 
Within  the  compafs  of  Athenian  ground. 
By  day  or  night,  or  on  whate'er  pretence. 
His  head  ftiould  pay  the  forfeit  of  th'  offence* 
To  this  Pirithous  for  his  friend  agreed. 
And  on  his  promife  was  the  prifoner  freed. 

Unpleas'd  and  penfive  hence  he  takes  his  wayj 
At  his  own  peril ;  for  his  life  muft  pay. 
Who  now  but  Arcite  mourns  his  bitter  fate. 
Finds  his  dear  purchafe,  and  repents  too  late  I 
What  have  I  gain'd,  he  laid,  in  prifon  pent, 
If  I  but  change  my  bonds  for  baniftiment  I 
And  banifti'd  from  her  fight,  T  fuffer  more 
In  freedom,  than  I  felt  in  bonds  before ; 
Forc'd  from    her  prefence,    and   condemn'd  to' 

live  : 
Unwelcome  freedom,  and  unthank'd  reprieve  : 
Heaven  is  not,  but  where  Emily  abides  ; 
And  where  ftie's  abfent,  all  is  hell  befides. 
Next  to  my  day  of  birch,  was  that  accurft. 
Which  bound  my  friendlhip  to  Pirithous  firft  : 
Had  I  not  known  that  prince,  I  ftill  had  beea 
In  bondage,  and  had  ftill  Emilia  feen  : 
For  though  I  never  can  her  grace  deferve, 
'Tis  recompence  enough  to  fee  and  ferve. 

0  Palamon,  my  kinfman  and  my  friend. 
How  much  more  happy  fates  thy  love  attend ! 
Thine  is  th'  adventure ;  thine  the  vidiory  : 
Well  has  thy  fortune  turn'd  the  dice  for  thee  : 
Thou  on  that  angel's  face  may'ft  feed  thine  eyes. 
In  prifon,  no  ;  but  blifsful  paradife  ! 

Thou  daily  feeft  that  fun  of  beauty  '^line. 
And  lov'fl  at  leaft  in  love's  cxtremeft  line. 

1  mourn  in  abfence,  love's  eternal  night ; 
And  who  can  tell  but  fince  thou  haft  her  fight 
And  art  a  comely,  young,  and  valiant  knight 
Fortune  (a  various  power)  may  ceafe  to  frown, 
And  by  fome  ways  unknown  thy  wifhes  crown  ? 
But  I,  the  moft  forlorn  of  human  kind, 

Nor  help  can  hope,  nor  remedy  can  find; 
But,  doo:m'd  to  drag  my  loathfome  life  in  care. 
For  my  reward,  muft  end  it  in  dtlpair. 
Fire,  water,  air,  and  earth,  and  force  of  fates 
That  governs  all,  and  heaven  that  all  creates. 
Nor  art,  nor  nature's  hand  can  eafe  my  grief; 
Nothing  but  death,  the  wretch's  laft  relief: 
Then  farewel  youth,  and  all  the  joys  that  dwell. 
With  youth  and  life,  and  life  itfeli  farewel. 
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But  why,  alas !  do  mortal  men  in  vain 
Of  fortune,  fate,  or  Providence  complain  ? 
God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  wants  require. 
And  better  things  than  thofe  which  we  defire  : 
Some  pray  for  riches  ;  riches  they  obtain  ; 
•    But,  watch'd  by  robbers,  for  their  wealth  are  (lain; 
Some  pray  from  prifon  to  be  freed  ;  and  come, 
When  guilty  of  their  vows,  to  fall  at  home ; 
ilurder'd  by  thofe  they  trufted  with  their  life, 
A  favour*d  fcrvant,  or  a  bofom  wife. 
Such  dear-bon<,'ht  bleflings  happen  every  day, 
Becaufe  we  know  not  for  what  things  to  pray, 
Like  drunken  fots  about  the  flreet  wc  roam  : 
"Well  knows  the  fot  he  has  a  certain  home  ; 
Yet  knows  not  how  to  find  th'  uncertain  place, 
And  blunders  on,  and  flaggers  every  pace. 
Thus  all  feek  happinefs ;  but  few  can  find  ; 
For  far  the  greater  part  of  men  are  blind. 
This  is  my  cafe,  who  thought  our  utmoft  good 
"Was  in  one  word  of  freedom  underflood  : 
The  fatal  blefling  came  :  from  prifon  free, 
1  llarve  abroad,  and  lofe  the  fight  of  Emily. 
Thus  Arcite ;  but  if  Arcite  thus  deplore 
His  fufferings,  Palamon  yet  fuflers  more. 
For  when  he  knew  his  rival  freed  and  gone. 
He  fwells  with  wrath;  he  makes  outrageous  moan : 
He   frets,   he  fumes,  he  ftares,  he  llamps   the 

ground ; 
The  hollow  tower  with  clamours  rings  around  : 
"With  briny  tears  he  bath'd  his  fctter'd  feet. 
And  dropt  all  o'er  with  agony  of  fweat. 
Alas  !  he  cry'd !  I  wretch  in  prifon  pine. 
Too  happy  rival,  while  the  fruit  is  thine  : 
Thou  liv'il  at  large,  thou  dravv'ft  thy  native  air, 
Pleas'd  with  thy  freedom,  proud  of  my  defj)air  : 
Thou  may'ft,  fince  thou  hafl  youth  and  courage 
A  fweet  hehaviour  and  a  folid  mind,  [joiu'd, 

Affemble  ours,  and  all  the  Theban  race. 
To  vindicate  on  Athens  thy  liifgrace ; 
And  after,  by  fonic  treaty  made,  poflefs 
Fair  Emily,  the  pledge  of  lafting  peace. 
So  thine  fhall  be  the  beauteous  prize,  while  I 
Muft;  languifh  in  defpair,  in  prifon  die. 
Thus  all  th'  advantage  of  the  ftrifc  is  thine, 
'J'hy  portion   double  joys,  and  double    forrows 
mine. 
The  rage  of  Jcaloufy  then  fir'd  his  foul, 
And  his  face  kindled  like  a  burning  coal  : 
>fow  cold  Dc/  air,  fucceeding  in  her  ftead, 
'J'o  livid  palenels  turns  the  glowing  red. 
His  blood,  fcarcc  liquid,  creeps  within  his  veins, 
Ivikc  water  which  tlic  freezing  wind  conft'raifas. 
Then  thus  he  faid  :   Eternal  Deities, 
Who  rule  the  worla  with  abfolute  decrecp. 
And  ^vTifc  whatever  time  fliall  bring  to  pafs, 
"^^'ith  pens  of  adamant,  on  plates  of  brafs; 
What,  is  the  race  of  human  kind  your  care 
heyond  what  all  hU  fcllow-creatuics  aic  .' 
He  with  the  reft  is  liable  to  pain. 
And  like  the  Ihccp,  his  brother-bead.  Is  flain. 
Cold,  hunger,  prilbns,  ills  without  a  cure, 
AH  thcfc  he  mull,  and  guiltlcfs  oft  endure; 
pr  dnes  y,,,,,.  juftitc,  power,  or  prefcience  fail, 
^Nii<.n  t]ic  gooj  fuller,  and  the  bad  prevail .' 


What  worfe  to  wretched  virtue  could  befal. 
If  fate  or  giddy  fortune  govern'd  all  ? 
Nay,  worfe  than  other  beafts  is  our  eftate  ; 
Them,  to  purfue  their  pleafures,  you  create ; 
We,  hound  by  harder  laws,  mull  curb  our  willj 
And  your  commands,  not  our  defires,  fulfil ; 
Then  when  the  creature  is  unjuftly  ilain. 
Yet  after  death  at  leaft  he  feels  no  pain; 
But  man  in  life  furcharg'd  with  woe  before. 
Not  freed  when  dead,  is  doom'd  to  fulfer  more. 
A  ferpent  Ihoots  his  fting  at  unaware  ; 
An  ambufii'd  thief  forelays  a  traveller  : 
The  man  lies  murdcr'd  while  the  thief  and  fnalfc, 
One  gains  the  thickets,  and  one  thrids  the  brake. 
This  let  divines  decide  ;   but  well  I  know, 
Juft  or  unjuft,  I  have  my  (hare  of  woe. 
Through  Saturn  feated  in  a  lucklefs  place. 
And  Juno's  wrath,  that  perfecutes  my  race; 
Or  Mars  and  Venus,  in  a  quartil,  move 
My  pangs  of  jealoufy  for  Arcite's  love. 

Let  Palamon  opprefs'd  in  bondage  mourn,  • 
While  to  his  exil'd  rival  we  return. 
By  this  the  fun,  declining  from  his  his  height. 
The  day  had  (horten'd,  to  prolong  the  night : 
The  lengthen'd  night  gave  length  of  mifcry  , 
Both  to  the  captive  lover  and  the  free  ; 
For  Palamon  in  endlefs  prifon  mourns. 
And  Arcite  forfeits  life  if  he  returns : 
The  banilh'd  never  hopes  his  love  to  -fee. 
Nor  hopes  the  captive  lord  his  liberty  : 
'Tis  hard  to  fay  who  fuffers  greater  pains  : 
One  fees  his  love,  but  cannot  break  his  chains : 
One  free,  and  all  his  motions  uncontroul'd. 
Beholds  whate'er  he  would,  but   what  he  wouli 

behold. 
Judge  as  you  plcafc  ;   for  I  will  hafte  to  tell 
What  fortune  to  the  banifli'd  knight  befcl. 
When  Arcite  was  to  Thebes  rcturn'd  again. 
The  lofs  of  her  he  lov'd  renew'd  his  pain  ; 
What  could  be  worfe,  than  never  more  to  fee 
His  life,  his  foul,  his  charming  Emily  .' 
He  rav'd  with  all  the  madnefs  of  defpair. 
He  loar'd,  he  beat  his  breaft,  he  tore  his  hair. 
Dry  forrow  in  his  ftupid  eyes  appears. 
For,  wanting  ncurilhment,  he  wanted  tears  : 
His  eye-balls  in  their  hollow  fockets  fmk. 
Bereft  of  fleep,  he  loaths  his  meat  and  drink. 
He  withers  at  his  heart,  and  looks  as  wan 
As  the  pale  fpeiflre  of  a  murder'd  man  : 
That  pale  turns  yellow,  and  his  face  receives 
The  faded  hue  of  faplefs  boxen  leaves  : 
In  folitary  groves  he  makes  his  moan. 
Walks  early  out,  and  ever  is  alone  : 
Nor,  mix'd  in  mirth,  in  youthful  pleafures  (hare»,      i 
But  fighs  when  fongs  and  inftruments  he;  hears. 
His  fpirits  are  fo  low,  his  voice  is  drown'd,         ^ 
He  hears  as  from  afar,  or  in  a  fwoon,  V 

l^iko  the  deaf  murmurs  of  a  diftant  found  :         ^ 
Uucomb'd  his  locks,  and  foualid  his  attire. 
Unlike  the  trim  of  love  and  gay  dcfirc  : 
But  full  of  mufeful  mopings,  which  prcfagc 
The  lofs  of  reafon,  and  conclude  in  rage. 
■J'his  when  he  had  endur'd  a  year  and  more, 
Nuw  wholly  chang'J  from  what  he  v/i*  befurC; 
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Jt  happen'd  once,  that,  flumbeting  as  he  la^, 
Hs  dreain'd  (his  dream  began  at  break  of  day) 
That  Hermes  o'eir  his  head  in  air  appear'd, 
And  with  fott  words  his  drooping  fpirits  cheer'd : 
His  hat,  adnrn'd  with  wings,  difclos'd  the  God, 
And  in  his  hand  he  bore  the  fleep-compeiUngrod: 
Such  as  he  feem'd,  when,  at  his  fire's  command. 
On  Argus'  head  he  laid  the  fnaky  wand. 
Arife,  he  faid,  to  conquering  Athens  go. 
There  fee  appoints  an  end  to  all  my  woe. 
The  fright  awaken'd  Arcite  with  a  ftart, 
Againft  his  bofom  bounc'd  his  heaving  heart ; 
But  foon  he  faid,  with  fcarce-recover'd  breath, 
And  thither  will  I  go,  to  meet  my  death, 
Sure  to  be  (lain  ;  but  death  is  my  defire, 
Since  in  Emelia's  fight  I  fball  expire. 
By  chance  he  fpy'd  a  mirror  •vthile  he  fppke. 
And  gazing  there  beheld  his  alter'd  look  ; 
Wondering,  he  faw  his  features  and  his  hue 
So   much   were   chang'd,  that  fcarce  himfclf  he 

knew. 
A  fudden  thought  then  ftarting  in  his  mind, 
Since  I  in  Arcite  cannot  Arcite  find. 
The  world  may  fearch  in  vain  with  all  their  eyes, 
But  never  penetrate  through  this  difguife. 
Thanks  to  the  change  which  grief  and  iicknefs 

give, 
In  low  eftate  t  may  fecurely  live. 
And  fee  unknown  my  ruiflrefs  day  by  day. 
Me  faid  ;  and  cloth'd  himfelf  in  coarfe  array  : 
A  labouring  hind  in  fliew;  then  forth  he  went, 
And  to  th'  Athenian  towers  his  journey  bent : 
One  fquire  attended  in  the  fame  difguife. 
Made  confcious  of  his  mafter's  enteiprifci 


Arrlv'd  at  Athens,  foon  he  came  to  court, 
IFnknown,  nnqueftion'd,  in  that  thick  refort  : 
ProfFering  for  hire  his  fervice  at  the  gate. 
To  drudge,  draw  water,  and  to  run  or  waiu 

So  fair  befel  him,  that  for  little  gain 
He  ferv'd  at  firfl:  Emelia's  chamberlain ; 
And,  watchful  all  advantages  to  fpy. 
Was  {till  at  hand,  and  in  his  mafler's  eye  ; 
And  as  his  bones  were  big ,  and  finews  ftrongi 
Refus'd  no  toil  that  could  to  flaves  belong ; 
But  from  deep  wells  with  engines  vrater  drew. 
And  us'd  his  noble  hands  the  wood  to  hew. 
He  pafs'd  a  year  at  leaft  attending  thus 
On  Emily,  and  call'd  Philoflratus. 
But  never  wa4  there  man  of  his  degree 
So  much  eflecm'd,  to  well  belov'd  as  he. 
So  gentle  of  condition  was  he  known. 
That  through  the  court  his  courtefy  was  blowh  i 
All  think  him  worthy  of  a  greater  place. 
And  recommend  him  to  the  royal  grace  : 
That,  esercis'd  within  a  higher  fpbere. 
His  virtues  more  confpicuous  might  appear. 
Thus  by  the  general  voice  was  Arcite  prais'dj 
And  by  great  Thefeus  to  high  favour  rais'd  : 
Among  his  menial  fervants  tirfl  enroli'd, 
And  largely  entertain'd  with  fums  of  gold  : 
Befides  what  fecretly  from  Thebes  was  fentj 
Of  his  own  income,  and  his  annual  rent : 
This  well  employ'd,  he  purchas'd  friendn  and  fajncj 
But  cautioufly  conceai'd  from  whence  it  came. 
Thus  for  three  years  he  liv'd  with  large  incrcafcj 
In  arms  of  honour,  and  efteem  in  peace  ; 
To  Thefeus'  perfon  he  was  ever  near ; 
And  Tiisfcus  for  his  virtues  held  him  dear. 
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W^HiLE  Arcite  lives  in  blifs,  the  (lofy  turns 
Where  hopelefs  Palamon  in  pril'on  mourns. 
For  fix  long  years  immur'd,  the  captive  knight 
Had   dragg'd   his   chains,  and  fcarcely  feen   the 
Loft  liberty,  and  love,  at  once  he  bore  :        light  : 
Hi*  prifon  pain'd  him  much,  his  paflion  mote  : 
No;  dare<i  he  hope  his  fetters  to  remove, 
Nor  ever  wilhes  to  be  free  from  love. 

But  when  the  fixth  revolving  year  was  run, 
And  May  within  the  Twins  receiv'd  the  fun. 
Were  it  by  chance,  or  f'Tceful  deftiny. 
Which  forms  in  caufes  firft  whate'er  ftiall  be, 
Afliftcd  by  a  friend,  one  moonlefs  night, 
This  Palamon  from  prifon  took  his  flight  : 
A  pleafant  beverage  he  prepar'd  before 
Of  wine  and  honey  mix'd  with  added  ftore 
Of  opium  ;   to  his  keeper  this  he  brought. 
Who  fwallow'd  unaware  the  fleepy  draught. 
And  fnor'd  fecurc  tiil  morn,  his  fenfes  bound 
In  flumber,  and  in  long  oblivion  drown'd. 
Short  was  the  night,  and  careful  Palamon 
Sought  the  next  covert  e'er  the  ri&ng  fun. 


A  thick  fprcad  foreft  near  the  city  lay, 

To  this  with  lengthtn'd  (Iridcs  he  took  his  way 

(For  far  he  could  not  fly,  and  fear'd  the  day). 

Safe  from  purfuit,  he  meant  to  (hun  the  light,  "> 

Till  the  brown  fhadows  of  the  friendly  night      > 

To  Thebes  might  favour  his  intended  flight.       J 

When  to  his  country  come,  his  next  defign 

Was  all  the  Theban  race  in  arms  to  join. 

And  war  on  Thefeus,  till  he  loft  his  life, 

Or  won  the  beauteous  Emily  to  wife. 

Thus  while  his  thoughts  the  lingering  day  beguile. 

To  gentle  Arcite  let  us  turn  our  ftile  ; 

Who  little  dreamt  how  nigh  he  was  to  care. 

Till  treacherous  fortune  caught  him  in  the  fnarc. 

The  morning-lark,  the  mcflenger  of  day. 

Saluted  in  her  fong  the  morning  gray ; 

And  foon  the  fun   arofe  with  beams  fo  bright. 

That  all  th'  horizon  laugh'd  to  fee  the  joyous  fight; 

He  with  his  tepid  rays  the  rofe  renews, 

And  licks  the  drooping  leaves,  and  dries  the  dews; 

When  Arcite  left  his  bed,  refolv'd  to  pay 

Obfervauce  to  the  month  of  merry  May  : 
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t'orth  in  his  fiery  fleed  fietimes  he  rode, 
That  fcarcely  prints  the  turf  on  which  he  trod  : 
At  cafe  he  feem'd,  and,  prancing  o'er  the  plairts, 
Turn'd  only  to  the  grove  his  horfe's  reins, 
Tlie  grove  I  nani'd  before  ;  and,  lighted  there, 
A  woodbine  garland  fought  to  crown  his  hair  ; 
Then  turn'd  his  face  againll  the  rifing  day. 
And  rais'd  his  voice  to  welcome  in  the  May. 

For  thee,  fweet  month,   the  groves  green  li- 
veries wear. 
If  not  the  firft,  the  faireft  of  the  year  : 
For  thee  the  Graces  lead  the  dancing  hours. 
And  Nature's  ready  pencil  paints  the  flowers: 
When  thy  Ihort  rei2;n  is  pafl,  the  feverifli  fun 
The  fiiltry  tropic  fears,  and  moves  more  flowly  on. 
So  may  thy  tender  blufffiins  fear  no  blight,  , 
Not  goats  with  venom'd  teeth  thy  tt-ndrih  bite, 
As  thou  Ihalt  guide  my  wandering  feet  to  find 
The  fragrant  greens  1  fock  my  brows  lo  bind. 

His  vows   addrefs'd,    within   the   grove   he"! 
flray'd,  ( 

Till  fate,  or  fortune,  near  the  place  convey'd       f 
His  fteps  where  fecrct  Palamon  was  laid.  J 

Full  little  thought  of  him  the  gentle  knight. 
Who,   flying   death,  had    there    conceal'd  his 

flight. 
In  breaks  and  brambles  hid,  and  fhunning  irior- 

,  ,    tal  fight : 
And  Icfs  he  knew  him  for  his  hated  foe^ 
But  fear'd  him  as  a  man  he  did  not  know, 
But  as  it  has  been  faid  of  ancient  year?. 
That  fields  are  full  of  eyes,  and  woods  have  ears  ; 
For  this  the  wife  arc  ever  on  their  guardj 
For,  unforefeen,  they  fay,  is  unprepar'd. 
Uncautious  Arcitfe  thought  himfelf  alone, 
And  Itfs  than  all  fufpeded  Palamon, 
Who  liilenihg  heard  hitti,  while  he  fcarch'd  the 

grove, 
And  loudly  fung  his  roundelay  of  love  ; 
But  on  the  I'udden  flopp'd,  and  fiknt  Hood, 
As  lovers  often  mufe,  and  change  their  mood  ; 
Now  high  as  heaven,  and  then  as  low  as  hell; 
Now  up,  now  down,  as  buckets  in  a  well  : 
For  Venus,  like  her  day,  will  change  her  cheer, 
And  feldom  fhall  we  fee  a  Friday  clear. 
Thus  Arcite,  having  fung,  with  alter'd  hue 
Sutik  on  the  gP'und,  and  from  his  bnfoni  drew 
A  defpeCate  figh,  accufing  Heaven  and  fate, 
And  angry  Juno's  unrelenting  hate. 
Curs'd  be  the  day  when  firft  I  did  appear;         "j 
Liet  it  be  blotted  from  the  kaiendar.  I 

JLeft  it  poUiite  the  month,  and  poifon  all  the  T 
year.  J 

Still  will  the  jealous  Queen  purfuc  our  race  ? 
Cadmus  is  dead,  the  Theban  city  was  : 
Yet  ceafes  tiot  her  hate  ;  for  all  who  come 
From  Cadmus  are  involv'd  in  Cadmus'  doom. 
\  fufFer  for  my  Wood  :   unjuft  decree  ! 
That  punifhes  another's  crime  in  nie. 
In  r-'.ean  efhate  I  ferve  my  mortal  foe, 
Tlie  man  who  caus'd  my  country's  overthrow. 
This  is  not  all ;  for  Juno,  to  my  fliame. 
Has  forc'd  me  to  forfake  my  former  name ; 
Arclts  I  was,  Fhiloftratus  1  am. 
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That  fide  of  heaven  is  all  rriy  eriemy  : 

Mar^  ruin'd  Thebes  :  his  mother  ruin'd  me. 

Qf  all  the  royal  race  remains  but  one 

Befides  myfelf,  th'  unhappy  Falamoii, 

Whom  Thefeus  holds  in  bonds,  and  will  not  free; 

Without  a  crime,  except  his  kin  to  me. 

Yet  thefe,  and  all  the  reft,  I  could  endure  ; 

But  Love's  a  malady  without  a  cure; 

Fierce  Love  has  pierc'd  me  with  his  fiery  dart, 

He  fires  within,  and  hiifes  at  my  heart. 

Your  eyes,  f;iir  Emily,  my  fate  purfue  ; 

1  fufFcr  for  the  reft,  1  die  for  you; 

Of  fuch  a  Goddefs  no  time  leaves  record, 

Who  burn'd  the  tenlple  where  {he  was  ador'd  : 

And  let  it  burn,  I  never  will  complain, 

Pleas'd  with  my  fuffeiings,  if  you  knew  my  pain. 

At  this  a  fitkly  qualm  his  heart  uftad'd. 
His  ears  ruiitj  inward,  and  his  fenfes  f.iii'd. 
No  word  mifs'd  Palamon  of  all  he  fpoke. 
But  foon  to  dradly  pale  he  chang'd  his  look: 
He  trembled  every  limb,  and  felt  a  fmarr, 
As  if  cold  fteel  had  glided  through  his  heart; 
No  longer  ftaid,  but  ilarting  from  his  place, 
Difcover'd  ftood,  and  fhew'd  his  hoftile  face  : 
Falfe  traitor  Arcite,  traitor  to  thy  blood. 
Bound  by  thy  facred  oath  to  feek  my  good, 
Now  art  thou  found  forefworn,  for  Emily; 
And  dar'ft  attempt  her  Inve,  for  whom  I  die. 
So  haft  thou  cheated  Thefeus  with  a  wile, 
Againft  thy  vow,  returning  to  beguile 
Under  a  borrow'd  name,  as  falfe  to  me. 
So  falfe  thou  art  to  him  whT  fst  thee  free  : 
But  reft  aiTur'd,  that  either  thou  fhalt  die. 
Or  elfe  renounce  thy  claim  in  Emily  : 
For,  though  unarm'd  I  am,  atid  (free'd  by  chance) 
And  here  witliout  my  fvvord,  or  pointed  lance  : 
Hope  not,  bafe  man,  unqueftion'd  hence  to  go, 
For  I  am  Palamon,  thy  mortal  fne. 

Arcite,  who  heard  his  tale,  and  knew  the  man. 
His  fvvord  unfliearh'd,  and  fiercely  thus  began  : 
Now  by  the  Gods  who  govern  heaven  ab:ive, 
Wert  thou  not  weak  with  hunger,  mad  with  love. 
That  word  had  been  thy  laft,  or  in  this  grove 
This  hand  ftiould  force  thee  to  renounce  thy  love. 
The  fnrety  which  I  gave  thee,  I  defy  : 
Fonl,  not  to  know  that  love  endures  no  tie, 
And  Jove  but  laughs  at  lovers  perjury. 
Know  1  will  ferve  the  fair  in  thy  defpight ; 
But  fince  thou  art  my  kinfman,  and  a  knight. 
Here,  have  my  faith,  to-monow  in  this  grove 
Our  arms  fiiall  plead  the  titles  of  our  love  : 
And  Heaven  fo  help  my  right,   as  I  alone 
Will  come,  and  keep  the  caufe  and  quarrel  both 

unknown ; 
With  arms  of  proof  both  for  myfelf  and  thee  ; 
Choofe  thou  the  beft,  and  leave  the  worft  to  me. 
And,  that  at  better  eafe  thou  may'ft  abide. 
Bedding  and  clothes  I  will  this  night  provide. 
And  needful  fuftenance,  that  thou  may'ft  he 
A  conqueft  better  won,  and  worthy  me. 
His  promifc  Palamon  accepts ;  but  pray'd, 
To  keep  it  better  than  the  firft  he  madq.. 
Thus  fair  they  parted  till  the  morrow's  dawn. 
For  each  had  laid  his  plighted  faith  to  pawn. 
Pij 
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Oh  Love!  thou  fternly  doft  thy  power  maintain,") 
And  wilt  not  bear  a  lival  in  thy  reign,  > 

Tyrants  and  thou  all  fellowfhip  difdain.  J 

This  was  in  Arcite  prov-'d,  and  Palanion  ; 
Bath  in  defpair,  yet  each  would  love  alone. 
Arcite  return'd,  and,  as  in  honotir  ty'd,  ^ 

His  foe  with  bedding-  and  with  food  fupply'd  ; 
Then,  e'er  the  day,  two  fuits  of  armour  fought, 
Which  borne  bisfore  him  on  his  fteed  he  brought  : 
Both    were    of    fliining   fteel,     and'  wrought   fo 

pure, 
As  might  the  ftrokes  of  two  fuch  arms  endure. 
Now,  at  the  time,  and  in  th'  appointed  place, 
The  challenger  and  challeng'd,  face  to  face. 
Approach  ;  each  o:her  from  afar  they  knew, 
And  from  afar  their  barred  chaiig'd  their  hue. 
iio  Ibnds  the  Thracian  iicrdfman  with  his  fpear, 
Full  in  the  gap,  and  hopis-  the  hunted  bear, 
A,  d  hears  him  niflling  in  tlie  wood,  and  fees 
His  courfe  at  diftance  by  the  bending  trees ; 
And  thinks,  here  comes  my  mortal  enemy, 
And  either  he  mud  fall  in  fight,  or  I  : 
This  while  he  thinks,  he  lifts  aloft  his  dart ;       "J- 
A  generous  chilnefs  feizcs  every  p-.irt  :  f 

The  veins  pour  back  the  blood  and  fortify  the  f 

heart.  3 

Thus   pale  they  meet ;  their  eyes   v/ith  fury 

burn  ;- 
None  greets;  for  none  the  greeting  will  return  : 
But  in  dim  furlinefs,  each  arni'd  with  care 
his  foe  proleft,  as  brother  of  the  war  : 
Then  both,  no  moment  loft,  at  once  advance 
Againft  each  other,  arm'dwith  fword  and  knee  ; 
T-hey  lafh,  they  foin,  they-  pnis,  they  flrivc  to  bore 
Their  corflets^  and  the  thinned  parts  e>:plore. 
Thus  twi>  long  hnurs  in  equal  arms  they  ftood. 
And  wounded,  wound  ;  till  both  were  bath'd  in 

blood  ; 
And  not  a  foot  of  ground  had  cither  got, 
As  if  the  world  depended  on  the  fpot. 
Fell  Arcite  like  an  angry  tiger  far'd. 
And  like  a  lion  Palamon  appear'd  : 
Or  as  two  boars  wh'im  love  to  battle  draws-. 
With  rifing  brifUes,  and  with  frothy  jaws. 
Their    adverfc   breafts  with- tufks  oblique    they 

wound  ; 
Witli  grnnts-and  grosna  the  foreft  rings  around. 
So  fought  the  kniglit".,  and  fighting  niuft  abide, 
1'ill  Fate  an  umpire  fends  thtirdiiTerfiKc  to  decide. 
The  power  that  mitiiflers  to  God's  decrees. 
And  executes  on  earth  what  heaven  forefces, 
Cair<i  Fiovidcnce,  or  Chance,  or  Fatal  Sway, 
Gomes  with  refiftlefg  fcrcf,  and   findr-  or  makes 

her  wjy. 
Nor  kings,  nor  nation?,  nor  united  power, 
One  moment  can  retard  th'  appointed  hour. 
And  fome  one  Uay^  for.ie  wondrous  chance  .ippears, 
Whi'ih  happen'd  tint  in  centuries  of  years  : 
Kor  iiirc,  whatu'cr  wc  mortals  liate,  or  love. 
Or  hfjpe,  or  fear,  <lep(nd8  on  powers  above; 
1  liey  move  our  appetites  to  good  or  ill, 
And  by  foreCght  ncccIFitatc  the  will. 
In  ''.'hcleus  tbm  appears  ;  whofe  youthful  joy 

Was  bcaftt  of  chacc  la  TorciU  to  dcilroy, 


This  gentle  fenight,  jnfpir'd  by  jolly  May,         V 
Forfook  hiseafy  couch  at  early  day,  v 

And  to  the  wood  and  wilds  purfued  his  way.     3"^ 
Befide  him  rode  Hippolica  the  queen. 
And  Emily  attir'd  in  Lively  green. 
With  horns,  and  hounds,  and  all  the  tuneful  cry. 
To  hunt  a  royal  hart  whhin  the  covert  nigh  : 
And  as  he  foUow'd  Mars  before,  fo  now 
He  ferves  the  goddefs  of  the  filver  bow. 
The  way  that  Thefeus  took  was  to  the  wood 
Where  the  two  knights  in  cruel  battle  flood  ; 
The  lawn   on   which  they  fought,  th'  appointed 

place 
111  which  th'  uncoupled  hounds  'cegar  the  chace. 
IHither  forth-right  he  ii)de  to  rou.'e  the  prey. 
That  fhadcd  by  the  fern  in  harbour  lay  ; 
And,  thence  diilodg'd,  was  Wflnt  to  leave  the  wood_ . 
For  open  fields,  and  crofs  the  cryflal  flood. 
Approach'd,  and  looking  underneath  the  fun, 
He  faw  proud  Arciit;,  and  fieixe  Palamon, 
In  mortal  battle  doubling  blow  on  blow, 
Like  lightening  flnm'd  their  faulchions  to  and  fro. 
And  fhot  a  dreadful  gleam;  fo  {trong  they  ftrook. 
Tirere  feem'd  lefy force  requir'd  to  fell  an  oak: 
He  gaz'd  with  wonder  on  their  equal  might, 
l^ook'd  eager  on,  but  knew  not  either  knight  : 
Refolv'd  to  learn,  he  fpurr'd  his  fiery  fleed 
With  goring  rowels  to  provoke  his  fpeed. 
The  minut<:  ended  that  began  the  rac<j. 
So  foon  he  was  betwixt  them  on  the  place  ; 
And  with  his  fword  unfhearh'd,  on  pain  of  life 
Commands  both  combatants  to  ceafe  their  ftrife  : 
Then  with  imperious  tone  purfues  his  threat ; 
What  are  you  *  why  in  arms  together  met  ? 
How  dares  your  pride  prefums  agaiuil  my  laws^ 
As  in  a  lifted  field  to  fight  your  caufe  ? 
Unniafic'd  the  royal  grant ;  no  marflial  by, 
As  kniuh;ly  require  ;  nor  iudge  to  try  ? 
Then  PaJamon,  with  fcarce  rccovsr'd  breath, 
Thus  hafly  fpoke  :    VVe  both  dei'erve  tiie  death, 
Andboth  would  die  ;  for  look- the  world  around, 
A  pair  fo  wiietchcd  is  not  to  be  found, 
Our  life's  a  load;  cncii-niber'd  with  the  charge, 
W'l  ir.ng  to  let  th*  invpiilon'd  ft^ul  at  large. 
Now,  as  thou  art  ?.  fovcrcigti  ju.Hc,  decree 
The  rightful  doom  of  death  to  him  and  me. 
Let  neither  find  thy  grace  ;  f (  r  grace  is  cruelty. 
Me  f  rd,  O  kill  me  firft,  and  cure  my  woe  ; 
Then  fhcath  the  fword  of  jiidice  on  my  foe  : 
Oi*  kill  him  nrft  ;  forwhen  his  name  is  heard. 
He  foremolt  will  receive  his  ilu.»  reward. 
Arcite  of  'Ihe^jcs  i«  he  ;  thy  mnrtu!  foe  : 
On  whom  thy  grace  did  liberty  b^.diiw; 
But  firft  contraiiled,  that  if  ever  found 
By  day  or  night  upon  th'  Atlu-nian  grotind. 
His  head  fiiould  pay  the  forfeit ;  fee  return  d 
The  perjur'd  knight,  his  oath  aiul  honour  fconrj/ 
For  this  is  he,  who,  with  a  boriow'd  name 
And  proffcr'd  fcrvicc,  to  thy  palace  came, 
Now  call'd  Philoftratus  :  letaiii'd  by  thte,       •  ") 
A  traitor  trufted,  and  in  high  degree,  C 

Afpiring  to  the  bed  of  beauteous  Kmily.  j 

My  part  remains;  from  'Fhebes  my  birth  I  own,,- 
A.Bd  call  niyfclf  th-  unhappy  P;»lamou. 
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Think  me  not  like  that  man  ;  fince  no  difgrace 
'Can  force  me  to  renounce  the  honaiir  of  my  race. 
Know  me  for  what  I  am  :   I  broke  my  chain, 
Nor  piomis'd  I  thy  prifoner  to  remain  ; 
The  love  of  liberty  with  life  is  given, 
And  life  itfelf  th'  inferior  gift  of  Heaven. 
Thus  without  crime  I  fled  ;  but  farther  know, 
J  with  this  Arcite  am  thy  mortal  foe-; 
Then  g;ive  me  death,  fince  I  thy  life  purfue  ; 
For  fafeguard  of  thyfelf,  death  is  my  due. 
More  wouidft  thou  know  ?  I  love  bright  Emily, 
And  for  her  fake  and  in  her  fight  will  die  : 
But  kill  my  rival  too  ;  for  he  no  lefs  y 

33eferves  ;  and  I  thy  righteous  doom  will  blefs,  v 
Affur'd  that  what  I  lofe,  he  never  fhall  pofTefs.  J 
To  this  reply'd  the  ftern  Athenian  prince. 
And  fourly  fmil'd,  \n  owning  yuur  offence. 
You  judge  yourfelf ;  and  1  but  keep  record 
In  place  of  law,  while  you  pronounce  the  word. 
Take  your  defert,  the  death  you  have  decreed; 
5  fcal  your  doom,  and  ratify  the  deed  : 
By  Mars,  the  patron  of  my  arms,  you  die. 
He  faid  ;  dumb  forrow  feiz'd  the  ftanclers-by. 
The  queen  above  the  reft,  by  nature  g'od, 
(The  pattern  form'd  of  perfed:  vvfmanhood  ) 
For  tender  pity  wept  :   when  flie  began. 
Through  the  bright  quire  th'  mfi:<Sious  virtue  ran. 
All  dropt  their  teari^,  e^v'n  the  contended  maid  : 
And  thus  among  themfelves  they  ioftly  faid  : 
What  eyes  can  fuffer  this  linwortby  fi^ht  I 
Two  youths  of  royal  blood,  renown'd  in  figiit. 
The  mafterfhip  of  heaven  in  face  and  mind. 
And  lovers,  far  beyond  their  faithlcfs  kind  :' 
See  their  wide   ftreaming  wounds ;   they  neitlier 

came 
For  pride  of  empire,  nor  defire  of  fame  : 
fCingj  fight  for  kingdoms,  madmen  for  applaufc  : 
^ut  love  for  love  alone;    that  crowns  the  lover's 

caufc. 
Thisthought.which  ever  bribes  the  beauteous  kind, 
Such  pity  wrought  in  every  lady's  mind. 
They  left  their  fteeds,  and  proflrate  on  the  |)lace. 
From   the  fierce    king,    implor'd    th'    offe^iders 

grace. 
He  paus'd  a  while,  flood  filent  in  his  mood 
{jSoT  yet  his  rage  was  boiling  in  his  blood)  ; 
But  foon  his  tender  mind  th'  impreiSon  fell;, 
(As  foftefl:  metals  are  not  flow  to  melt 
And  pity  foonelt  runs  in  foftefl  minds); 
Then  reafons  with  hinilVlf ;  and  firft  he  finds 
His  paiTioH  <:aft  a  mift  befors  his  fenfG, 
And  either  made,  or  magnify'd  th'  offence. 
Offence!  Of  what?   to  whom?  who  judg'd  the 

caufe  ? 
The  prifoner  freed  himfelf  by  nature's  laws  : 
Born  fr€e,  he  foiiglit  hi«  rigJit :  the  man  he  freed 
Was  perjur'd,  but  his  lave  excus'd  the  deed  : 
Ih'is  pondering,  he  look'd  under  with  his  eyes. 
And  faw  the  women's  tears,  and  heard  their  cries; 
Which  mov'd  compaffion  mere,  l;e  fliook  his  head, 
And  fpftly  fighing  to  himfclf  he  faid  . 

Curfe  on  th'  unpavdoning  prince,  whom  tears 

can  draw 
Ta  no  remor^  j,  vvhQ  ruje?  by  lions  law  ; 


And  deaf  to  prayers,  by  nofubmiflinn  bow'd, 
Rends  all  alike  ;  the  penitent,  and  proud  : 
At  this,  with  look  fevene,  be  rais'd  his  head ; 
Realbn  refum'd  her  place,  and  paffion  fled; 
Then  thus  aloud  he  fpoke ":  The  power  of  love. 
In  earth,  and  feas,  and  air,  and  heaven  above, 
Rules,  unrefifted,  with  an  awful  nod  ; 
By  daily  miracles  declar'd  a  God  : 
He  blinds  the  wife,  gives  eye-fight  to  the  blind; 
And  moulds  and  ftampi  anew  the  hiver's  mind. 
Behold  that  Arcite  and  this  Palamon, 
Freed  from  my  fetters,  and  in  fafety  gone. 
What  hiiwler'd  either  in  their  native  foil 
At  eafc  to  reap  the  harveft  of  their  toil  ; 
But  JLove,  their  lord,  did  otherwrfe  ordain, 
And  brought  them  in  their  own  defpite  aprain, 
To  fuffer  death  deferv'd  ;  fo  well  they  know, 
'Tis  in  my  power,  and  I  their  deadly  foe ; 
The  proverb  'holds,  that  to  be  wife  and  love. 
Is  hardly  granted  to  the  Gods  above. 
See  how  the  madmen  bleed  :  behold  the  gain? 
With  which    their  mafter,  i^ove,    rewards  their 
For  (even  long  years,  on  duty  every  day,    [pains  ; 
1.0  their  obedience,  and  their  monarch's  pay  ; 
Yef,  zt  in  duty  bound,  they  fetve  him  on  ; 
And,  allc  the  fools,  they  think  it  wifely  done ; 
Nor  eafe,  nor  wealth,  nor  life  itfelf  jcgaid. 
For  'tis  their  maxim.  Love  i«  love's  reward. 
This  is  i>«  all ;  the  fair  for  whom  they  ftrove 
Nor  knew  before,  nar  could  fafpeci;  their  love. 
Nor  thought,  when  (be  beheld  the  fight  from  far. 
Her  beauty  was  th'  occafion  of   the  war. 
But  fure  a  general  doom  on  man  is  pafl. 
And  all  are  fools  and  lovers,  firft  or  lail : 
This  both  by  others  and  myfelf  I  know,' 
For  I  have  ferv'd  their  fover«ign  long  ago  ; 
Oft  have  been  caught  within  the  winding  train"j 
Of  female  fnares,  and  felt  the  lover's  pain,  / 

And  learn'd  how  far  the  God  can  human  hearts  (" 

conftrain.  y 

To  this  reraembratKe,  and  the  prayers  of  thofe 
Who  for  th'  offending  warriors  interpofe, 
I  give  their  forfeit  lives;  on  this  accord. 
To  do  me  homage  as  their  fovercign  lord; 
And  as  my  vaffals,  to  their  utnioft  might, 
Aflirt:  my  perfon,  and   affert   my  right. 
This  freely  fworn,  the  kaighis  their  grace  ob- 

tain'd. 
Then  thus  the  king  his  fecret  thoughts  explain'd  j 
If  wealth,  or  honour,  or  a  royal  race. 
Or  each,  or  all,  may  win  a  lady's  grace. 
Then  either  of  you  knights  may  well  deferve 
A  princefs  born  ;  and  fuch  is  (he  you  ferve  : 
For  Emily  is  filler  to  the  crown, 
And  but  too  well  to  both  her  beauty  known  : 
But  fliould  you  combat  till  you  both  were  dead, 
Two  lovers  cannot  fiiare  a  fingle  bed  ; 
As  therefore  both  are  equal  in  degree, 
The  lot  of  both  be  left  to  deftiny. 
Now  hear  th'  award,  and  happy  may  it  prove 
To  hjcr,  and  him  who  bed  deferves  her  love  ? 
Depart  from  hence  in  peace,  and  free  as  air. 
Search   the  wide  world,   and  where   you  pleafc 

roipair ; 
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But  oa  the  day  when  tliis  returning  fun 
To  the  fame  point  through  every  fign  has  run. 
Then  each  of  you  his  hundred  knights  Ihall  bring, 
In  royal  lifts,  to  fight  before  the  king; 
And  then  the  knight,  whom  fate  or  happy  chance 
Shall  wuh  his  friend^  to  viiSory  advance, 
And  grace  his  arms  fo  far  inequal  fight, 
From  out  the  bars  to  force  his  oppofite, 
Or  kill,  or  make  him  recreant  on  the  plain, 
The  prize  of  valour  and  of  love  (hall  gain  ; 
The  vanquifh'd  party  ftiall  their  claim  reltafe, 
And  thr  lonjc  jars  conclude  in  lafting  peace. 
The  charge  be  mine  t'  adoru  the  choi'en  ground, 
The  theatre  cf  war,  for  rhampions  fo  renown'd  ; 
And  take  tb  :  patron's  place  of  eithejr  knight,     ~\ 
With  eyes  impartial  to  beheld  the  fight ;  / 

And  heaven  of  me  fo  judge  as  I  Ihall  judge  f 
aright.  J 

If  both  are  fati^fied  with  thi-  accord. 
Swear  by  the  laws  of  knighthood  on  my  fword. 
"Who  now  but  Palamon  exults  wiih  joy  ? 
And  ravifh'd  Arcite  feems  to  touch  the  fl;y  ; 
The  whole  aflembled  troop  was  pleas'd  as  well, 
J'xtol  th'  award,  and  on  their  kntes  they  fell 
To  blefs  the  gracious  king.     The  knights  with 
leave  [ceive ; 

Tteparting  from  the  place,  his  laft  commands  re- 
<0n  Emily  with  equal  ardour  look, 
;And  from  her  eyes  their  infpiration  took. 
From  thence  to  Thebes'  old  walls  purfue  their  way, 
Each  to  provide  his  champions  for  the  day. 

It  might  be  deem'd  on  our  hiftorian'spart, 
Or  too^iuch  negligence,  or  want  of  art. 
If  he  forgot  the  vaft  magnificence 
Of  royal  Thefeus,  and  his  large  expence. 
He  firft  inclos'd  for  lifts  a  hvel  ground, 
The  whole  circumference  a  mile  around; 
The  form  was  circular  ;  and  all  without 
A  trench  was  funk,  to  moat  the  place  about. 
"Within  an  atnphitheatre  appear'd, 
Rais'd  in  degrees;  to  fixty  paees  rear'd  : 
That  when  a  man  was  plac'd  in  one  degree, 
Height  was  allow'd  for  him  above  to  fee. 

Eaftward  was  built  a  gate  of  marble  white  ; 
The  like  adorn'd  the  weflern  oppoiitc. 
A  nobler  obje(5l  than  this  fabric  was, 
Rome  never  faw  ;  nor  of  fo  vaft  a  I'pace  : 
For,  rich  with  i]n>ih  of  many  a  conqucr'd  land. 
All  arts  and  artifts  Thtfeus  could  command  ; 
"Who  fold  tor  hire,  or  wrought  fox  better  fame; 
The  mafter-paintcrs  and  the  carvers  cume. 
So  rofe  within  the  compafs  of  the  year 
An  age's  woik,  a  glorious  theatre. 
Then  o'er  itseaftern  gate  was  rais'd  above 
A  ten\plc,  facred  to  the  queen  of  love; 
An  altar  ftood  below  :    on  either  hand    [wand. 
A  prieft  with  rofes  crown'd,  who  held   a  myrtle 

The  dome  of  Mars  was  on  the  gate  oppos'd, 
And  on  the  north  a  turret  was  inchis'd. 
Within  the  wall  of  alabafter  white. 
And  crimfon  coral  for  the  queen  of  night, 
Vho  takes  in  fylvan  fports  her  chafte  delight. 

Within  thtfe  oratories  might  you  fee 
Rich  carvings,  portraitures,  and  imagery  ; 


Where  every  figure  to  the  life  expreft 
The  godhead's  power  to  whom  it  was  addrefsfd, 
111  Venus'  temple  on  the  fides  were  fecn 
The  broken  flunibers  of  enamour'd  men. 
Prayers  that  even  fpoke,  and  pity  feem'd  to  call, 
And  iffuing  fighs  that  fmok'd  along  the  wall. 
Complaints,  and  hot  defires,  the  lover's  hell. 
And  fcalding  tears  that  wore  a  channel  where. 

they  fell  : 
And  all  around  were  nuptial  bonds,  the  ties,       "^ 
Of  Jove's  alTurance,  and  a  train  of  lies,  C 

That,  made  in  luft,  conclude  in  perjuries.  j 

Beauty,  and  youth,  and  wealth,  and  luxury, 
And  fpritely  hope,  and  fliort-cnduring  joy  ; 
And  forceries  to  raife  th'  infernal  powers. 
And  figils  fram'd  in  planetary  hours  : 
Expence,  and  after-thought,  and  idle  care. 
And  doubts  of  motely  hue,  and  dark  defpair ; 
Sufpicions,  and  fantaftical  furmife. 
And  jealoufy  fufFus'd,  with  jaundice  in  her  eyes, 
Difcolouring  all  fhe  view'd,  in  tawny  drefs'd  ; 
Down-look'd.  and  with  a  cuckow  on  her  fift. 
Oppos'd  to  her,  on  t'  other  fide  advance 
The  coftly  feaft,  the  carol,  and  the  dance, 
MinftreU,  and  mufic,  poetry,  and  play. 
And  balls  by  night,  and  tournaments  by  day. 
All  thefe  were  painted  on  the  vyall,  and  moie  : 
With  adts  and  monuments  of  times  before  : 
And  ethers  added  by  prophetic  doom, 
.•^nd  lovers  yet  unborn,  and  loves  to  come  : 
For  there  th'  Idalian  mount,  and  Citheron, 
The  court  of  Venus  was  in  colours  drawn  : 
Before  the  palace  gate,  in  carelefs  drefs. 
And  ioofe  array,  fat  por:refs  Idltnefs: 
There,  by  the  fuiinf,  Narcifliis  pin'd  alone;  "y 

There  Samfon  wa^,  with  wil'er  Solomon,  C 

And  all  the  mighty  names  by  Love  undone.       J 
Medea's  charms  were  there,  Circean  feaits. 
With    bowls   that    turn'd    enamour'd    youths    to 

beafts. 
Here  might  be  feen,  that  beauty,  wealth,  and  wit. 
Anil  prowefs,  to  the  power  of  Icve  fuhniit  : 
The  Iprcading  fnare  ior  all  mankind  is  laid  ; 
And  lovers  ail  betray,  and  :ire  Utray'd. 
The  CJoddcIs'  fclf  Ivme  noble  hand  liad  wrought  ; 
Smiling  ihe  feem'd,  aiid  lull  of  j'ieafiiig  thought  :' 
I  loni  ocean  as* (lie  fiid  be^an  to  rife, 
And   imooth'd   the    rufilcd  (eas   and   clcar'd  the 

(kics; 

She  trod  the  brine  all  bare  below  the  breaft. 
And  the  green  waves  but  ill  conccai'd  the  reft  ; 
A  lute  (he  held,  and  on  her  head  was  feen 
A  wicath  of  roles  red,  and  myrtles  green  ; 
Her  turtles  fann'd  the  buxom  air  above  ; 
And,  by  his  mother,  ftood  an  infant  Love, 
With  wings  unfltdg'd;  his  eyes  were  bdQde4. 

o'er ;  | 

His  hands  a  bow,  his  back  a  quiver  bore,  { 

Supply'd  with  arrow*  bright  and  keen,  a  dead-  j 

ly  (lore.  J 

But  in  the  dome  of  mighty  Mars  the  red 
With  difl'crent  figures  all  the  fides  were  fpread  ; 
This  temple,  Icfs  in  form,  with  equal  grace, 
Was  imitative  of  tlie  iirll  in  Thrace : 
6 
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For  that  cold  region  was  the  lov'd  abode, 
And  fovereign  manfion  of  the  warrior  god. 
The  landfcape  was  a  foreft  wide  and  bare; 
Where  neither  beaft,  nor  human  kind  repair; 
The  fowl,  that  fcent  afar,  the  borders  fly, 
And  fhun  the  bitter  blafl,  and  wheel  about  the 

fky. 
A  cake  of  fciirf,  lies  baking  on  the  ground, 
And  prickly  ftubs,  inftead  of  trees,  are  found ; 
Or  wood*  with   knots  and  knarcs  deform'd  and 
Headlefs  the  moft,  and  hideons  to  behold  :  [old  : 
A  rattling  tempeft  through  the  branches  went, 
That  flripp'd  them  bare,  and  one  foie  way  they 

bent. 
Heaven  froze  above,  fevere,  the  clouds  congeal, 
And  through  the  cryfial  vault  appear'd  the  (land- 
ing hail. 
Such  was  the  face  without ;  a  mountain  flood 
Threatening  from  high,  and  overlook'd  the  wood: 
Beneath  the  lowring  brow,  and  on  a  bent, 
The  temple  flood  of  Mars  armipotent  : 
The  frame  of  burnifli'd  fteel,  that  caft  a  glare 
^  From  far,  and  feem'd  to  thaw  the  freezing  air. 
A  ftrait  long  entry  to  the  temple  led, 
Blind  with  high  walls  ;  and  horror  over  head  : 
Thence  iffa'd  fuch  a  blaft,  and  hollow  roar. 
As  threaten'd  from  the  hinge  to  heave  the  door  ; 
In   through   that   door,    a   northern   light    there 

flione ; 
'Twas  all  it  had,  for  windows  there  were  none, 
The  gate  was  adamant ;  eternal  frame  ! 
Which,    hew'd   by  Mars  himfelf,    from   Indian 

quarries  came. 
The  labour  of  a  god;  and  all  along 
Tough  iron  plates  were  clcnch'd  to  make  it  ftrong. 
A  ton  ahout  was  every  pillar  there  ; 
A  polilh'd  mirror  (hone  not  half  fo  clear. 
There  faw  I  how  the  fecret  felon  wrought 
And  treafon  labouring  in  the  traitor's  thou 
And  midwife  Time  the  ripen'd  plot  to  mu 

brought. 
There  the  red  anger  dar'd  the  pallid  fear; 
Next  flood  hypocrify,  with  holy  leer  ; 
Soft  fniiling,  and  demurely  looking  down, 
But  hid  the  dagger  underneath  the  gown  : 
Th'  affaffinating  wife,  the  houfehold  fiend  ; 
And  far  the  blackeft  there,  the  traitor-friend. 
On  t'  other  fide  there  flood  deftrudlion  bare; 
Unpunifli'd  rapine,  and  a  wafte  of  war. 
Conteft,  with  ftiarpen'd  knives,  in  cloifters  drawn. 
And  all  with  blood  befpread  the  holy  lawn. 
Loud  menaces  were  heard,  and  foul  difgrace,    ") 
And  bawling  infamy,  in  language  bafe  ;  / 

Till  fenfe  was  loft  in  found,  and  filence  fled  the  T 
place.  J 

The  flayer  of  himfelf  yet  faw  1  there. 
The  gore  congeal'd  was  clotted  in  his  hair  : 
With  eyes  half  clos'd,  and  gaping  mouth  he  lay. 
And  grim,  as  when  he  breath'd  his  fullen  foul 

away. 
In  midft  of  all  the  dome,  misfortune  fate, 
And  gloomy  difcontent,  and  fell  debate. 
And  madnefs  laughing  in  his  ireful  mood ; 
lAnd  arm'd  complaint  on  ;heft ;  and  cries  cf  blood, 
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There  was  the  murder'd  corpfe,  in  covert  laid. 
And  violent  death  in  thoufand  fliapes  difplay'd : 
The  city  to  the  foldier's  rage  refign'd  : 
Succefslefs  wars,  and  poverty  behind  : 
Ships  burnt  in  fight,  or  forc'd  on  rocky  fliores, 
And  the  rafli  hunter  ftrangled  by  the  boars  : 
The  new-born  babe  by  nurfes  overlaid  ; 
And  the  cook  caught  within  the  raging  fire  he 
All  ills  of  Mars's  nature,  flame  and  fteel ;     [made, 
The  gafping  charioteer,  beneath  the  wheel 
Of  his  own  car ;  the  ruin'd  houfe  that  falls 
And  intercepts  her  lord  betwixt  the  walls ; 
The  whole  divifion  that  to  Mars  pertains, 
All  trades  of  death  that  deal  in  fteel  for  gains. 
Were  there,  the  butcher,  armourer,  and  fmith. 
Who  forges  fliarpen'd  faulchions,  or  the  fcythe. 
The  fcarlet  conqueft  on  a  tower  was  plac'd. 
With  fhouts,  and  fojdiers  acclamations  grac'd  : 
A  pointed  fword  hung  threatening  o'er  his  head. 
Suflain'd  but  by  a  flender  twine  of  thread. 
There  faw  I  Mars's  ides,  the  capitol. 
The  feer  in  vain  foretelling  Casfar's  fall ; 
The  laft  triumvirs,  and  the  wars  they  move. 
And  Antony,  who  loft  the  world  for  love. 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  more,  the  fane  adorn ; 
Their  fates  were  painted  e'er  the  men  were  born. 
All  copied  from  the  heavens,  and  ruling  force 
Of  the  red  ftar,  in  his  revolving  courfe. 
The  form  of  Mars  high  on  a  chariot  ftood, 
All  fheath'd  in  arms,  and  grufily  look'd  the  God  : 
Two  geomantic  figures  were  difplay'd 
Above  his  head,  a  warrior  and  a  maid ; 
One  when  diredl,  and  one  when  rctrog 

Tir'd  with  deformities  of  death,  I  hafte 
To  the  third  temple  of  Diana  chafte. 
A  f)  I  /an  fcene  with  various  greens  was  drawn. 
Shades  on  the  fides,  and  on  the  midft  a  lawn  : 
The  filver  Cynthia,  with  her  nymphs  around, 
Purfu'd   the  flying  deer,  the  woods  with  horns 

refound  : 
Califto  there  flood  manifeft  of  ftiame, 
And,  turn'd  a  bear,  the  northern  ftar  became  : 
Her  fon  was  next,  and  by  peculiar  grace 
In  the  cold  circle  held  the  fecond  place  : 
The  flag  Adleon  in  the  ftream  had  fpy'd 
The  naked  huntrefs,  and,  for  feeing  dy'd  : 
His  hounds,  unknowing  of  his  change,  purfue 
The  chace,  and  their  miftaken  mafter  flew, 
Pirneian  Daphne  too  was  there  to  fee, 
Apollo's  love  before,  and  now  his  tree  : 
Th'  adjoining  fane  th'  aflembled  Greeks  exprefa'd. 
And  hunting  of  the  Caledonian  beaft. 
Oenides'  valour,  and  his  envy'd  prize; 
The  fatal  power  of  Atalanta's  eyes ; 
Diana's  vengeance  on  the  victor  fhewn. 
The  murdrefs  mother  ;  and  confuming  fon  ; 
The  Volfcian  queen  extended  on  the  plain ; 
The  treafon  punifh'd,  and  the  traitor  flain. 
The  reft  were  various  huntings,  well  defign'd. 
And  favage  beafts  deftroy'd,  of  every  kind. 
The  graceful  goddefs  was  array'd  in  green  ; 
About  her  feet  were  little  beagles  I 
That  watch'd  with  upward  eyes 
their  ijueen, 
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V  y  legs  were  bulkin'd,  and  the  left  before ;       ^ 
In  a&  to  (hdot,  a  filver  bow  (he  bore,  > 

And  at  her  back  a  painted  quiver  wore.  J 

She  trod  a  wexing  11100:1,  tliat  foon  v.f;uld  wane, 
And  drinking  borrow'd  light,  be  fill'd  again  : 
W'th  downcaft  eyes,  as  ieeniing  to  furvcy 
The"  oa;k  dominions,  her  alternate  fway. 
Eefoie  her  ftood  a  woman  in  her  throes, 
And  call'd  Lucina's  aid,  her  burden  to  difclofe. 
All  the  painter  drew  with  fuch  command. 
That  Nature  fnatch'd  the  pencil,from  his  hand. 


Alliam'd  and  angry  that  his  art  could  feign 
And  mend  the  tortures  of  a  mother's  pain. 
Thefcus  beheld  the  fanes  of  every  God, 
And  thought  his  mighty  coft  was  well  beflow'd. 
So  vrinces  now  their  poets  fhould  regard  ; 
But  few  can  write,  and  fewer  can  reward. 

Tht'  theatre  thus  rais'd,  the  lifts  indos'd, 
And  all  with  vail  magnificence  difprs'd. 
We  leave  the  numarth  pleas'd,  and  hatte  to  bricg 
The  knights  to  combat,  and  their  arms  10  ficg. 
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The  day  approach'd  when  F'ortune  fhould  decide 
Th'  important  enterprize,  and  give  the  bride ; 
For  now,  the  rivals  round  the  world  had  fought, 
And  each  his  rival,  well  appointed,  brought. 
The  nations,  far  and  near,  contend  in  choice, 
And  fend  the  flower  of  war  by  public  voice  ; 
That  after,  or  before,  were  never  known 
Such  chiefs,  as  each  an  army  feem'd  alone  : 
Befide  the  champions :  all  of  high  degree, 
Who  knighthood  lov'd,  and  deeds  of  chivalry, 
Throng'd  to  the  lifts,  and  envy'd  to  behold 
The  names  of  others,  not  their  own,  enroU'd. 
>Jor  fcems  it  ftrange  ;  for  every  noble  knight     T 
"Who  loves  the  fair,  and  is  endu'd  with  might,   V 
In  fuch  a  quarrel  would  be  proud  to  fight.  j 

There  brsathes  not  fcarce  a  man  on  Britifh  gi"ound 
(An  ifle  for  love  and  arms  of  old  rcnown'd) 
?ut  would  have  fold  his  life  to  purchafe  fame, 
To  Palamon  or  Arcite  fcnt  his  name  : 
And  had  the  land  feledled  of  the  beft. 
Half,  l?ad  come  hence,  and  let  the  world  provide 
the  refi;. 


A  hundred  knights  witk  Palamon  there  oftme,. 
Approv'd  in  fight,  and  men  of  mighty  name  ; 
Their  arms  were  feveral,  as  their  nations  were, 
But  furniih'd  all  alike  with  fvtrord  and  fp ear. 
Some  wore  coat  armour,  imitating  fcale ; 
And    Hext    their  fcins  were  ftubborn   fhirts  of 

mail. 
Some  wore  a  breaft-plate  and  a  light  Juppon, 
Their  horfes  cloth'd  with  rich  caparifon  : 
Some  for  defence  would  leathern  bucklers  nfe. 
Of  folded  hides ;  and  other  (hields  of  prucc. 
One  hung  a  pole-axe  at  his  faddle-bow. 
And  one  a  heavy  mace  to  Ihun  the  foe  ; 
One  for  his  legs  and  knees  provided  well, 
With  jambeux  arm'd,  and  double  plates  of  ftecl : 
This  on  his  helmet  wore  a  lady's  glove. 
And  that  a  fleeve  embroider'd  by  his  love. 
With  Palamon  above  the  reft  in  place,  *> 

Lycurgus  came,  the  furly  king  of  Thrace  ;  C 

Black  was  his  beard,  aod  manly  was  his  face  ;   j 
The  balls  of  his  broad  eyes  roH'd  in  his  head, 
And  glar'd  betwixt,  a  yellow  and  a  red  : 
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He  look'J  a  lion  with  a  gloomy  ftare, 
And  o'er  his  eye-brows  hung  his  matted  hair  : 
Eig-bon'd,  and  large  of  limbs  with  finews  ftrong, 
Broad-fhoulder'd,  and  his  arms  were  round  and 

long. 
Four  milk-white  bulls  (the  Thracian  nfe  of  old) 
Were  yok'd  to  draw  his  car  of  btirnifli'd  gold. 
Upright  he  flood,  and  bore  aloft  his  fliield, 
Confpicuous  from  afar,  and  overlook'd  the  field. 
His  furcoat  was  a  bear-lkin  on  his  back  ; 
His  hair  hung  long  behind,  and  gloffy  raven  black. 
His  ample  forehead  bore  a  coronet 
With  fparkling  diamonds  and  with  rubies  fet  : 
Ten  brace,  and  more,  of  greyhounds,  fnpwy  fair,  "J 
And  tall  as  flags,  ran  loofe,  and  cours'd  around  / 

his  chair,  [bear  ;  C 

A  match  for  pards  in  flight,  in  grappling  for  the  J 
With  golden  muzzles  all  their  mouths  were  bound, 
And  (  ollars  of  the  fame  their  necks  furround. 
Thus  through  the  fields  Lycurgus  to«k  his  way  ; 
His  hundred  knights  attend  in  pomp  and  proud 

array. 
To  match  this  monarch,  with  ftrong  Arcite  came 
Emetrius  king  of  Inde,  a  mighty  name, 
On  a  bay  courfer,  goodly  to  behold  [g"ld. 

The  trappmgs  of  his  horfe  adorn'd  with  barbarous 
Not  Mars  beftrode  a  fleed  with  greater  grace  ; 
His  furcoat  o'er  his  arms  was  cloth  of  Thrace, 
Adorn'd  with  pearls,  all  orient,  round,  and  great ; 
His  faddle  was  of  gold,  wi(h  emerald  fet. 
His  ftioulders  large  a  mantle  did  attire, 
With  rubies  thick,  and  fparkling  as  the  fire  : 
His  amber-colour'd  locks  in  ringlets  run,        [fun, 
With  graceful  negligence,  and  flione  againft  the 
His  nofe  was  aquiline,  his  eyes  were  blue, 
Ruddy  his  lips,  and  frefh  and  fair  his  hue  : 
Some  fprinkled  freckles  on  his  face  were  feen, 
Whofe  dufk  fet  off  the  whitenefs  of  the  Ikin  : 
His  awful  prefcnce  did  the  crowd  furprize, 
Nor  durft  the  rafli  fpedator  mfc<<.  his  eyes. 
Eyes  that  confefs'd  him  born  for  kingly  fway. 
So  fierce,  they  flafh'd  intolerable  day. 
His  age  in  nature's  youthful  prime  appear'd, 
And  juft  began  to  bloom  his  yellow  beard. 
Whene'er  he  fpoke,  his  voice  was  heard  around, 
l.ond  as  a  trnmpet,  with  a  filver  found, 
A  laurel  wreath'd  his  temples,  fiefh  and  green  ; 
And  myrtle  fprigs,  the  niaiks  of  love,  were  niix'd 

between. 
Upon  his  fift  he  bore,  for  his  delight. 
An  eagle  well  redaim'd,  and  lily  white. 

His  himdred  knights  attend  him  to  the  war. 
All  arm'd  for  battle  ;  fave  their  heads  were  bare. 
Words  and  devices  blaz'd  on  every  fliicld, 
And  plcafing  was  the  terror  of  the  field. 
For  kings,  and  dukes,  and  barons,  you  might  fee,  "^ 
Like  fparkling  ftars,  though  different  in  degree,  ^ 
All  for  th'  increafe  of  arms,  and  love  of  chivalry,  j 
Before  the  king  tame  leopards  led  the  way, 
And  troops  of  lions  innocently  play. 
So  Bacchus  through  the  conquer'd  Indies  rode. 
And  beads  in  gambols  frilk'd  before  the  honed 

god. 
In  this  array  the  war  of  either  fide 
Through  Athens  pafs'd  with  military  pride. 


les  or  tne  light, 
)egan  to  fpring  ;       "> 
etch'd  her  wing,       f 
\,  made  fliort  eflays  C 


At  prime,  they  enter'd  on  the  Sunday  morn  ; 
Rich  tapeftry  fpread  the  flreets,  and  flowers  the 

pofts  adorn. 
The  town  was  all  a  jubilee  of  feafts ; 
So  I'hefeus  will'd,  in  honour  of  his  guefts ; 
Hinifelf  wirli  open  arms  the  king  embrac'd. 
Then  all  the  reft  in  their  degrees  were  grac'd. 
No  harbinger  was  needful  for  a  night. 
For  every  houfe  was  proud  to  lodge  a  knight. 

I  pafs  the  royal  treat,  nor  muft  relate 
The   gifts    beftow'd,    nor    how    the   champions 

i'ate  : 
Who  firft,  or  laft,  or  how  the  knights  addrefs'd 
Their  vows,  or  who  was  faireft  it  rhe  feait  ; 
Whofe  voice,  whofe  graceful  dunce  did  moft  fur- 

prife  ; 
Soft  amorous  fighs,  and  filent  love  of  eyes. 
The  rivals  call  my  Mufe  another  way. 
To  fing  their  vigils  for  th'  enfuing  day. 
'Tvvas  ebbing  darlcnel";,  paft  the  noon  of  night  : 
A:;d  phcfpher,  on  the  confines  of  the  light, 
Pron.is'd  the  fun,  e'er  day  began  to  fprin^ 
The  tuneful  lark  already  ftretch'i 
And,   flickering  on  her  neft, 

to  fing. 

When  wakeful  Palamon,  preventing  day,       "J 
Took,  to  the  royal  lifts,  his  early  way,  ( 

To  Venus  at  her  fane,   in  her  own  houfe,  toT 

pray.  J 

There,  falling  on  his  knees  before  her  (hrine. 
He  thus  implor  d  with  prayers  her  povyer  divine. 
Creator  Venus,  genial  power  of  love, 
The  blifs  of  men  belqw,  and  Gods  above ! 
Beneath  the  Aiding  fun  thou  runn'ft  thy  race, 
Doft  faireft  fhine,  and  beft  become  thy  place. 
For  thee  the  winds  their  eaftern  blafts  forbear. 
Thy  monrh  reveals  the  fpring,  and  opens  all  the 

year. 
Thee,  Goddefs,  thee  the  ftorms  of  winter  fly,     ~N 
Earth  fmiles  with  flowers  renewing,  laughs  the  ( 

fky,  [apply,  r 

And  birds  to  lays  of  love  their  tuneful  notes  Jl 
For  thee  the  lion  loaths  the  tafte  of  blood, 
And  roaring  hunts  his  female  through  the  wood  : 
For  thee  the  bulls  rebellow  through  the  groves, 
And   tempt   the   ftream,  and  I'nufF  their  abfent 

loves. 
'Tis  thine,  v^-hate'cr  is  pleafant,  good,  or  fair  :  "1 
All  nature  is  thy  province,  life  thy  care  :  f 

Thou  mad'ft  the  world,  and  doft  the   world  l" 

repair.  J 

Thou  gladder  of  the  mount  of  Cytheron, 
Increafe  of  Jove,  companion  of  the  fun  ; 
If  e'er  Adonis  touch'd  thy  tender  heart. 
Have  pity,  Goddefs,  for  thou  know'ft  the  fmart, 
Alas!   I  have  not  words  to  tell  my  grief; 
To  vent  my  forrow,  would  be  fome  relief; 
Light  fufferings  give  us  leifure  to  complain  ; 
We  groan,  but  cannot  fpeak,  in  greater  pain. 
O  Goddefs  tell  thyfelf  what  I  would  fay. 
Thou  know'ft  it,  and  I  feel  too  much  to  pray. 
So  grant  my  fuit,  as  I  enforce  my  nuight ; 
In  love  to  be  thy  champion,  and  thy  knight ; 
A  fervant  to  thy  fex,  a  flave  to  thee, 
A  foe  profeft  to  barren  chaftity. 
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Nor  alk  I  fame  or  honour  of  the  field, 

Nor  choofe  I  more  to  vaiiquifh  than  to  yield  : 

In  my  divine  Emilia  make  me  blefl, 

Let  fate,  or  partial  chance,  difpofe  the  reft  : 

Find  thou  the  manner,  and  the  means  prepare ; 

Pofleflion,  more  than  conqueft,  i»  my  care. 

Mars  is  the  warrior's  god  ;  in  him  it  lies. 

On  whom  he  favours  to  confer  the  prize  ; 

With  fmiling  afpe(£l  you  ferenely  move 

Jn  your  fifth  orb,  and  rule  the  realm  of  love. 

Ti-e  fates  but  only  fpin  the  coarfer  clue, 

The  fineft  of  the  wool  is  left  for  you. 

Spare  me  but  one  fmall  portion  of  the  twine. 

And  let  the  fifters  cut  below  your  line  : 

The  reft  among  the  rubbifti  may  they  fweep. 

Or  add  it  to  the  yarn  of  fonie  old  mifer's  heap. 

But,  if  you  this  ambitious  prayer  deny, 

(A  wifti,  I  grant,  beyond  mortality,) 

Then  let  me  fink  beneath  proud  Arcite's  arms. 

And,  [  once  dead,  let  him  poflefs  her  charms. 

Thus  ended  he  ;  then,  with  obfervanee  due, 

The  facred  incenfe  on  her  altar  threw  : 

The  curling  fmoke  mounts  heavy  from  the  fires; 

At  length  it  catches  flame,  and  in  a  blaze  expires; 

At  once  the  gracious  Goddefs  gave  the  fign, 

Her  ftatue  fhook,  and  trembled  all  the  fhrme  : 

Pleas'd  Palamon  the  tardy  omen  took  : 

For,  fince  the  flames  purfued  the  trailing  fmoke, 

Jie  knew  his  boon  was  granted ;  but  the  day 

To  diftance  driven,  and  joy  adjourn'd  with  long 

delay. 
Now  morn  with  rofy  light  had  ftreak'd  the  Iky. 
JJp  rofe  the  fun,  and  up  rofc  Emily ; 
Addrefs'd  her  early  ftcps  to  Cynthia's  fane, 
In  ftate  attended  by  her  maiden  train. 
Who  bore  the  vefts  that  holy  rites  require, 
Incenfe,  and  odorous  gums,  and  cover'd  fire. 
The   plenteous  horns  with  pleafant  mead  they 

crown. 
Nor  wanted  aught  befides  in  honour  of  the  moon. 
Kow  while  the   temple   fmoak'd  with  hallow'd 

fteam, 
They  walh  the  virgin  in  a  living  ftream  ; 
The  fecret  ceremonies  I  conceal. 
Uncouth,  perhaps  unlawful,  to  reveal : 
But  fuch  they  were  as  Pagan  ufe  requir'd, 
Perform'd  by  women  when  the  men  retir'd, 
whofe  eyes  profane  their  chafte  myfterious  rites 
Might  turn  to  Scandal,  or  obl'cene  delights. 
"Well-meaners  think  no  harm  ;  but  for  the  reft. 
Things  facred  they  pervert,  and  filencc  is  the  beft. 
Her  Ihining  hair,  uncomb'd,  was  loofely  fpread, 
A  crown  of  maftlefs  oak  adorn'd  her  head  : 
When  to  the  fhrine  approach'd,  the  fpotlcfs  maid 
Had  kindling  fires  on  either  altar  laid 
(The  rites  were  fuch  as  were  obferv'd  of  old. 
By  Statins  in  his  Theban  ftory  told). 
Then  kneeling  with  her  hands  acrofs  her  breaft, 
I'hus  lowly  (he  preferr'd  her  chafte  requeft. 

O  Goddefs,  haunter  of  the  woodland  green. 
To  whom  both  heaven  and  earth  and  feas  are  feen ; 
•Queen  of  the  nether  feies,  where  half  the  year 
'Thy  filver  beams  defcend,  and  light  the  gloomy 

fphere ; 


Goddefs  of  maids,  and  cdnfcious  of  our  hearts, 
So  keep  me  from  the  vengeance  of  thy  darts, 
Which  Niobe's  devoted  iffue  felt. 
When  hifling  through  the  (kies  the  feather'd  deaths 

were  dealt ; 
As  I  defire  to  live  a  virgin  life. 
Nor  know  the  name  of  mother  or  of  wife. 
Thy  votrefs  from  my  tender  years  I  am, 
And  love,  like  thee,  the  woods  and  fylvan  game. 
Like  death,  thou  know'ft,  I  loath  the  nuptial"! 

ftate,  / 

And  man,  the  tyrant  of  our  fcT,  I  h^te,  f" 

A  lowly  fcrvant,  but  a  lofty  mate  :  J 

Where  h/ve  is  duty  on  the  female  fide ; 
On  their's   mere  fenfual  guft,  and  fought  with 

furly  pride, 
Now  by  the  triple  fhapc,  as  thou  art  feen 
In  heaven,  earth,  hell,  and  every  where  a  queen, 
Grant  this  my  firft  defire ;  let  difcord  ceale, 
And  make  betwixt  the  rivals  lafting  peace  : 
Quench  their  hot  fire,  or  far  from  me  remove 
The  flame,  and  turn  it  on  fome  other  love  : 
Or,  if  my  frowning  ftars  have  fo  decreed, 
That  one  muft  be  rejected,  one  fucceed, 
Make  him  my  lord,  within  whofe  faithful  breaft 
Is  fix'd  my  image,  and  who  loves  me  beft. 
But,  oh  !  ev'n  that  avert  1   I  choofe  it  not, 
But  take  it  as  the  leaft  unhappy  lot. 
A  maid  I  am,  and  of  thy  virgin  train  ; 
Oh,  let  me  ftiil  that  fpotlefs  name  retain  ! 
Frequent  the  forefts,  thy  chafte  will  obey. 
And  only  make  the  beafts  of  chace  my  prey  ; 

The  flames  afcend  on  either  altar  clear. 
While   thus   the   blamelefs    maid    addrefs'd  her 

prayer. 
When  lo  !  the  burning  fire  that  flionc  fo  bright, 
Flew  off",  all  fudden,  with  extinguilh'd  light, 
And  left  one  altar  dark,  a  little  fpace ; 
Which  turn'd  fclf-kindled,  and  renew 'd  the  blaze  : 
The  other  vi(5tor-flame  a  moment  flood. 
Then  fell,  end  lifclefs  left  th'  extinguifli'd  wood ; 
For  ever  loft,  th'  irrevocable  light 
Forfook  the  blackening  coals,  and  funk  to  night : 
At  either  end  it  whiftled  as  it  flew,  ~\ 

And  as  the  brands  were  green,  fo  dropp'd  the  / 

dew ;  r 

Infefted  as  it  fell  with  fweat  of  fangiainc  hue.    j 

The  maid  from  that  ill  omen  turn'd  her  eyes. 
And  with  loud  fhrieks  and  clamours  rent  the  ikies. 
Nor  knew  what  fignify'd  the  boding  fign. 
But  found  the  powers  difpleas'd,  and  fcir'd  the 

wrath  divine. 
Then  fhook  the  facred  fhrine,  and  fudden  light 
Sprung  through  the  vaulted  roof,  and  made  the 

temple  bright. 
The  power,  behold  !  the  power  in  glory  fhone. 
By  her  bent  bow  and  her  keen  arrows  known  ; 
The  reft,  a  huntrefs  ilTuing  from  the  wood. 
Reclining  on  her  cornel  fpcar  fhe  flood. 
Then  gracious  thus  began  :  Difmifs  thy  fear, 
And  Heaven's  unchang'd  decrees  attentive  hear  : 
More  powerful  Gods  have  torn  thee  from  my 

fide, 
Unwilling  to  refign,  and  doom'd  a  btide  j 
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The  two  contending  knights  are  wcigh'd  above ; 
One  Mars  proteds,  and  one  the  Queen  of  Love  : 
But  which  the  man,  is  in  the  Thunderer's  bread  ; 
This  he  pronounc'd,  'tb  he  who  loves  thee  heft. 
The  fire  that  once  extindl  reviv'd  again, 
Torcfliews  the  love  allotted  to  remain  : 
Farewell  !  fhe  faid,  and  vanilh'd  from  the  place  ; 
The  ftieaf  of  arrows  Ihook,  and  rattled  in  the  cafe. 
Aghaft  at  this,  the  royal  virgin  ftood, 
Difclaim'd,   and    now   no   more   a   fifter  of  the 

wood  : 
But  to  the  parting  Goddefs  thus  fiic  pray'd  ;      T 
Propitious  ttill  be  prefent  to  my  aid,  > 

Kor  quite  abandon  your  once  favour'd  maid.       j 
Then  fighing  ihe  return'd  ;  but  fmil'd  betwixt. 
With  hopes  and  fears,  and  joys  with  forrows  mixt. 

The  next  retur;nug  planetary  hour 
Of  Mars,  who  fliar'd  the  heptarchy  of  power, 
His  fteps  bold  Arcite  to  the  temple  bent, 
T'  adore  with  Pagan  rites  the  power  armipotent : 
Then  proftratc,  low  before  his  altar  lay. 
And  rais'd  his  manly  voice,  and  thus  began  to 

pray: 
Strong  God  of  Arms,  whofc  iron  fceptre  fways 
The  freezing  North,  and  Hyperborean  feas, 
And  iScytWan  cold^,  and  Tkracia's  winter  coaft, 
"Where  {land  thy  fleeds,  and  thou  art  honour'd 

moft  : 
There  moft ;  tut  every  where  thy  power  is  known, 
The  fortune  of  the  fight  is  all  thy  own  : 
Terror  is  thine,  and  wild  amazement,  flung 
From  out  thy  chariot,  withers  ev'n  the  ftrong  ; 
And  difarray  and  fhameful  rout  cnfue. 
And  force  is  added  to  the  fainting  crew. 
Acknowledg'd  as  thou  art,  accept  my  prayer, 
If  aught  I  have  atchiev'd  deferve  thy  care  : 
If  to  my  utmoft  power  with  fword  and  fhield 
1  dar'd  the  death,  unknowing  how  to  yield, 
And,  falling  in  my  rank,  IHll  kept  the  field 
Then  let  my  arms  prevail,  by  thte  fuftain'd. 
That  Emily  by  conqdeft  may  be  gain'd. 
Have  pity  on  my  pains  ;  nor  thofe  unknown 
To  Mars,  which,  when  a  lover,  were  his  own. 
"Venus,  the  public  tare  of  all  above, 
Thy  ftubborn  heart  has  foftt»ed  inte  love  : 
>Jow  by  her  blandiflmients  and  powerful  charms, 
"When  yielded  flic  lay  curling  in  thy  arms, 
Ev'n  by  thy  flianie,  if  fliamc.  it  may  be  call'd, 
"When  Vulcan  had  thee  in  his  net  inthrall'd  ; 
O  envy'd  ignominy,  fweet  difgrace, 
"When  every  God  that  faw  thee  wifh'd  thy  place  ! 
J?7  tliofc  dear  pleafures,  aid  my  arms  in  fight, 
An  1  n>akc  me  conquer  in  my  patron's  right : 
.For  I  am  young,  a  novice  in  the  trade, 
The  fool  of  love,  unpra6li$'d  to  parfuadc  : 
And  want  the  foothing  arts  that  catch  the  fair, 
But,  caujfht  myfclf,  lie  llruggling  in  the  fnarc  : 
And  fhe  1  love,  or  laughs  at  all  my  pain. 
Or  knows  her  worth  too  well;  and  pays  mc  with 

difdain. 
Tor  fure  I  am,  unlefs  I  win  in  arms, 
't'o  (land  excluded  from  limiliu's  clxarms  : 
>Jor  can  my  llrriigth  avail,  uidefs  by  thuc 
Liiducd  by  lorcr,  1  jai"  'i'*^  viiilury ; 
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Then  for  the  fire  which  warin'd  thy  gcnero;:* 

heart, 
Pity  thy  fubjecT:*s  pains,  and  equal  fmart. 
So  be  the  morrow's  fweat  and  labour  miric. 
The  palm  and  honour  of  the  conquefl  thine  : 
Then  fhall  the  war,  and  ftern  debate,  and  flrife 
Immortal^  be  the  bulinefs  of  my  life  ; 
And  in  thy  fane,  the  dufty  fpoils  among. 
High  on  the  burniili'd  roof,  my  banner  fliall  hn 

.  hung  : 
Rank'd  with  my  champion's  bucklers,  and  belt  'n'. 
With  arms  revers'd,  th'  atthievements  of  my  foe  r 
And  while  thefc  limbs  the  vital  fpirit  feeds. 
While  day  to  night,  and  night  to  day  fueceeds, 
Thy  fmoking  altar  fliall  be  fat  with  food 
Of  incenfe,  and  the  grateful  fteam  of  blood  ; 
Burnt-offerings  morn  and  evening  (hall  be  thine  : 
And  fires  eternal  in  thy  temple  fiiine. 
The  bufh  of  yellow  beard,  this  length  of  hair, 
Which  from  my  hluh  inviolate  I  bear, 
Guiltiefs  of  fleel,  and  from  the  razor  free. 
Shall  fall  a  plenteous  crop,  referv'd  for  thee. 
So  may  my  arms  with  vi«5lory  be  bleft, 
I  afk  no  more ;  kt  fate  difpofe  the  reft. 

The  champion  ceas'd;    there  foUow'd  in  the 

clofe 
A  hollow  groan  :  a  murmuring  wind  arofe ; 
The  rings  of  iron,  that  on  the  doors  were  hung. 
Sent  out  a  jarring  found,  and  harflily  rung  : 
The  bolted  gates  flew  open  at  the  blalf. 
The  ftorm  rufh'd  in,  and  Arcite  ftoodaghaft  : 
'I'hc  flames  were  blown   afide,  yet  fhone  they 

bright, 
Fann'd  by  the  wind,  and  gare  a  ruffled  light. 

Then  from  the  ground  a  fcent  began  to  rife, 
Swect-fmelling  as  accepted  facrificc  : 
This  omen  pleas'd,  and  as  the  flames  afpire 
M^ith  odorous  incenfe  Arcite  heaps  the  fire  : 
Nor  wanted  hymns  to  Mars,  or  heathen  charms  ; 
At  length  the  nodding  ftatue  dafli'd  his  arms, 
And  with  a  fullcn  found  and  feeble  cry. 
Half  funk,  antj    half  pronounc'd,   the   werd  of 

vidlory. 
For  this,  with  foul  devout,  he  fhank'd  the  God, 
And,  of  fuccefs  fecure,  reiuru'd  to  his  abode. 

Thcfe  vows  thus  granted,  rais'd  a  ftrife  above,^ 
Betwixt  the  God  of  War,  and  Queen  of  Love. 
She  granting  firft,  had  right  of  time  to  plead ; 
But  he  had  granted  too,  nor  would  recede. 
Jove  was  for  Venus ;  but  he  fcar'd  his  wife. 
And  fcem'd  unwilling  to  decide  the  flrife ; 
Till  Saturn  from  his  leaden  throne  arofe. 
And  found  a  way  the  diflerence  to  compofe  : 
Though  fparing  of  his  grace,  to  mifchicf  bent. 
He  feldom  docs  a  good  with  good  intent. 
Wayward,  but  wife  ;  by  long  experience  taught 
To  pKrvfe  both  parties,  for  ill  onds,  he  fought  ; 
For  this  advantage  age  froni  youth  has  woo, 
As  not  to  be  outridden,  though  outrun. 
By  fortune  he  was  now  to  Viiuis  trin'd. 
And  with  ftetn  Mars  in  Capricorn  wa»  join'd  : 
Of  him  difpofing  in  his  own  abode. 
He  foorh'd  the  GoJieif,  while  he  guU'd   thc; 

God: 
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Ce^fe,  daughter,,  to  complain,  and  flint  the  ftrife  ; 
Thy  Pabmon  fhall  have  his  promit'd  wife  : 
And  Mars,  the  lord  of  conqueft,  in  the  fight 
With  palm  and  laurel  lliall  adorn  his  knight. 
Wide  is  my  conrfe,  nor  turn  I  to  my  place, 
Till  length  of  time,  and  move  with  tardy  pace, 
Man  feels  me,  when  I  prefs  th'  etherial  plains, 
My  hand  is  heavy,  and  the  wound  remains, 
Mine  is  the  fliipwreck,  in  a  watery  fign  ; 
And  in  an  earthy,  the  dark  dungeon  mine. 
Cold  fhivering  agues,  melancholy  care,  '\. 

And  bitter  blafting  winds,  and  poifon'd  air,       r 
Ave  mine,  and  wilful  death,  refulting  from  de-T 

•fpair.  3 

The  throtling  quinfey  'tis  my  ftar  appoints, 
And  rJicumatifms  afcend  to  rack  the  joints : 
When  churls  rebel  againft  their  native  prince, 
I  arm  their  hands,  and  furnilb.  the  pretence ; 
And,  houfing  in  the  lion's  hateful  fign. 
Bought  ienates  and  dcfertihg  troops  are  mine. 
Mine  is  the  privy  poifoning  ;  I  command 
Unkindly  feafons,  and  ungrateful  land. 
By  me  kings'  palaces  are  pufh'd  to  ground, 
And   miners   crufh'd    beneath    their    mines   are- 

found. 
'Twas  I  flew  Sanifon,  when' the  plllar'd  half 
Fell  down,  and  crufn'd  the  many  with  the  fall. 
My  looking  is  the  fire  of  peflilence. 
That  fweeps  at  once  the  people  and  the  prinee. 
Now  weep  no  more,  but  truft  thy  grandfire's  art. 
Mars  fliall  be  pleas'd,  aod  thou  perform  thy  part. 
'Tis  ill,  though  different  ycur  complexions  are, 
The  family  of  Heaven  for  men  fbeuld  war. 
rPh'  expedient    pleas'd,    where    neithe^  loft    his 

right ; 
Mars  had  the  day,  and  Venus  had  the  night. 
The  management  they  left  to  Chronos'  care; 
Now  turn  we  to  th'effedt,  and  fing  the  war. 

In  Athens  all  was  pleaJure,  mirth,  and  play, 
All  proper  to  the  fpring,  and  fprightly  May  : 
Which  every  foul  infpir'd  with  fuch  delight, 
"Twas  jelling  all  the  day,  and  love  at  night. 
Heaven  fmil'd,  and  gladded  was  the  heart  of  mtn  ; 
And  Venu3  had  the  world  as  when  it  firfl  began. 
At  length  JTi  fleep  their  bodies  they  compofe, 
At}d  dreamt  the  future  fight,  and  early  rofc. 

Now  fcarce  the  dawning  day  began  to  fpring, 
A*  at  a  fignal  given,  the  flreets  with  clamours 

ring: 
At  once  the  crowd  arofe  ;  confus'd  and  high     ") 
Ev'.T  from  the  heaven  was'  heard  a  flioutingf 

cry;  X 

For  Mars  was  early  up,  and  rous'd  the  ffcy.         j 
The  Gods  came  downward  to  behold  the  wars, 
Sharpeuing  their  fighis,.aud  leaning  from  their 

flars. 
The  neighing  of  the  generous  horfe  was  heard, 
For  battle  by  the  bufy  groom  prepar'd, 
Rufllingof  harnefs,  rattling  of  the  fhield. 
Clattering  of  armour,  furbifli'd  for  the  field. 
Crowds  to  the  caflle  mounted  up  the  flreet, 
BatterinjT  the  pavement  with  their  courfers'  feet  : 
'Fhe  ifreedy  fight  migh-t  there  devour  the  gold 
Of  giitcering;arms,,too  dazzling  to  behold: 
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And  polifh'd  flecl  that  cafl  the  vrew  afidc', 
And  crefted  morions,  with  their  plumy  pride. 
Knights,  with  a  long  retinue  of  their  fquiresj 
In  gaudy  liveries  march,  and  quaint  attires. 
One  lac'd  the  helm,  another  held  the  lance  : 
A  third  the  (hining  buckler  did  advance. 
The  EOurfer  paw'd  the  ground  with  refllefs  feet. 
And  fnorting  foam'd,  and  champ'd  the  golden  bit. 
The  fmiths  and  armourers  on  palfreys  ride,        l.i 
Files  in  their  hands,  and  hammers  at  their  fide,f 
And  nails  for  loofen'd  fpears,  and  thongs  for^  ; 
fhields  provide.  j. 

The  yeomen  guard  the  flreets^  in  feemly  bands ;     . 
And  clowns  come  crowding  on,  with  cudgels  ii» 
their  hands. 

The  trumpets,  next  the  gate,  in  order  plac'd^ 
Attend  the  figfl  to  found  the  martial  blafl ; 
The  palace-yard  is  fiU'd  with  floating  tides, 
And  the  laft  comers  bear  the  former  to  the  fide«|. 
The  throng  is  in  the  midfl :  the  common  crew 
Shut  out,  the  hall  admits  the  better  few ; 
la  knots  they  fland,  or  in  a  rank  the7  walls, 
Serious  in  afpedt,  earneft  in  their  talk  : 
Fadlious,  and  favouring  this  or  t'  other  fide. 
As  their  flrong  fancy'  or  weak  re;ifon  guide  : 
Their  wagers  back-  their  wifhes ;  numbers  hold 
With  the  fa'ir  freckled  king,  and  beard  of  gold  :• 
So  vigorous  are  his  eyes,  fuch  rays  they  cafl. 
So  prominent  his  eagle's  beak  is  plae'd. 
But  mofl  their  looks  on  the  black  monarch  ben^j 
Hisrifing  mufcles  and  his  brawn  commend; 
His  double-biting  axe  and  beamy  fpear. 
Each  aflcing  a  gigajitic  force  to  rear. 
All  fpoke  as  partial  favour  mov'd  the  mind^: 
And,  fafe  themfelves,  at  others'  coll  divin'd. 

Wak'd  by  the  cries,  th'  Athenian  chief  arol^,.. 
The  knightly  fornis  of  combat  to  difpofe  ; 
And  pafTmg  through  th'  obfequious  guards,  he  fatO 
Confpicuous  on  a  throne,  fublime  in  flate ; 
There,  for  the  two  contending  knights  he  fent ; 
Arm'd  cap-a-pee,  with  reverence  low  they  bentj 
H*  fmil'd  on  both,  and  with  fuperior  look 
Alike  their  offer'd  adoration  took. 
The  people  prefs  on  every  fide,  to  fee 
Theirawful  prince,  and  hear  his  high  decree. 
Then  figning  to  their  heralds  with  his  hand, 
They  gave  his  orders  from  their  lofty  ll;and. 
SiHnce  is  thrice  enjoin'd  ;  then  thus  aloud 
The  king  at  arms  befpeaks  the  knights  and  lifters^' 
ing  crowd. 

Our  fovereign  lord  has  ponder'd  in  his  mind 
The  means  to  fpare  the  blood  of  gen-tle  kind ;. 
And  of  his  grace,  and  inborn  clemency,. 
He  modifies  his  firfl  fevere  decree  ! 
The  keener  edge  of  battle  to  rebate. 
The  troops  for  honour  fighting,  not  for  hate. 
He  wills,  not  deatli  fliould  terminate  their  ftrife  j. 
And  wounds,  if  wdunds  enfue,  be  fhort  of  life  ; 
But  ifTues,  e'er  the  fight,  his  dread  command. 
That  flings  afar,  and  pnniardshand  to  handy 
Be  banifli'd  from  the  field  ;  that  none  fliall  dare 
With  fhortnedfword  to  flab  in  clofer  war; 
But  in  fair  combat  fight  w'ith  manly  flrength,. 
Nor  pufjiwith  biting  point,  but  fluke  at  lengths 
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The  tourney  Is  allow'd  but  one  career, 

Of  the  tough  a(h,  with  the  fliarp-grinded  fpear. 

But  knight*  unhors'd  may  rife  from  off  the  plain, 

And  fight  on  foot  their  honour  to  regain  ; 

Nor,  if  at  mifchief  taken,  on  the  ground 

Be  flain,  hut  prifoners  to  the  pillar  bound. 

At  either  barrier  plac'd  ;  nor  (captives  made) 

Be  freed,  or  arm'd  anew  the  fight  invade. 

The  chief  of  either  fide,  bereft  of  life. 

Or  yielded  to  his  foe,  concludes  the  ftrife. 

Thus  dooms  the  lord  :  now  valiant  knights  and 

'         young 
Fight  each  his  fill  with  fwords  and  maces  long. 

The  herald  ends  :  the  vaulted  firmament 
With  loud  acclaims  and  vafl  applaufe  is  rent : 
Heaven  guard  a  prince  fo  gracious  and  fo  good, 
So  juft,  and  yet  fo  provident  of  blood  ! 
This  was  the  general  cry.     The  trumpets  found, 
And  warlike  fymphony  is  heard  around. 
The  marching  troops  through  Athens  take  their 

way. 
The  great  earl-marflial  orders  their  array. 
The  fair  from  high  the  pafling  pomp  behold  ; 
A  rain  of  flowers  is  from  the  windows  roU'd. 
The  cafements  are  with  golden  tiffue  fpread, 
And  horfes   hoofs,  for  earth,  on  filkcn  tapefby 

tread ; 
The  king  goes  midmoft,  and  the  rivals  ride 
In  equal  rank,  and  clofe  his  eiiher  fide, 
Nixt  after  thefe,  there  rode  the  royal  wife. 
With  Emily,  the  caufe  and  the  reward  of  ftrife. 
The  following  cavalcade,  by  three  and  three, 
Proceed  by  titles  marfhal'd  in  degree. 
Thus  through  the  fouthern   gate  they  take  their 

way. 
And  at  the  lift  arriv'd  e'er  prime  of  day. 
There,  parting  from  the  king,  the  chiefs  divide. 
And,  wheeling  Eaft  and  Weft,  before  their  many 

ride. 
Th'  Athenian  monarch  mounts  his  throne  on  high, 
And  after  him  the  queen  and  Emily  : 
Next  thefe  the  kindred  of  the  crown  are  grac'd 
With  nearer  feats,  and  lords  by  ladies  plac'd, 
Scarce  were  theyfeated,  when  with  clamours  loud 
In  rufh'd  at  once  a  rude  promifcuous  crowd  : 
The  guards  and  then  each  other  overbear, 
And  in  a  inonienr  throng  the  fpacious  theatre. 
Now  chang'd  the  jarring  noife  to  whifpers  low, 
^'s  winds  forfaking  feas  more  foftly  blow  ; 
When  at  the  wcftern  gate,  on  which  the  car 
Is  plac'd  aloft,  that  bears  the  God  of  war, 
Proud  Arcite  entering  arnj'd  before  his  train. 
Stops  at  the  barrier,  and  divides  the  plain. 
Red  was  his  banner,  and  difplay'd  abroad 
The  bloody  colours  of  his  patron  God. 
At  that  fclf-mnnient  enters  Palamon 
The  gate  of  Venus,  and  the  rifmg-fun  ; 
Wav'd  by  the  wanton  winds,  his  banner  flics, 
Ail  maiden  white,  and  fliares  the  people's  eyes. 
Prom  Eaft  to  Weft,  look  all  the  Wwrld  around, 
'l"wo  troops  fo  match'd  were  never  to  be  found  : 
Such  bodies  built  for  ftrtngth,  of  equal  age, 
In  ftature  fix'd  ;  fo  proud  an  equipage  : 
The  niccft  eye  could  no  diftindion  make. 
Where  lay  th'  advantage,  or  what  fide  to  cake. 


Thus  rang'd,  the  herald  for  the  laft  proclaims 
A  filence,  while  they  anfwer'd  to  their  names  : 
For  fo  the  king  decreed,  to  fhun  the  care. 
The  fraud  of  mufters  falfe,  the  common  bane  of 


d. 

defy  -^ 

ikes  reply :  f 
■>  the  vault-  C 


The  tale  was  juft,  and  then  the  gates  were  clos'd  ; 
And  chief  to  thief,  and  troop  to  troop  oppos'd. 
The  heralds  laft  retir'd,  and  loudly  cry'd, 
The  fortune  of  the  field  be  fairly  try'd. 

At  this,  the  challenger  with  fierce  defy 
His  trumpet  founds ;  the  challeng'd  makes 
With  clangor  rings  the  field,  refoundsl 

ed  flcy. 
Their  vizors  clos'd,  their  lances  in  the  reft,  | 
Or  at  the  helmet  pointed,  or  the  creft  ; 
They  vanifti  from  the  barrier,  fpeed  the  race. 
And  fpurring  fee  decreafe  the  middle  fpace. 
A  cloud  of  fmoke  envelops  either  hoft. 
And  all  at  once  the  combatants  are  loft  : 
Darkling  they  join  adverfe,  and  fhock  unfeen, 
Courfers  with  courfers  juftling,  men  with  men  .: 
As  labouring  in  edipfe,  a  while  they  ftay. 
Till  the  next  blaft  of  wind  reftores  the  day. 
They  look  anew  :  the  beauteous  form  of  fight 
Is  chang'd,  and  war  appears  a  grizly  fight. 
Two  troops  in  fair  array  one  moment  fliow'd. 
The  next,  a  field  with  fallen  bodies  ftrow'd  : 
Not  half  the  number  in  their  feats  are  found  ; 
But  men  and  fteeds  lie  groveling  on  the  ground. 
The  points  of  fpears  are  ftuck  within  the  ftiield, 
The  fteeds  without  their  riders  fcour  the  field. 
The  knights  unhnrs'd,  on  foot  renew  the  fight ; 
The  glittering  faulchions  eaft  a  gleaming  light : 
Hauberks  and    helms   are   hewd    with    many  K 

wound :  [ground. 

Out    fpins   the    ftreaming    blood,    and   dies   the 
The  mighty  maces  with  fuch  hafte  defcend. 
They  break  the  bones,  and  make  the  fulid  armour 

bend. 
This  thrufts  amid  the  throng  with  furious  force  ; 
Down  goes,  at  once,  the  horfeman  and  the  horfe  ; 
That  courfer  ftumbles  on  the  fallen  fteed. 
And  floundering  throws  the  rider  o'er  his  head. 
One  rolls  along,  a  foot-ball  to  his  foes  ; 
One  with  a  broken  truncheon  deals  his  blows. 
This  halting,  this  difablcd  with  his  wound. 
In  triumph  led,  is  to  the  pillar  hound, 
Where  by  the  king's  award  he  muft  abide  : 
There  goes  a  captive  led  on  t'  other  fide. 
By  fits  they  ceafe ;  and,  leaning  on  the  lance. 
Take  breath  a  while,  and  to  new  fight  advance. 

Full  oft  the  rivals  met,  and  neither  fpar'd 
His  utmoft  force,  and  each  forgot  to  ward. 
The  head  trf  this  was  to  the  faddlc  bent. 
The  other  backward  to  the  crupper  fent ; 
Both  were  by  turns  unhors'd  ;  the  jealous  blows 
Fall  thick  and  hcav)',  when  on  foot  they  clofe. 
So  deep  their  faulchions  bite,  that  every  ftroke 
Picrc'd  to  the  quick ;  and  equal  wounds  they  gave 

and  took. 
Borne  far  afundcr  by  the  tides  of  men. 
Like  adamant  and  fteel  they  meet  again. 

So  when  a  tyger  fucks  the  bullock's  blood, 
A  famifti'd  lioQ  ilfuing  from  the  wood 
Roars  lordly  fierce,  and  challenges  die  food. 
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Each  claims  poffeffion,  neither  will  obey, 
But  both  their  paws  are  faftcn'd  on  the  prey; 
'I'hey  bite,  they  teur    and  while  in  vain  they  ftrive, 
The  fwaiiis  come  arm'd  between,  and  both   to 
diftance  drive. 

At  length,  as  fate  foredoom'd,  and  all  things  tend 
By  courfe  of  time  to  their  appointed  end  ; 
Se  when  the  inn  to  Weft  was  far  declin'd, 
And  both  ;urefh  in  mortal  battle  join'd, 
The  ftronp;  Emetrius  canie  in  Arcite's  aid. 
And  Palam  in  with  odd^  was  overlaid  : 
For,  tiir-.jing  Ihort,  he  ftruck  with  all  his  might 
FuU  on  the  helmet  of  th'  unwary  knight. 
Deep  was   the   wound ;  he    ftagger'd   with    the 

blow, 
And  turn'd  him  to  his  unexpetfted  foe  ; 
Whom  with  fuch  force  he  ftruck,  he  fell'd  him 

dinvn. 
And  cleft  *he  circle  of  his  golden  crown. 
But  Arcite's  men,  who  now  prevail'd  in  fight, 
Twice  ten  at  once  furround  the  fingle  knight : 
O'erpower'd,  at    length,   they  force  him  to  the 

ground, 
Unyielded  as  he  was,  and  to  the  pilfer  bound  ; 
And  king  Lycurgus,  while  he  fought  in  vain 
His  friend  to'fres,  was  tumbled  on  the  plain. 

Who  now  laments  but  Palamon,  compell'd 
Ko  more  ro  try  the  fortune  of  the  field  ! 
And,  worfe  than  death,  to  view  with  hateful  eyes 
Hs  rival's  conqueft.  and  renounce  the  prize  ! 

The  royal  judge  en  his  tribunal  plac'd, 
"Who  had  beheld  the  figr-,t  from  firft  to  laft. 
Bad  ceafe  the  war:  pronouncing  from  on  high, 
Arcite  of  Thebes  had  won  the  beauteous  Emily. 
The  found  of  trumpets  to  the  voice  reply 'd,        "J 
And  round  the  royal  lifts  the  heraids  cry'd,  > 

Arcite  of  Thebes  has  won  the  beauteous  bride. '  j 

The  people  ret;d  the  Ikies  with  vaft  applaufe; 
All  own  the  chief,  when  fortune  owns  the  caufe. 
Arcite  is  own'd  ev'r,  oy  the  Gods  above, 
And  conquering  Mars  infults  the  Queen  of  Love. 
So  laugh'd  he,  when  the  rightful  Titan  fail'd,. 
And  J  ive's  ufurping  arms  in  heaven  prevail'd. 
Laugh'd  all  the  powers  who  favour  tyranny ; 
And  all  the  ftanding  army  of  the  flcy. 
But  Venus  with  dejected  eye=  appears, 
And  weeping  on  the  lifts  diftili'd  her  tears; 
Her  will  refus'd,  which  grieves  a  woman  moft. 
And,  in  her  champion  foii'd,  the  caufe  of  Love 

is  loft. 
Till  Saturn  faid.  Fair  daughter,  now  be  ftili. 
The  bluftering  fool  has  fatisfy'd  his  will  ; 
His  boon  is  given  ;  his  knight  has  gain'd  the  day. 
But  loft  the  prize,  th'  arrears  are  yet  to  pay. 
Thy  hour  is  come,  and  mine  the  care  ftiall  be 
To  pleafe  thy  knight,  and  fet  thy  promife  free. 

Now  while  the  heralds  run  the  lifts  around. 
And  .Arcite,  Arcite,  heaven  and  earth  refound  ; 
A  miracle  (nor  lefs  it  could  be  call'd) 
Their  joy  with  unexpeded  forrow  pall'd. 
The  vidor  knight  had  laid  his  helm  afide, 
Part  for  his  eafe,  the  greater  part  for  pride : 
Bat  e-headed,  popularly  low  he  bow'd, 
And  paid  the  lalutations  of  the  crowd. 


Then  fpurring  at  full  fpeed,  ran  endlong  on 

Where  Thefeus  fate  on  his  imperial  throne  ; 

Furious  he  drove,  and  upward  cafe  his  eye. 

Where  next  the  queen  was  plac'd  his  Emily  ; 

Then  palling  to  the  faddle-bow  he  bent : 

A  fweet  regard  the  gracious  virgin  lent 

(For  women,  to  the  brave  an  eafy  prey, 

Still  follow  Fortune  where  ftie  leads  the  way)  : 

Juft  then,  from  earth  fprung  out  a  ftafhing  fire. 

By  Pluto  fent,  at  Saturn's  bad  defire  : 

The  ftartling  fteed  was  feiz'd  with  fudden  fright. 

And,  bounding,  o'er  the  pommel  caft  the  knight ; 

Forward  he  flew,  and,  pitching  on  his  head. 

He  quiver'd  with  his  feet,  and  lay  for  dead. 

Black  was  hi;!  countenance  in  a  little  fpace. 

For  all  the  blood  was  gather'd  in  his  face. 

Help  was  at  hand  :    they  rear'd  him  from  the 

ground. 
And  from  his  cumbrous  arms  his  limbs  unbound  ; 
Then  lanc'd  a  vein,  and  watch'd  returning  breath; 
It  came,  but  clogg'd  with  fymptoms  of  his  death. 
The  faddle-bow  the  noble  parts  had  preft. 
All  bruis'd  and  mortify'd  hii  manly  breaft. 
Him  ftill  entranc'd,  and  in  a  litter  laid, 
They  bore  from  field,  and  to  his  bed  convey'd. 
At  length  he  wak'd,  and,  with  a  feeble  cry. 
The  word  he  firft  pronounc'd  was  Emily. 

Mean    time   the   king,    though    inwardly  he 

mourn'd. 
In  pomp  triumphant  to  the  town  return'd. 
Attended  by  the  chiefs  who  fought  the  field 
(Now  friendly  mix'd,  and  in  one  troop  compell'd). 
Compos'd  his  looks  to  counterfeited  cheer. 
And  bade  them  not  for  Arcite's  life  to  fear. 
But  that  which  gladded  all  the  warrior-train. 
Though  mo4t  were  forely  wounded,  none  were 

flain. 
The  furgeons  foon  defpoil'd  them  of  their  arms, 
And  fome  with  falves  they  cure,  and  fome  with 

charms ; 
Foment  the  bruifes,  aod  the  pains  afluage. 
And    heal    their   inward    hurts    with   fovereign 

draughts  of  fage. 
The  king  in  perfon  vifits  all  around. 
Comforts  the  fick,  congratulates  the  found ; 
Honours  the  princely  chiefs,  rewards  the  reft, 
And  holds  for  thrice  three  days  a  royal  feaft. 
None  was  difgrac'd  ;  for  faUing  is  no  ftiame  ; 
And  cowardice  alone  is  lofs  of  fame. 
The  venturous  knight  is  from  the  faddle  thrown  j 
But  'tis  the  fault  of  fortune,  not  his  own. 
If  crowds  and  palms  the  conquering  fide  adorn. 
The  vicftor  under  better  ftars  was  born  : 
The  brave  man  feeks  not  popular  applaufe,. 
Nor  over-power'^d  with  arms  deferts  his  caufe ; 
Unlham'd,  though  foii'd,   he   does  the  beft  he' 

can; 
Force  is  of  brutes,  but  honour  is  of  man. 

Thus  Thefeus  fmil'd  on  all  with  equal  grace  ; 
And  each  was  let  according  to  his  place. 
With  eafe  were  reconcil'd  the  differing  parts, 
For  envy  never  dwells  in  noble  hearts. 
At  length  they  took  their  leave,  the  time  expir'd  ; 
Well  pleas'd,  and  ta  their  feveral  homes  retir'd. 
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Meanwhile  the  health  of  Arcite  ftill  impairs  ; 
From   bad   prooseds   to  worfe,   and   mocks   the 

leeches  cares ; 
Swoln  is  his  breaft  ;  his  inward  pains  increafe. 
All  means  arc  us'd,  and  all  without  fuccefs. 
The  clotted  blood  lies  heavy  on  his  heart. 
Corrupts,  and  there  remains  in  fpite  of  art : 
Nor  breathing  veins,  nor  cupping,  will  prevail ; 
All  outward  remedies  and  inward  fail : 
The  mold  of  nature's  fabric  is  deftroy'd, 
Her  vcfTels  difcompos'd,  her  virtue  void : 
The  bellows  of  his  lungs  begin  to  fwell :  ■) 

All  out  of  frame  is  every  fecret  cell,  C 

Nor  can  the  good  receive,  nor  bad  exptl.  j 

Thofe  breathing  organs  thus  within  oppreft. 
With  venom  form  diften'd  the  fincws  of  his  breafl. 
Nought  proiitp  him  to  fave  abandon 'd  life, 
Nor  vomit's  upward  aid,  nor  downward  laxative. 
The  midmoft  region  batter'd  and  deftroy'd, 
When  nature  cannot  work,  th'  effett  of  art  is  void. 
Tor  phyfic  can  but  mend  our  crazy  ftate, 
Patch  an  old  building,  not  a  new  create. 
Arcite  is  doom'd  to  die  in  all  his  pride,  ~\ 

Mufb  leave  his  youth,  and  yield  his  beauteous  f 
bride,  C 

Gain'd  hardly,  againft  right,  and  unenjoy'd.  J 
When  'twas  deelar'd  all  hope  of  life  was  paft,  T 
Confcience  (that  of  all  phyfic  works  the  lafl)  V 
Caus'd  him  to  fend  for  Emily  in  hafte.  j 

With  her,  at  his  defire,  came  Palamon  ; 
Then  on  his  pillow  rais'd,  he  thus  begun. 
No  language  can  exprefs  the  fmalleft  part 
Of  what  I  feel,  and  fuffer  in  my  heart, 
For  you,  whom  bcft  I  love  and  value  mod; 
But  to  your  fervice  I  bequeath  my  ghoft  ; 
Which  from  this  mortal  body  when  unty'd, 
Unfeen,  un'neard,  fliall  hover  at  your  fide; 
Nor  fright  you  waking,  nor  your  fleep  offend, 
But  wait  officious,  and  your  ftcps  attend  : 
How  1  have  lov'd,  cx'cufc  my  faltering  tongue, 
My  fpirits  feeble,  and  my  pains  are  ftrong  : 
This  I  may  fay,  1  only  grieve  to  die 
Becaufe  I  lofe  my  charming  p.mily  : 
To  die,  when  Heaven  had  put  you  in  my  power. 
Fate  could  not  choofe  a  more  malicious  hour  ! 
What  greater  curie  could  envious  fortune  give, 
Than  juft  to  dif,  when  1  Ix-gan  to  love  ! 
Vain  men,  how  vanifhing  a  blifs  wc  crave, 
Now  warm  in  love,  now  withering  in  the  grave ! 
Never,  O  never  more  to  fee  the  fun  ! 
Still  dark,  in  a  damp  vault,  and  IHll  alone  ! 
This  fate  is  common  ;  but  1  lofe  my  breath 
Near  blifs,  ami  yet  not  biffs' d  before  my  death. 
]''arcw(.l ;  but  take  me  dying  in  your  arms, 
'lis  all  I  can  enjoy  of  alj  your  charms  : 
This  hand  I  cannot  but  in  death  rcfign  ; 
Ah  !  could  1  lire  !  but  while  I  live  'tis  mine. 
I  feel  my  end  approach,  and  thus  embrac'd 
Am  pleas'd  to  die  ;  but  hear  me  fpeak  my  laft, 
Ah  !  my  fwcet  foe,  for  you,  and  you  alone, 
I  broke  my  faith  with  injur'd  Palamon. 
But  love  the  fcnfe  of  right  aud  wrong  confounds. 
Strong  love  and  proud  ambition  have  no  bounds. 
And  much  I  doubt,  fhould  heaven  my  life  proleiig, 
1  Ihould  return  to  jullify  my  wrong  j 


For,  while  my  former  flames  remain  withit!^ 
Repentance  is  but  want  of  power  to  fin. 
With  mortal  hatred  I  purfued  his  life, 
Nor  he,  nor  you,  were  guilty  of  the  ftrife  : 
Nor  I,  but  as  I  lov'd;  yet  all  combin'd. 
Your  beauty,  and  my  impotence  of  mind; 
And  his  concurrent  flame,  that  blew  my  fire; 
For  ftill  our  kindered  fouls  had  one  defire. 
He  had  a  moment's  right  in  point  of  time ; 
Had  I  feen  firft,  then  his  had  been  the  crime. 
Fate  made  it  mine,  and  juflify'd  his  right ; 
Nor  holds  this  earth  a  more  deferving  knight. 
For  virtue,  valour,  and  for  nobler  blood. 
Truth,  honour,  all  that  is  compriz'd  in  good ; 
So  help  me  Heaven,  in  all  the  world  is  none 
So  worthy  to  be  lov'd  as  Palamon. 
He  loves  you  too,  with  fuch  an  holy  fire, 
As  will  not,  cannot,  but  with  life  expire ; 
Our  vow'd  affe>Sions  both  have  often  try'd, 
Nor  any  love  but  your's  could  our's  divide. 
Then,  by  my  love's  inviolable  band. 
By  my  long  fuffering,  and  my  fhort  command| 
If  e'er  you  plight  your  vows  when  I  am  gone, 
Have  pity  on  the  faithful  Palamon. 

This  was  his  laft ;  for  death  came  on  amain. 
And  exercis'd  below  his  iron  reign  ; 
Then  upward  to  the  feat  of  life  he  goes : 
Senfe  fled  before  him,  what  he  touch'd  he  froze ; 
Yet  could  he  not  his  clofing  eyes  vv-ithdraw, 
Though  lefs  and  lefs  of  Emily  he  faw  ; 
So,  fpeechlefs,  for  a  little  fpace  he  lay; 
Then  grafp'd  the  hand  he  held,   and  Cgh'd  his 
foul  away. 
But  whither  went  his  foul,  let  fuch  relate 
Who  fcarch  the  fecrets  of  the  future  ftate  : 
Divines  can  fay  but  what  themfelves  believe  ; 
Strong  proofs  they  have,  but  not  demonftrative  : 
For,  were  a'l  plain,  then  all  fides  mufl  agree, 
And  faith  itfelf  be  loft  in  certainty. 
To  live  uprightly  then  is  fure  the  beft. 
To  fave  ourfelves,  and  not  to  damn  the  reft. 
The  foul  of  Arcite  went  where  heathens  go. 
Who  better  live  than  we,  though  lefs  they  knovf. 

In  Palamon  a  manly  grief  appears  ; 
Silent  he-  wept,  afham'd  to  fhew  his  tears  : 
F.ir.ilia  ftirick'd  but  once,  and  then,  opprefs'd 
With  forrow,  fuak  upon  her  lover's  brcafb : 
Till  Thcfeus  in  his  arms  convey'd  with  care, 
Far  from  lo  fad  a  light,  the  fwooning  fair. 
'Twerc  lofs  of  time  her  forrow  to  relate;  '^ 

III  bears  the  fcx  a  youthful  lover's  fate,  V 

When  juft  approaching  to  the  nuptial  ftate,        j 
But,  like  a  low-hung  cloud,  it  rains  fo  faft. 
That  all  at  once  it  falls,  and  cannot  laft. 
The  face  of  things  is  chang'd,  and  .Athens  now, 
That  laugh'd  fo  late,  becomes  the  fceue  of  wwe : 
Matrons  and  maids,  both  {exa,  every  ftate, 
With  tears  lament  the  knight's  untimely  fate. 
Nor  greater  grief  in  failing  Troy  was  feen 
For  Hedor's  death  ;  but  Hedlor  was  not  then. 
Old  men  with  duft  deform'd  their  hoary  hair. 
The  women  beat  their  brcafts,  their  cheeks  they 

tare. 
Why  would'ft  thon  go,  with  one  confent  thy  cry^ 
When  thou  hadft  gold  enough,  and  Emily* 
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Thefeus  hirt^felf,  who  fliould  have  cheer'd  the 
grief 
Of  others,  wanted  now  the  fame  relief. 
Old  Egeus  only  could  revive  his  fon, 
Wh  )  various  changes  of  the  world  had  known, 
And  ftrange  viciffitilties  of  human  face, 
Still  altering,  never  in  a  fteady  ftate  ; 
Good  after  ill,  and  after  pain  delight ; 
Alternate,  like  'he  fcenes  of  day  and  night ; 
Since  every  man  who  lives  is  born  to  die. 
And  none  can  boall  fincere  felicity, 
With  equal  mind  what  happens  let  us  bear, 
Nor  joy  nor  grieve   too  much  for  things  beyond 

our  care. 
Like  pilgrims  to  th'  appointed  place  we  tend  ; 
The  world  's  an  inn,  and  death  the  journey's  end. 
Ev'ii  kings  but  play  ;  and  when  their  part  is  done, 
Some  other,  worfe  or  better,  mount  the  throne. 
With  worlds  like  thefe  the  crowd  was  fatisfy'd, 
And  fo  they  would  have.been,  had  Thefcu-i  dy'd. 
But  he,  their  king,  was  labouring  in  his  mind,     "^ 
A  fitting  place  for  funeral  pomps  to  find,  S 

Which  were  in  honour  of  the  dead  delign'd.       j 
And,  after  long  debate,  at  laft  h-  found 
(As  love  itfelf  had  mark'd  the  fpot  of  ground) 
'I'hat  grove  for  ever  green,  that  confcious  land, 
Where  he  witli  Palamoa  fought  hand  to  hand  : 
That  where  he  fed  his  amorous  defires 
With  foft  complaints,  and  felt  his  hotted  fires, 
There  other  flames  might  wafte  ois  earthly  part. 
And  burn  his  limbs,  where  love  had  burn'd  his 
henrt. 

This  once  refolv'd,  the  peafants  were  enjoin'd 
Sere-wood,  and  fiis,  and  dodder'd  oaks  to  find. 
With  founding  axes  to  the  grove  they  go. 
Fell,  fplit,  and  lay  the  fuel  on  a  row, 
Vulcanian  food  :  a  bier  is  next  prepar'd, 
On  which  the  lifelefs  body  fliould  be  rear'd, 
Cover'd  with  cloth  of  gold,  on  which  was  laid 
The  corpfe  of  Arcite,  in  like  robes  array'd. 
White  gloves  were  on  his  hands,  and  on  his  head 
A  wreath  of  laurel,  mix'd  with  myrtle  fpread. 
A  fvvord  keen-edg'd  within  his  right  he  held, 
The  warhke  emblem  of  the  conquer'd  field  : 
Bare  was  his  Bianly  vifage  on  the  bier  : 
Menaced  his  countenance  ;  even  in  death  fevere. 
Then  to  the  palace-hall  they  bore  the  knight. 
To  he  in  folemn  flate,  a  public  fight. 
Groans,  cries,  and  bowlings  fill  the  crowded  place. 
And  unafFedled  forrow  fat  on  every  face. 
Sad  Palamon  above  the  reft  appears, 
In  fable  garments,  dew'd  with  gufliing  tears : 
His  auburn  locks  on  either  fhoulder  flow'd. 
Which  to  the  funeral  of  his  friend  he  vow'd  ; 
But  Emily,  as  chief,  was  next  his  fide, 
A  virgin-widow,  and  a  mourning  bride. 
And,  that  the  princely  obfequies  might  be 
Perform'd  according  to  his  high  degree, 
The  fteed,  that  bore  him  livirig  to  the  fight,       ") 
Was    trapp'd  with    polifti'd  ftcel,    all  ftiiningf 
bright,  r 

And  cover'd  with  th*  atchievements  of  the  knight.  J 
The  riders  rode  abreaft,  and  one  his  fhield, 
His  lance  of  corB«l-wood  aoether  held ; 
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The  third  his  bow,  and,  glorious  to  behold, 
The  coftly  quiver,  all  of  burnilh'd  gold. 
The  noblefl;  of  the  Grecians  next  appear. 
And,  weeping,  on  their  fhoulders  hore  the  bier ; 
With  fober  pace  they  march'd,  and  often  ftaid, 
A, id  through  the  mafter-ftreet  the  corps  convey'd. 
The  houfes  to  their  tops  with  black  were  fpread. 
And  ev'n  the  pavements  were  with  mourning  hid. 
The  right  fide  of  the  pall  old  Egeus  kept, 
And  on  the  left  the  royal  Thefeus  wept  j 
Each  bore  a  golden  bowl  of  work  divine. 
With  honey  fiil'd,  and  njilk,  and  mix'd  with  ruddy 

wine. 
Then  Palamon,  the  kinfman  of  the  flain. 
And  after  him  appear'd  th'  illuftrious  train. 
To  grace  the  pomp,  came  Emily  the  bright, 
With  cover'd  fire  the  funeral  pile  to  l^ight. 
With  high  devotion  was  the  fervice  made, 
And  all  the  rites  of  pagan  honour  paid  : 
So  lofty  was  the  pile,  a  Parthian  bow, 
W.th  vigour  drawn,  mud;  fend  the  fliaft  below.  | 
The  bottom  was  full  twenty  fathom  broad. 
With  crackling  ftraw  beneath  in  due  proportion 

ftrovv'd. 
The  fabric  feem'd  a  wood  of  rifing  green. 
With  fulphtir  and  bitumen  eaft  between. 
To  feed  the  flames  :  the  trees  were  undlious  fir,-j 
And  mountain  afh,  the  mother  of  the  fpear ;        C 
The  mourner  yew  and  builder  oak  were  there  :3 
The  beech,  the  fwimming  alder,  and  the  plane,  ~) 
Hard  box,  and  linden  of  a  fofter  grain,  / 

And  laurels,  which   the   gods   for   conquering  f" 

chiefs  ordain.  j 

How  they  were  rank'd,  fliall  reft  untold  by  me. 
With  namelefs  nymphs  that  liv'd  in  every  tree; 
Nor  how  the  dryads,  or  the  woodland  train, 
Difherited,  ran  howling  on  the  plain  : 
Nor  how  the  birds  to  foreign  feats  repair'd, 
Or  beafl^,that  bolted  out,  and  faw  the  foreft  bar'd  : 
Nor  how  the  ground,  now  clear'd,  with   ghaftly 

fright 
Beheld  the  fudden  fun,  a  ftranger  to  the  light. 

The  ftraw,  as  firft  I  faid,  was  laid  below  ; 
Of  chips  and  fere-wood  was  thefecond  row; 
The  third  of  greens,  and  timber  newly  fell'd  ; 
The  fourth  high  ftage  the  fragrant  odours  held. 
And  pearls,  and  precious  ftones,  and  rich  array ; 
In  midft  of  which,  embalai'd,  the  body  lay. 
The  fervice  fung,  the  maid  with  mourning  eyes 
The  ftubble  fir'd;  the  fmouldering  flames  arife  : 
This  office  done,  fhe  funk  upon  the  ground ; 
But  what  flie  fpoke,  recaver'd  from  her  fwoon, 
I  want  the  wit  in  moving  words  to  drefs ; 
But  by  themfelves  the  tender  fex  may  guefs. 
While  the  devouring  fire  was  burning  faft. 
Rich  jewels  in  the  flame  the  wealthy  caft ;  [threw. 
And   fome   their   fliieids,    and  fome  their  lances 
And  gave  their  warrior's  ghoft  a  warrior's  due. 
Full  bowls  of  wine,  of  honey,  milk,  and  blood,  "1 
Were  pour'd  upon  the  pile  of  burning  wood,      t 
And  hifling  flames  receive,  and  hungry  lick  the  C 

food.  3 

Then  thrice  the  mounted  fquadrons  ride  axound 
The  fire  ;  aad  Arcite's  name  they  thrice  rei'ound; 
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Hail,  and  farewel,  they  fliouted  thrice  amain, 
Thrice  facing  to  the  left,  and  thrice  they  turn'd 

again  : 
Stillasthey  tuin'd,  they  beat  their  clattering  {hiekls; 
The  women  mix  their  cries;  and  clamour  lills  the 

fields. 
The  warlike  wakes  continued  all  the  night , 
And  funeral  games  were  play'd  at  new  returning 

light ; 
Who  naked  wreftlcd  bef>,  befmear'd  with  oil, 
Or  who  with  gauntlets  gave  or  took  the  foil, 
1  will  not  tell  you,  nnr  would  you  attend  ; 
But  briefly  halle  to  my  long  {lory's  end. 

I  pafs  the  reft  ;  the  year  was  fully  mourn'd, 
And  PalaiTinn  long  fince  to  Thebes  return 'd  : 
When,  by  the  Grecians'  generar  content, 
At  Arhuis  Thefcu';  held  his  parliament : 
Among  the  laws  that  pafs'd,  it  was  decreed. 
That  cotjquer'd  Thebes  from  bondage   fhuuld  be 

freed ; 
XeLrvirg  homage  to  th'  Athenian  throne. 
To  >vhich  the  fovereign  fummon'd  Palamon, 
Unknowing  of  the  caufe,  he  took  his  way. 
Mournful  in  mind,  and  flill  in  black  array. 

The  monarch  mounts  the   thione,  and  plac'd 

on  high. 
Commands  into  the  court  the  beauteous  Emily  : 
So  rall'd,  fhe  came  ;  the  fenate  rofc,  and  fiaid 
Bec'-ming  reverence  to  the  royal  maid. 
And  firft  foft  whifpers  through  th'  aflembly  went . 
WiMi  illent  wonder  then  they  watch  th'  event: 
All  liiifh'd,  the  king  arofe  with  awful  grace, 
Deep  thought  was  iirhis  breaft,  and  counfel  in  his 

face. 
At  leng-h  he  figh'd  ;  and,  having  firfb  prepar'd 
Th'  aciCDtive  audience,  thus  his  will  declai'd. 

The  caiife  and  fpring  of  motion,  from  above. 
Hung  down  (in  earth  the  golden  chain  of  love; 
Grr-i't  w?t«  th'  cffL-6t,  arid  high  was  his  intent. 
When  peace  among  the  jarring  fcsr.ls  he  fe:it. 
Fire,  flood,   and    earth,   and   air,   by    this   were 

bound, 
And  love,  the  common    link,  the   new  creation 

crown  d. 
The  chain  ftill  holds ;  for,  though  the    forms  dc- 
Etcrnal  matter  n  -vtr  wfars  awny  :  [cay, 

The  fame  firft  mover  ceitain  bounds  has  plac'd, 
How  long  tluife  pcrifhahlu  form*  fliall  l.iil  : 
Nor  can  they  lafl  bi-yond  the  time  ailign'd 
By  that  at'- feting  and  all-making  mind  : 
Shorttn  their  hours  they  ni«y  ;  for  will  is  free  ; 
But  never  pafs  th*'appointed  dcftlny. 
So  men  opprefs'd,  when  weary  of  their  breath, 
Throw  i.k  the  burden,  and  fuborn  their  death. 
Then,  fince  thole  foruis  begin,  and  have  their  end, 
O.'t  fome  imaltei'd  caule  tliey  lure  depend  : 
Parts  of  the  whole  are  we;  but  God  the  whole; 
Who  gives  us  life  and  animating  foul : 
For  na'urc  cannot  fr/tn  a  part  derive 
That  being,  which  the  whole  can  only  give  ; 
He  perfe(!:l:,  flabltJ ;  but  impcrftiSl  we, 
Subjcd  to  rliange,  and  different  in  degree  ; 
J^lantu,  beafls,  and  man  ;  and,  as  our  organs  arc, 
Wc  more  or  Icfs  of  his  pcrfc<2ioa  {hare. 


But  by  a  long  defcent,  th'  etherlal  fire 
Corrupts ;  and  forms,  the  mortal  part,  expire  3 
As  he  withdraws  his  virtue,  fo  they  pafs. 
And  the  fame  matter  makes  another  mafs  : 
This  law  th'  Omnifcient  Power  was  pleas'd  t« 

give. 
That  every  kind  fhould  by  fuccelTion  live  r 
'I'hat  individuals- die  his  will  ordains  ; 
The  propagated  fpccies  ftill  remains. 
The  monarch  oak,  the  patriarch  of  the  treesy 
fhoors  rifing  up,  and  fpreads  by  flow  degrees; 
Three  centuries  he  grows  and  three  he  ftays. 
Supreme  in  flate,  and  in  three  more  decays ; 
So  wears  the  paving  pebble  in  thk  flreet. 
And  towns  and  towers  their  fatal  periods  meet  r 
So  rivers,  rapid  once,  now  naked  lie,  [f^T» 

Forfaken  of  their  fpring-;  aud  leave  their  channeb- 
So  man,  at  firft  a  drop,  dilates  with  hiat. 
Then,  form'd,  the  little  heart  begins  to  beat, 
Secret  he  feeds,  unknowing:  in  the  cell ; 
At  length,  for  hatching  ripe,  he  breaks  the  fhell^ 
And  ftniggles  into  breath,  and  cries  for  aid  ; 
Then,  helplcfs,  in  hii.  mother's  lap  is  laid. 
He  creeps,  he  walks,  and,  ifTuing  into  man. 
Grudges  their  life,  from  whence  his  own  began  : 
Recklefs  of  laws,  affeifls  to  rule  alone, 
Arxious  to  reign,  and  reftlefs  on  the  throne  : 
Firft  vegetivc,  then  feels,  and  reafons  laft  ; 
Rich  of  three  fouls,  and  lives  all  three  to  wafte. 
Some  thus;  but  t'loufands  more  in  flower  of  age  : 
For  few  arrive  to  run  the  latter  ftage. 
Simk  in  the  firft,  in  battle  fome  are  flain. 
And  others  whelm'd  beneath  the  ftormy  main. 
What  makes  all  this,  but  Jupiter  the  king, 
At  whofc  command  we  perifli,  and  we  fpring  ? 
Then  'tis  our  befl,  fince  thus  ordain'd  to  die, 
To  make  a  virtue  of  necc3ity. 
Take  what  he  gives,  fince  to  rebel  is  vain  ; 
The  bad  grows  better,  which  we  well  fuftain  ; 
And  could  we  clioofc  the  time,  and  chnofe  arightj 
''I'is  beft  to  die,  our  honour  at  the  height. 
When  we  have  dane  our  ance.lors  no  Ihame, 
But  ferv'd  our  friends,  and  well  fecur'd  our  fame; 
Then  fiioukl  ws  wilh  our  happy  life  to  clofe. 
And  leave  no  more  for  fiirtunc  to  difpofc; 
So  ihould  wc  n>;;ke  our  death  a  glad  relief 
From  future  fname,  from  ficknefs,  and  from  grief: 
r.njoying  while  we  live  the  prefcnt  hi'":r, 
And  dying  ui  our  excellence  at>;l  flowtr. 
Then  round  our  death-bed  every  friend  llrould  run^ 
And  joyous  of  our  conqueft  early  won  : 
While  *he  malicious  world  with  envious  tears 
Shoidd  grudge  our  h.ippy  end,  and  wilh  it  theirs. 
Since  then  our  Arrite  is  with  honour  dead. 
Why  fiiould  we  mourn,  that  he  fo  fonn  is  freed. 
Or  caU  untimely,  what  the  Gods  decreed.' 
With  grief  as  jiift,  a  friend  may  be  deplor'd. 
From  a  f  -iil  prifon  to  free  air  reflor'd. 
Ought  he  to  thank  kinfmcn  or  his  wife. 
Could  tears  rccal  him  into  wretched  life  .' 
Their  forrow  hurts  thcnifclvcs;  on  him  is  loft  ; 
And,  worfe  tlian  both,  offends  his  happy  ghollo 
What  then  remains,  i)U',  aftei  pad  annoy. 
To  take  the  good  viciiluude  of  joy  i 
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To  thank  the  gracious  gods  for  what  they  give, 

Poffefs  our  fouls,  and,  while  we  live,  to  live  I 

Ordain  wc  then,  two  forrows  to  combine. 

And  in  one  point  th'  extremes  of  grief  to  join ; 

That  thence  refulting  joy  may  be  renew'd, 

As  jarring  notes  in  harmony  conclude. 

Then  I  propofe  that  Palamon  ftiall  be 

In  marriage  join'd  with  beauteous  Emily ; 

JFor  which  already  I  have  gain'd  th'  affent 

Of  my  free  people  in  full  parliament. 

Long  love  to  her  has  borne  the  faithful  knight. 

And  well  deferv'd,  had  fortune  done  him  right : 

'Tis  time  to  mend  her  fault ;  fmce  Emily 

By  Arcite's  death  from  former  vows  is  free : 

If  you,  fair  fifter,  ratify  th'  accord. 

And  take  him  for  your  hufband  and  youf  lord, 

'Tis  no  difhonour  to  confer  your  grace 

On  one  defcended  from  a  royal  race  : 

And  were  he  lefs,  yet  years  of  fervice  pad 

From  grateful  fouls  cxaifl:  reward  at  laft  : 

l*ity  is  Heaven's  and  your's ;  nor  can  (he  find 

A  throDe  fo  fofc  ai  in  a  woman's  mind. 


He  faid ;  flie  blufh'd  ;  and^  as  oVraw'd  by  might 
Seem'd  to  give  Thefeus  what  (he  gave  the  knight" 
Then  turning  to  the  Theban  thus  he  faid  : 
Small  arguments  are  needful  to  perfuade 
Your  temper  to  comply  with  my  command; 
And  fpeaking  thus,  he  gave  Emilia's  hand. 
Smil'd  Venus,  to  behold  hef  own  true  knight     *]»' 
Obtain  the  conqueft,  though  he  loft  the  fight ;    / 
And  blefs'd  with  nuptial  blifs  the  fweet  labo-f 
rious  night.  3 

Eros,  and  Anteros,  on  either  fide,  [bride; 

One   fir'd  the  bridegroom,  and  one  warm'd  the 
And  long-attending  Hymen  from  above, 
Showet'd  on  the  bed  the  whole  Idalian  grove. 
All  of  a  tenor  was  their  after-life  ; 
No  day  difcolour'd  with  domeftic  ftrife ; 
No  jealoufy,  but  mutual  truth  believ'd. 
Secure  repofe,  and  kindnefs  undeceiv'd. 
Thus  heaven,  beyond  the  compafs  of  histh^itghfj 
Sent  him  the  blefling  he  fo  dearly  bought. 

So  may  the  Queen  of  Love  long  duty  blef;^ 
And  all  true  lovers  find  the  fame  fuccefsj 
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1  HERE  liv'd,  as  aflthors  tell,  in  days  of  yore, 
A  widow  funiewhat  old,  and  very  poor  : 
Deep  in  her  cell  her  cottage  lonely  ftood, 
Well  thatch'd,  and  under  covert  of  a  wood. 
This  dowager,  on  whom  my  talc  \  found, 
Since  lafl  (he  laid  her  hufband  in  the  ground, 
A  fimple  fober  life,  in  patience,  led. 
And  had  hut  juft  enough  to  buy  her  bread  : 
IBttt  hufwifing  the  little  Heaven  had  lent, 
She  duly  paid  a  groat  for  quai'ter  rent ; 
And  piBch'd  her  belly,  with  her  daughters  two, 
To  bring  the  year  about  with  much  ado. 

The  cattle  in  her  homcftead  were  three  fows, 
An  ewe  call'd  Molly,  and  three  brinded  cows. 
Her  parlour  window  ftuck  with  herbs  around, 
Of  fuToury  fmell ;  and  ruflies  ftrcw'd  the  ground. 
A  niaple-drefier  in  her  hall  (he  had. 
On  which  full  many  a  (lender  meal  (he  made; 
J'or  no  delicious  niorfel  pafs'd  her  throat ; 
According  to  her  cli.-th  (he  cut  her  coat : 
No  poignant  fauce  (he  knew,  nor  coftly  treat. 
Her  hunger  gave  a  rcli(h  to  her  njcat : 
A  fparing  diet  did  her  health  affure  ; 
Or,  fuk,  a  pepper  polfet  was  her  cure. 
Jicfore  the  day  was  done,  her  work  (he  fpcd, 
And  never  went  by  candle-light  to  bed  ; 


With  cxercife  flie  fweat  ill  humours  out, 
Her  dancing  was  nnt  hinder'd  by  the  gout. 
Her  poverty  was  glad  ;  her  heart  content ; 
Nor  knew  (he  what  the  fpleen  or  vapours  meant. 

Of  wine  (he  never  tailed  through  the  year. 
But  white  and  black  was  all  her  homely  cheer  : 
Brown  broad,  and  milk  (but  (irft   (he  (kim'd  her 
And  rafliers  of  fing'd  bacon  on  the  coals,  [bowls). 
On  holy  days,  an  egg,  or  two  at  moft  ; 
But  her  ambition  never  rcach'd  to  roalt. 

A  yard  (he  had  with  pales  inclos'd  abrut. 
Some  high,  fomc  low,  and  a  dry  ditch  without. 
Within  this  homeftead,  hv'd,  without  a  peer. 
For  crowing  loud,  the  noble  Chanticleer  ; 
So  hight  her  cock,  whofe  (inging  did  furpafs 
The  merry  notes  of  organs  at  the  niafs. 
More  certain  was  the  crowing  of  the  cock 
To  number  hour<,  than  is  an  abbey-clock  ; 
And  fooner  than  the  niattin-bell  was  rung, 
He  clapt  his  wings  rpon  his  rooft,  and  fung  : 
For  when  degrees  fifteen  afcendcd  right, 
By  fure  indinA  he  knew  'twas  one  at  night. 
High  was  his  comb,  and  coral-red  withal, 
In  dents  embattled  like  a  calUe  wall ; 
His  bill  was  raven-black,  and  (hone  like  jet; 
Blue  were  his  legs,  and  orient  were  his  feet : 


THE    COCK   A 

White  were  his  nails,  like  filver  to  behold, 
His  body  glittering  like  the  burnifli'd  gold. 
This  gentle  cock,  for  folace  of  his  life, 
Six  miffes  had,  befides  his  lawful  wife ; 
Scandal,  that  fpares  no  king,  though  ne'er  fo  good, 
Says,  they  were  all  of  his  own  flefli  and  blood, 
His  fifters  both  by  fire  and  mother's  fide  ; 
And  fure  their  likenefs  fhcw'd  them  near  ally'd. 
But  make  the  worft,  the  monarch  did  no  more 
Than  all  the  Ptolemys  had  done  before;    . 
When  inceft  is  for  intereft  of  a  nation, 
'Tis  made  no  fin  by  holy  difpenfation. 
Some  lines  have  been  maintain'd  by  this  alone. 
Which  by  their  common  uglinefs  are  known. 

But  pafling  this  as  from  our  tale  apart. 
Dame  Partlet  was  the  fovereign  of  his  heart : 
Ardent  in  love,  outrageous  in  his  play. 
He  feather'd  her  a  hundred  times  a-day  : 
And  flie,  that  was  not  only  pafiing  fair, 
But  was  withal  difcreet,  and  debonair, 
Refolv'd  the  paflive  dodtrine  to  fulfil,  • 
Though  loth  ;  and  let  him  work  his  wicked  will : 
At  board  and  bed  was  affable  and  kind,  ■) 

According  as  their  marriage-vow  did  bind,  ^ 

And  as  the  church's  precept  had  enjoin'd.  j 

Ev'n  fince  ftie  was  a  fe'nnight  old,  they  fay,       T 
Was  chafie  and  humble  to  her  dying  day,  V 

Nor  chick  nor  hen  was  known  to  difobey.  j 

By  this  her  hufband's  heart  Ihe  did  obtain ; 
What  cannot  beauty,  join'd  with  virtue,  gain  ! 
She  was  his  only  joy,  and  he  her  pride. 
She,  when  he  walk'd,  went  pecking  by  his  fide  ; 
If,  fpurning  up  the  ground,  he  fprung  a  corn, 
The  tribute  in  his  bill  to  her  was  borne. 
But,  oh  !  what  joy  it  was  to  hear  him  fing 
In  fummer,  when  the  day  began  to  fpring, 
Stretching  his  neck,  and  warbling  in  his  throat, 
"  Solus  cum  fola,"  then  was  all  his  note. 
For  in  the  days  of  yore,  the  birds  of  parts  [ral  arts. 
Were  bred  to  fpeak,  and  fing,  and  learn  the  libc- 

It  happ'd  that,  perching  on  the  parlour-beam 
Amidft  his  wives,  he  had  a  deadly  dream, 
Juft  at  the  dawn;   and  Cgh'd,  and  groan'd  fo 

faft, 
As  every  breath  he  drew  would  be  his  laft. 
Dame  Partlet,  ever  neareft  to  his  fide. 
Heard  all  his  piteous  moan,  and  how  he  ery'd 
For  help  from  Gods  and  men  :  and  fore  aghaft 
She  peck'd  and  pull'd,  and  waken'd  him  at  laft. 
Dear  heart,  faid  Ihe,  for  love  of  Heaven,  declare 
Your  pain,  and  make  me  partner  of  your  care. 
You  groan,  Sir,  ever  fince  the  morning-light. 
As  fomething  had  difturb'd  your  noble  fpright. 

And  madam,  well  I  might,  faid  Chanticleer, 
Never  was  fhrovetide  cock  in  fuch  a  fear, 
Ev'n  ftill  I  run  all  over  in  a  fweat. 
My  princely  fenfes  not  rccover'd  yet. 
For  fuch  a  dream  I  had  of  dire  portent, 
That  much  1  fear  my  body  will  be  ftient  : 
It  bodes  I  {hall  have  wars  and  woeful  ftrife, 
Or  in  a  loathfome  dungeon  end  my  life. 
Know,  dame,  I  dreamt  within  my  troubled 

breaft. 
That  in  pur  yard  I  faw  a  murderous  beaft. 
That  on  my  body  would  have  made  arreft 
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With  waking  eyes  I  ne'er  beheld  his  fellovf ; 
His  colour  was  betwixt  a  red  and  yellow  : 
Tipp'd  was  his  tail,  and  both  his  pricking  ears 
Were  black,  and  much  unlike  his  other  hairs 
The  reft,  in  fhape  a  beagle's  whelp  througho 
With  broader  forehead,  and  a  (harper  fnout : 
Deep  in  his  front  were  funk  his  glowing  eyes. 
That  yet  methinks  I  fee  him  with  furprife. 
Reach  out  your  hand,  I  drop  with  clammy  fweat, 
And  lay  it  to  my  heart,  and  feel  it  beat. 
Now  fy  for  fliame,  quoth  flie,  by  Heaven  above, 
Thou  haft  for  ever  loft  thy  lady's  love ; 
No  woman  can  endure  a  recreant  knight. 
He  muft  be  bold  by  day,  and  free  by  night : 
Our  fex  defires  a  huftjand  ov  a  friend. 
Who  can  our  honour  and  his  own  defend  ; 
Wife,  hardy,  fccret,  liberal  of  hispurfe; 
A  fool  is  naufeous,  but  a  coward  worfe  : 
No  bragging  coxcomb,  yet  no  bafiled  knight. 
How  dar'ft  thou  talk  of  love,  and  dar'ft  not  fight? 
How  dar'ft  thou  tell  thy  dame  thou  art  afFear'd  i 
Haft  thou  no  manly  heart,  and  haft  a  beard  ? 

If  ought  from  fearful  dreams  may  be  divln'd, 
They  fignify  a  cock  of  dunghill  kind. 
All  dreams,  as  in  old  Galen  I  have  read, 
Are  from  repletion  and  complexion  bred ; 
From  rifing  fumes  of  indigefted  food. 
And  noxious  humours  that  infeft  the  blood  : 
And  fure,  my  lord,  if  I  can  read  aright, 
Thefe  foolifti  fancies,  you  have  had  to-night. 
Are  certain  fymptoms  (in  the  canting  ftile)| 
Of  boiling  choler,  and  abounding  bile ; 
This  yellow  gall  that  in  your  ftomach  floats. 
Engenders  all  thefe  vifionary  thoughts. 
When  choler  overflows,  then  dreaius  are  bred 
Of  flames,  and  all  the  family  sf  red  ; 
Red  dragons,  and  red  bcafts,  in  fleep  we  view, 
For  humours  are  diftinguifh'd  by  their  hue. 
From  henae  we  dream  of  wars  and  warlike  things, 
And  wafp»  and  hornets  with  their  double  wings. 

Choler  aduft  congeals  our  blood  with  fear. 
Then  black  bulls  tofs  us,  and  black  devils  tear. 
In  fanguine  airy  dreams  aloft  we  bound. 
With  rheums  opprefs'd  we  fink  in  rivers  drown'd. 

More  1  could  fay,  but  thus  conclude  my  theme, 
The  dominating  humour  makes  the  dream. 
Cato  was  in  his  time  accounted  wife, 
And  he  condemns  them  all  for  empty  liea. 
Take  my  advice,  and  when  we  fly  to  ground, 
With  laxatives  preferve  your  body  found. 
And  purge  the  peccant  humours  that  fibound. 
I  Ihoiild  be  loth  to  lay  you  on  a  bier  ; 
And  though  there  lives  no  'pothecary  near, 
I  dare  for  once  prefcribe  for  your  difeafe, 
And  fave  long  bills,  and  a  damn'd  docflor's  fees. 

Two  fovereign  herbs  which  I  by  pratftice  know, 
And  both  at  hand  (for  in  our  yard  they  grow) ; 
On  peril  of  my  foul  fhail  rid  you  wholly 
Of  yellow  choler,  and  of  melancholy  : 
You  muft  both  purge  and  vomit ;  but  obey, 
And  for  the  love  of  heaven  make  no  delay. 
Since  hot  and  dry  in  your  complexion  join. 
Beware  the  fun  when  in  a  vernal  fign  ; 
For  when  he  mounts  exalted  in  the  ram, 
If  then  he  finds  yoiu:  body  in  a  flame, 
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Replete  with  choler,  T  dare  lay  a  groat, 

A  tertian  ague  is  at  leaft  your  lot. 

Perhap-,  a  fcv<tr  which  the  Gods  forefend) 

May  bring  your  youth  to  fome  untimely  end  : 

And  therefore,  fir,  as  you  defire  to  live, 

A  day  or  two  before  your  laxative, 

Take  juft.  three  worms,  nor  under  nor  above, 

Becauifd  the  Gods  unequal  numbers  love. 

*l"hefe  digeftives  prepare  you  for  your  purge; 

Of  fumctery,  centaury,  and  fpurge, 

And  of  ground-ivy  add  a  leaf  or  two, 

All  which  within  our  yard  or  garden  grow. 

lat  thefe,  and  be,  my  lord,  of  better  cheer; 

Your  father's  fon  was  never  born  to  fear. 

Madam,  quoth  he,  gramraercy  for  your  care, 
But  Cato,  whom  you  quoted,  you  may  fpare : 
'Tis  true,  a  wife  and  worthy  man  he  feems, 
And,  as  you  fay,  gave  no  belief  to  dreams  : 
But  other  men  of  more  authority. 
And,  by  th'  immortal  powers,  as  wife  as  he. 
Maintain,  with  founder  fenfe,  that  dreams  forbode; 
For  Homer  plainly  fays  they  come  from  God. 
Nor  Cato  faid  it :  but  fome  modern  fnol 
^mpos'd  in  Cato's  name  on  boy's  at  fchool. 

Believe  me,  madam,  morning  dreams  forefliew 
Th'  events  of  things,  and  future  weal  or  woe  ; 
Some  truths  are  not  by  reafon  to  be  try'd. 
But  we  have  fure  experience  for  our  guide. 
An  ancient  author,  equal  with  the  beft. 
Relates  this  tale  of  dreams  among  the  reft. 

Two  friends  or  brothers,  with  devout  intent. 
On  fo'ne  far  pilgrimage  together  went. 
It  happen'd  fo  that,  when  the  fun  was  down. 
They  juft  arrived  by  twilight  at  a  town  : 
That  day  had  been  the  baiting  of  a  bull, 
'Twas  at  a  feafl,  and  every  inn  fo  full. 
That  no  void  room  in  chamber,  or  on  ground, 
And  but  one  forrow  bed  was  to  be  found : 
And  that  fo  little  it  would  hold  but  one, 
Though  till  this  hour  they  never  lay  alone. 

bo  were  they  forc'd  to  part ;  one  flay'd  behind, 
Jiis  fellow  fought  what  lodging  he  could  find  : 
At  laft  he  found  a  ftall  where  oxen  flood, 
And  that  he  rather  chofe  than  lie  abroad. 
'Twas  in  a  farther  yard  without  a  door ; 
But,  for  his  cafe,  well  litter'd  was  the  floor. 

His  fellow,  who  the  narrow  bed  had  kept, 
Was  weary,  and  without  a  rocker  flept : 
Cupine  he  fnor'd  ;  but  in  the  dead  of  night. 
He  dreamt  his  friend  appear'd  before  his  fight, 
Who,  with  his  ghaftly  look  and  doleful  cry, 
Said,  Help  me,  brother,  or  this  night  I  die: 
Arifc  and  help,  before  all  help  be  vain. 
Or  in  an  ox's  flail  I  (hall  be  flain. 
Rods'd  from  his  reft,  he  waken'd  in  a  ftart. 
Shivering  with  horror,  and  with  aking  heart ; 
At  length  to  cure  hinifelf  by  reafon  tries;  "J 

*'I"isbut  a  dream,  and  what  are  dreams  but  lies?/ 
So   thinking,  chang'd   his   fide,  and  dos'd  hisT 

eyes. 
|Ii»  dream  returns;  his  friend  appears  again  : 
The  murderers  come,  now  help,  or  I  am  fla 
*Twas  but  a  vifion   ftill,  and  vifions  arc 
vain. 
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He  dreamt  the  third;  but  now  his  friend  appear'd 
Pale,  naked,  pierc'fl  with  wounds,  with  blood  bap 

fmear'd  : 
Thrice  warn'd,  awake,  faid  he,  relief  is  late. 
The  deed  is  done  ;  but  thou  revenge  my  fate  : 
Tardy  of  aid,  unleal  thy  heavy  eyes. 
Awake,  and  With  the  dawning  day  arife  : 
Take  to  the  weftern  gate  thy  ready  way. 
For  by  that  paffage  they  my  corpfe  convey  : 
My  corpfe  is  in  a  tumbril  laid,  among 
The  filth  and  ordure,  and  inclos'd  with  dung  : 
That  cart  arreft,  and  raife  a  common  cry  ; 
For  facred  hunger  of  my  gold,  I  die  : 
Then  fhew'd  his  griefly  wound  ;  and  laft  he  drew 
A  piteous  figh,  and  took  a  long  adieu. 
The  frighted  friend  arofe  by  break  of  day. 
And  found  the  ftall  where  late  his  fellow  lay. 
Then  of  his  impious  holl  inquiring  more. 
Was  anfwer'd  that  his  gueft  was  gone  before : 
Muttering,  he  went,  faid  he,  by  morning  light, 
And  much  complain'd  of  his  ill  reft  by  night. 
This  rais'd  fufpicion  in  the  pilgrim's  mind ; 
Becaufe  all  hofts  are  of  an  evil  kind  ; 
And  oft  to  fliare  the  fpoils  with  robbers  join'd. 
Hi*  dream  confirm'd  his  thought :  with  trou- 
bled look 
Straight  to  the  weftern  gate  his  way  he  took; 
There,  as  his  dream  foretold,  a  cart  he  found. 
That  carry'd  compoft  forth  to  dung  the  ground. 
This    when    the  pilgrim  faw,    he   ftretch'd  his 

throat. 
And  cry'd  out  murder  with  a  yelling  note. 
My  murder'd  fellow  in  this  cart  lies  dead. 
Vengeance  and  juftice  on  the  villain's  head. 
Ye  magiftrates,  who  facred  laws  difpenfe. 
On  you  I  call,  to  punifh  this  offence. 

The  word  thus  given,  within  a  little  fpace. 
The   mob   came  roaring  out,   and   throng'd  the 

place. 
All  in  a  trice  they  caft  the  cart  to  ground, 
And  in  the  dung  the  murder'd  body  found 
Though  breathlefs,  warm,  and  reeking   from 

the  wound. 
Good  heaven,  whofe  darling  attribute  wc  find 
Is  boundlefs  grace,  and  mercy  to  mankind. 
Abhors  the  cruel ;  and  the  deeds  of  night 
By  wondcrous  ways  reveals  in  open  light  s 
Murder  may  pafs  unpunifti'd  for  a  time. 
But  tardy  juftice  will  o'ertake  the  crime. 
And  oft  a  fpcedier  pain  the  guilty  feels  : 
The  hue  and  cry  of  heaven  purfues  him  at  the 

heels, 
Frefh  from  the  fadl,  as  in  the  prefent  cafe, 
The  criminals  are  fciz'd  upon  the  place  : 
Carter  and  hoft  confronted  face  to  face. 
StifT  in  denial,  as  the  law  appoints, 
On  engines  rliey  diftend  their  tortur'd  joints: 
So  was  confefnon  forc'd,  th'  offence  was  known. 
And  public  juftice  on  th'  offenders  done. 

Here  may  you  fee  that  vifions  arc  to  dread ; 
And  in  the  page  that  follows  this,  1  read 
Of    two   young  merchants,  whom  the   hope  o£ 

gain 
Induc'd  in  partnerfliip  to  crof»  the  maip  ; 
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Wait'mg  tlli  willing  winds  their  fails  fupply^d, 

Within  a  trading  town  they  long  abide, 

I^ull  fairly  fituatc  on  a  haven's  fide, 

•One  evening  it  befel,  that  looking  out, 

The  wind  they  long  had  wifh'd  was  come  aboat : 

■JVell  pleas'd  they  went  to  reft ;  and  if  the  gale 

Till  morn  continued,  both  refolv'd  to  fail. 

But  as  together  in  a  bed  they  lay. 

The  younger  had  a  dream  at  break  of  day. 

A  man  he  thought  ftood  frowning  at  his  fide:    ") 

Who  warn'd  him  for  his  fafety  to  provide,  > 

Nor  put  to  fea,  but  fafe  on  fliore  abide,  j 

S  come,  thy  genius,  to  command  thy  ftay ;  T 

Truft  not  the  winds,  for  fatal  is  the  day,  V 

And  death  unhcp'd  attends  the  watery  way.      j 

The  vifion  faid  :  and  vanilh'd  from  his  light : 
The  dreamer  waken'd  in  a  mortal  fright : 
Then  puU'd  his  drewfy  neighbour,  and  declar'd 
What  in  his  flumber  he  had  feen  and  heard. 
His  friend  fmil'd  fcornful,  and  with  proud  con- 
tempt 
Reje<Ss  as  idle  what  his  fellow  dreamt. 
Stay,  who  will  flay  ;  for  me  no  fears  reflrain. 
Who  follow  Mercury  the^od  of  gam  ; 
J^et  each  man  do  as  to  his  fancy  feems, 
i  wait  not,  I>  till  you  have  better  dreams. 
Dreams  are  but  interludes  which  fancy  makes; 
When  monarch  reafon  lleeps,  this  mimic  wakes  : 
CcHipounds  a  medley  of  disjointed  things, 
A  mob  of  coblers,  and  a  court  of  kings : 
Light  fumes  are  merry,  groffer  fumes  are  fad  ; 
Both  are  the  rcaionable  foul  run  mad  ; 
And  many  monflrous  forms  in  flecp  we  fee, 
That  i>either  were,  nor  are,  nor  e'er  can  be. 
Sometimes  forgotten  things  long  caft  behind 
R.u(h  forwaid  in  the  brain,  and  come  to  mind. 
The  nurfe's  legends  are  for  truth's  receiv'd. 
And  the  man  dreams  but  what  the  boy  believ'd 

Sometimes  wre  but  rehearfe  a  former  play, 
The  night  reftores  our  adions  done  by  day  ; 
As  hounds  in  fleep  will  open  for  their  prey. 
In  fiiof  t,  the  farce  of  dreams  is  of  a  piece, 
Chimeras  all ;  and  more  abfiird,  or  lefs  : 
You,  who  believe  in  tales,  abide  alone; 
Whate'er  i  get  this  voyage  is  my  own. 

Thus  wJiile  he  fpoke,  he  heard  the  fliouting 
crew 
That  call'd  aboard,  and  took  his  lafl;  adieu. 
The  veflel  went  before  a  merry  gale. 
And  for  quick  paflage  put  on  every  fail  : 
But  when  lead;  fear'd,  and  ev'n  in  open  day. 
The  mifchief  overtook  her  in  the  way  : 
Whether  Ihe  fprung  a  leak,  I  cannot  find, 
Or  whether  iTie  was  ovcrfet  with  wind. 
Or  that  fonie  rock  below  her  bottom  rent ; 
But  down  at  once  with  all  her  crew  fhe  went : 
Her  fellow  fhips  from  far  her  lofs  defcry'd  ; 
But  only  ftie  was  funk,  and  all  were  fafe  bcfide. 

By  this  example  you  are  taught  again. 
That  dreams  and  vifions  are  not  always  vain  : 
But  if,  dear  I'artlet,  you  are  ftill  in  doubt, 
Another  tale  fhali  make  the  former  out. 
Kenelm  the  fon  of  Kenulph,  Mercia's  king. 
Whole  holy  hfe  the  legends  loudly  fing, 


Warn'd  in  a  dream  his  murder  did  foretel 
From  point  to  point  as  after  it  befel ; 
All  circumlfanccs  to  his  nurfc  he  told 
(A  wonder  from  a  child  of  feven  years  old)  ; 
The  dream  with  horror  he.ird,  the  good  eld  wife 
From  treafon  couuicl'd  him  to  gu  ird  his  life  4 
But  dole  to  keep  the  fecret  in  hi.  mir.d. 
For  a  boy's  vifion  imall  belief  would  tnnd. 
The  pious  child,  by  promife  bnund,  obeyed. 
Nor  was  the  fatal  murder  long  delay'd  : 
By  Quenda  llain,  h^  fell  beforehis  time. 
Made  a  young  martyr  by  his  frftcr's  crime. 
The  tale  is  told  by  venerable  Bede, 
Which  at  your  better  leifure  you  may  read. 

Macrobiiis  too  relates  the  vifion  feiit 
To  the  great  Scipio,  v/ith  the  fam'd  event  : 
Objeiflions  niakcs,  but  after  mukes  replies. 
And  adds,  that  .Irearns  are  often  pnphefies. 

Of  Daniel  you  may  read  in  holy  writ,  -| 

Who,  wlien  the  lung  his  vifibii  did  fors^st,  / 

Could  word  for  v/ord  the  wouderous  dream  re-T 
peat.  \ 

Nor  lefs  of  patriarch  Jofeph  underftand. 
Who  by  a  dream  enflav'd  th'  tgyptian  land. 
The  years  of  plenty  and  of  death  foretold. 
When,  for  their  bread,  their  liberty  tntv  fold. 
Nor  muft  th'  exalted  butler  be  forgot, 
Nor  be  whofe  dream  prefag'd  his  hanging  lot. 
And  did  not  Croefus  the  fame  death  forelee, 
Rais'd  in  his  vifion  on  a  lofty  tree  ? 
The  wife  of  Hecftor,  in  his  utmoft  pride. 
Dreamt  of  his  death  the  night  before  he  dy'd ; 
Well  was  he  warn'd  from  battle  to  refrain,        "J 
But  men  to  death  decreed  are  warn'd  in  vain  :  / 
He  dar'd  the  dream,  and  by  his  fatal  foe  wasT 
flain.  J 

Much  more  I  know,  which  I  forbear  to  fpeak. 
For  fee  the  ruddy  day  begins  to  break ; 
Let  this  fuffice,  that  plainly  I  fi.refee 
My  dream  was  bad,  and  bodes  adverfity : 
But  neither  pills  nor  laxatives  I  like, 
I'hey  only  ferve  to  make  the  well  man  fick  : 
Of  thefe  his  gain  the  Iharp  phyficiar.  makes. 
And  often  gives  a  purge,  but  feldom  takes : 
They  not  corre<5t,  but  poifon  all  the  blood. 
And  ne'er  did  any  but  the  dodlors  good. 
Their  tiibe,  trade,  trinkets,  (  defy  them  all; 
With  every  work  of  'pothecary's  hall. 
Thefe  melancholy  matters  I  forbear  : 
But  let  me  tell  thee,  Partlet  mine,  and  fwear. 
That  when  I  view  the  beauties  of  thy  face, 
I  fear  not  death,  nor  danger?,  nor  difgrace  : 
So  may  my  foul  have  blefs,  as  Avhen  I  fpy 
I'he  ftarlet  red  about  thy  partridge  eye. 
While   thou    art    conftanc   to    thy    own    true"! 
knight,  / 

While  thou  art  mine,  and  i  am  thy  delight,         t 
All  forrows  at  thy  prefence  take  their  flight.       3 
For  true  it  is,  as  "  in  principio, 
'•   Mulier  eft  hominis  confuiio." 
Madam,  the  meaning  of  this  Latin  is, 
That  woman  is  to  man  bis  fovereign  blifs. 
For  when  by  night  1  feel  your  tender  fide, 
'Fhotigh  for  the  narrow  perch  I  canaotxide, 
Q^iuj 
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Yet  I  have  fuch  a  folace  in  my  mind. 

Thst  all  my  boding:  cafes  are  caft  behind; 

And  f  v'n  already  1  forget  my  dre.im 

He  laid,  and  downward  flew  from  off  the  beam, 

yc^  day-lij;hr  now  began  apace  -o  fpring, 

The  thrufh  to  whiftle,  and  the  lark  to  fing. 

Tbfn  crowing  clapp'd   his  wings,  th'  appointed 

call. 
To  chnrk  his  wives  together  in  the  hall. 

By  this  the  widow  had  ur.liarr'd  the  door, 
And  Chanticleer  went  ftrutting  out  before, 
With  royal  courage,  and  with  heart  <o  light. 
As  fliew'd  he  fcorn'd  the  vifions  of  the  night. 
JJow  roaming  in  the  yard  he  fpurn'd  the  ground, 
And  gave  to  Partict  the  firft  grain  he  found, 
Tlicn  often  feathcr'd  her  with  wanton  play. 
And  trod  her  twenty  times  e'er  prime  of  day  : 
A"d  tuck  by  turns,  and  gave  fo  much  delight, 
Her  fifters  yin'd  with  envy  at  the  fight. 
He  chuck'd  again,  v^^hen  other  ccrns  he  found, 
And  fcarcely  deign'd  to  fet  a  foot  to  ground. 
But  f.vagger'd  like  a  lord  about  his  hall. 
And  his  Icven  wives  came  running  at  his  call, 

'Twas  now  the  month  in  which  the  world   be- 
(If  March  beheld  the  firft  created  man)  :       [gan 
And  fince  the  vernal  equinox,  the  fun, 
In  Aries  twelve  degrees,  or  more,  had  run  ; 
When  cafting  up  his  eyes  againfl.  the  light. 
Both   month,  and   day,   and  hour,   he    meafur'd 

right ; 
And  told  more  truly  than  th'  Ephemeris  : 
For  art  may  err,  bii'  nature  cannot  mifs. 
Tiuis  numbering  times  and  feafons  in  hisbreaft, 
His  feeond  crowing  the  third  hour  confcfs'd. 
Then  turning,  faid  to  Partlet,  See,  my  dear, 
How  lavifh  nature  ha«  adnrn'd  the  year ; 
How  the  pale  primrofe  and  blue  violet  fpring, 
And  birds  cffay  their  throats  difus'd  to  iing.: 
A'l  thefc  are  ours  ;  and  I  with  pleafure  fee 
Man  flrutting  on  two  legs,  and  aping  me  : 
An  unfitdg'd  creature,  of  a  lumpifh  frame, 
Endow'd  with  fewer  particles  c.f  flatne  : 
Our  dame  fits  couring  o'er  a  kitchen  fire, 
I  draw  frefti  air,  and  nature's  works  admire  : 
And  ev'n  tins  day  in  more  delight  abound, 
Than,  fince  I  was  an  egg,  I  ever  found. 

Ihc  time  fliall  come  when  Chanticleer  fhall 
wiPi 
His  W'lrds  unfaid,  and  hate  hisboafted  blifs  : 
The  crefled  bird  Ihall  by  experience  know,         "^ 
Jove  made  not  him  his  mafter-piece  below;        > 
And  learn  the  latter  ei'd  of  jiy  is  woe.  j 

The  vefiVl  of  hi>  bltf^  to  dregs  is  run, 
And  Heaven  will  have  him  t;!ne  his  other  tun. 
Yc  wife,  diaw  near,  and  hearken  fo  my  tale, 
Which  proves,  that  oft  the  proud  by  flattery  fall ; 
The  legend  is  as  true  I  undcrtaki 
As  Trjftran  is,  .Tnd  Launcelot  of  the  lake  : 
Which  all  our  ladies  in  fuch  reverence  hold, 
As  if  in  book  of  martyrs  it  were  told. 

A  fox  full-fraught  with  fecming  fandity, 
That  ftar'd  ao  oath,  but,  like  the  dc'il,  would  lie  ; 
Who  look'd  like  Lci.t,  and  had  ilie  holy  leer, 
^nd  duril  not  fin  before  he  (aid  his  ^ laycr ; 


This  pious  cheat,  that  never  fuck'd  the  blood,    ") 
Nor  chew'd  the  flcfh  of  lambs,  but  when  he/ 
cou'd  ;  [woed  i  T 

Had  pafs'd  three  fummcrs  in  tTie  neighbouringj 
And  mufing  long  whom  next  to  circumvent, 
On  Chanticleer  his  wicked  fancy  bent : 
And  in  his  high  imagination  caft. 
By  ftratagtm  to  gratify  his  tafte. 

The  plot  contriv'd,  before  the  break  of  day, 
Saint  Reynaid  through  the  hedge  had  made  his 

way ; 
The  pale  was  next,  but  proudly  with  a  bound 
He  leapt  the  fence  of  the  forbidden  ground  : 
Yet,  fearing  to  be  feen,  within  a  bed 
Of  ctdeworts  he  conceal'd  his  wily  head  ; 
Then  fculk'd  till  aiternoon.and  watch'd  his  time, 
(As  murderers  ufe)  to  perpetrate  his  crime, 

O  hypocrite,  ingenious  to  deftroy, 
O  traitor,  worfe  than  Sinon  was  to  Troy; 
O  vile  fubverterof  the  Gallic  reign,  j 

More  talfe  than  Gano  was  to  Charlemaign !  i 

O  Chanticleer,  in  an  unhappy  hour  ■ 

Didll  thou  foifake  the  fafety  of  thy  bower  : 
Better  for  thee  thou  hadft  believ'd  thy  dream, 
And  not  that  day  defcendcd  from  the  beam  ! 

But  here  the  doctors  eagerly  difpute  : 
Some  hold  predeftination  ablolute  : 
Some  clerks  maintain,  that  Heaven  at  firft  forefeei. 
And  in  the  virtue  of  forefight  decrees. 
If  this  be  fo,  then  prefcicnce  binds  the  will, 
And  mortals  are  not  free  to  good  or  ill : 
For  what  he  firft  forefaw,  he  muft  ordain, 
Or  its  eternal  prefcience  may  be  vain  : 
As  bad  for  us  as  prefcience  had  not  been  : 
For  firft,  or  laft,  he's  author  vi  the  fin. 
And  who  fays  that,  let  the  blafpheming  man 
Say  worfe  ev'n  of  the  devil,  if  he  can. 
For  how  can  that  eternal  Power  be  juft 
To  punifh  man,  who  fins  becaufe  he  muft  ? 
Or,  how  can  he  reward  a  virtuous  deed. 
Which  is  not  done  by  us;  but  firft  decreed. 

I  cannot  bolt  this  matter  to  the  bran, 
As  Bradwardin  and  holy  Auftin  can; 
If  prefcience  can  determine  adious  fo 
That  we  muft  do,  becaufe  he  did  foreknow, 
Or  that,  foreknowing,  yet  our  choice  is  free. 
Not  forc'd  to  lln  by  ftri6t  neceifity  ; 
This  ftrid  neccflity  they  fimple  call. 
Another  fort  there  is  conditional. 
The    firft    fo   binds   the   will,   that   things   forC' 

known 
By  fpontancity,  not  choice,  arc  done 
Thtis  gallty-flaves  tug  willing  at  their  oar, 
Content  to  work,  in  profpeil  of  the  ftiore 
But  woiHd  not  work  at  all  if  not  conft 

before. 
That  other  dt^e?  not  libcity  conftrain, 
But  man  may  cither  adl,  or  may  refrain. 
Htaven  made  us  agents  free  to  good  or  ill, 
And  forc'd  it  not,  though  he  forefaw  the  will. 
Freedom  was  firft  bcftow'd  on  human  race. 
And  [  rcfcicncc  only  held  the  fccoutf  place. 

If  he  could  make  fuch  agents  wholly  free, 
I  not  difpute,  the  point's  too  high  for  me ; 
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I    For  heaven's  unfathom'd  power  what  man  can 

j  found, 

I    Or  put  to  his  Omnipotence  a  bound  ? 

He  made  us  to  his  image,  ail  agree  ;  T 

That  image  is  the  foul,  and  that  muft  be,  C 

Or  not  the  Maker's  image,  or  be  free.  j 

But  whether  it  were  better  man  had  been 

By  nature  bound  to  good,  not  free  to  fin, 

I  wave,  for  fear  of  fpiitting  on  a  rock. 

The  tale  I  tell  is  only  of  a  cock  ; 

Who  had  not  run  the  hazard  of  his  life, 

.   Had  he  b.eliev'd  his  dream,  and  not  his  wife  : 
For  women,  with  a  mifchief  to  their  kind. 
Pervert,  with  bad  advice,  our  better  mind. 
A  woman's  counfel  brought  us  firft  to  woe, 
And  made  her  man  his  paradife  forego, 
Where  at  heart's  eafe  he  liv'd;   and  might  have 

been 
As  free  from  forrow  as  he  was  from  fin. 
For  what  the  devil,  had  their  fex  to  dc>} . 
That,  born  to  follow,  they  prefum'd  to  know, 
And  could  not  fee  the  ferpent  in  the  grafs  ? 
But  1  myfelf  prefume,  and  let  it  pafs. 

Silence  in  times  of  fuffering  is  the  beft, 
'Tis  dangerous  to  difturb  an  hornet's  neft. 
In  other  authors  you  may  find  enough. 
But  all  they  fay  of  dames  is  idle  fl;ufF. 
Legends  of  lying  wits  together  bound, 
The  wife   of  Bath  would  throw  them  to  the 

ground ; 
Thefe  are  the  words  of  Chanticleer,  not  mine, 
I  honour  dames,  and  think  their  fex  divine. 

Now  to  continue  what  my  tale  begun  ; 
Lay  madam  Partlet  balking  in  the  fun, 
Breaft-high  in  fand  :  her  fillers,  in  a  row, 
Enjoy'd  the  beams  above,  the  warmth  below, 
The  cock,  that  of  his  flcfh  was  ever  free. 
Sung  merrier  than  the  mermaid  in  the  fca  : 
And  fo  befel,  that  as  he  caft  his  eye, 
Among  the  coleworts  on  a  butterfly, 
He  faw  falfe  Reynard  where  he  lay  full  low  : 
1  need  not  fvvear  he  had  no  lift  to  crow  : 
But  cry'd,  cock,  cock,  and  gave  a  fudden  ftart, 
As  fore  difmay'd  and  frighted  at  his  heart ; 
For  birds  and  beafts,  inform'd  by  nature,  know 
Kinds  oppofite  lo  theirs,  and  fly  their  foe, 
So  Chanticleer,  who  never  faw  a  fox. 
Yet  fhunn'd  him  as  a  failor  ftiuns  the  recks. 
~   But  the  falfe  loon,  who  could  not  vrork  his  will 
By  open  force,  employ'd  his  flattering  fltill ; 
1  hope,  my  lord,  faid  he,  I  not  offend  ; 
Are  you  afraid  of  me,  that  am  your  friend  ? 
1  were  a  beaft  indeed  to  do  you  wrong, 
I,  who  have  lov'd  and  honour'd  you  fo  long  ; 
IStay,  gentle  Sir,  nor  take  a  falfe  alarm. 
For  on  my  foul  I  never  meant  you  harm. 
I  come  to  fpy,  nor  as  a  traitor  prefs, 
To  learn  the  fecrets  of  yout  foft  recefs  : 
Far  be  from  Reynaid  fo  profane  a  thought, 
But  by  the  fweetnefs  of  your  voice  was  brought : 
For,  as  I  bid  my  beads,  by  chance  I  heard 
The  fong  as  of  an  angel  in  the  yard  ; 
Afong  that  would  havecharm'd  th'  infernal  Gods, 
^nd  baniih'd  horror  from  the  dark  abodes ; 


re  ^ 
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Had  Orpheus  fung  it  In  the  nether  fpherc. 
So  much  the  hymn  had  jleas'd  the  tyrant 
The  wife  had  been  detain'd,  to  keep  the  '. 

band  there. 
My  lord,  your  fire  familiarly  I  knew, 
A  peer  deferving  fuch  a  fon  as  you  : 
He,  with  your  lady  mother,  (whom  Heaven  reft) 
Has  often  grac'd  my  houfe,  and  been  my  gueft  : 
To  view  his  living  feature?,  does  me  good  ; 
For  I  am  your  poor  neighbour  in  the  wood ; 
And  in  my  cottage  Ihould  be  proud  to  fee 
The  wortliy  heir  of  my  friend's  family. 

But  fince  I  fpeak  of  finging,  let  me  fay, 
As  with  an  upright  heart  I  fafeiy  may. 
That,  fave  youtfelf,  there  breathes  not  on  the 

ground 
One  like  your  father  for  a  filver  found. 
So  fweetly  would  he  wake  the  winter  day. 
That  matrons  to  the  church  miftook  their  way. 
And  thought  they  heard  the  merry  organ  play. 
And  he,  to  raife  his  voice  with  artful  care, 
(What  will  not  beaux  attempt  to  pleafe  the  fair  ? 
On  tiptoe  flood  to  fing  with  greater  ftrength. 
And  ftretch'd  his  comely  neck  at  all  the  length  : 
And  while  he  ftrain'd  his  voice  to  pierce  the  flcies. 
As  faints  in  raptures  ufe,  would  fhuc  his  eyes. 
That   the  found  fl;riving   through    the  narrow 

throat. 
His  winking  might  avail  to  mend  the  note. 
By  this,  in  fong,  he  never  had  his  peer. 
From  fweet  Cecilia  down  to  Chanticleer  ; 
Not  Maro's  mufe,  who  fung  the  mighty  man, 
Nor  Pindar's  heavenly  lyre,  nor  Horace  when  a 

fwan. 
Your  anceftors  proceed  from  race  divine  : 
From  Erennus  and  Belinus  is  your  line  ; 
Who  gave  to  fovereign  Rome  fuch  loud  alarms,   ' 
That  ev'n  the  priefts  were  not  excus'd  from  arms. 

Befides,  a  famous  monk  of  modern  times 
Has  left  of  cocks  recorded  in  his  rhymes. 
That  of  a  parifh-prieft  the  fon  and  heir, 
(When  fons  of  priefts  were  from  the  proverb  clear) 
Affronted  once  a  cock  of  noWe  kind. 
And  either  lam'd  his  legs,  or  ftruck  him  blind; 
For  which  the  clerk  his  father  was  difgrac'd. 
And  in  his  benefice  another  plac'd. 
Now  fing,  my  lord,  if  not  for  love  of  me, 
Yet  for  the  fake  of  fweet  faint  charity ; 
Make  hills  and  dales,  and  earth  and  heaven  rejoice. 
And  emulate  your  father's  angel  voice. 

The  cock  was  pleas'd  to  hear  him  fpeak  fo  fair, 
And  proud  befide,  as  folar  people  are ; 
Nor  could  the  treafon  from  the  truth  defcry. 
So  was  he  ravifti'd  with  this  flattery : 
So  much  the  more,  as,  from  a  little  elf. 
He  had  a  high  opinion  of  himfelf ; 
Though  fickly,flender,  andnot  large  of  limb. 
Concluding  all  the  world  was  made  for  him. 

Ye  princes  rais'd  by  poets  to  the  Gods, 
And  Alexander'd  up  in  lying  odes, 
Believe  not  every  flattering  knave's  report. 
There's  mauy  a  Reynard  lurking  in  the  court ; 
And  he  fliall  be  receiv'd  with  more  regard 
And  liften'd  to,  than  mpdeft  truth  is  heard. 
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This  Chanticleer,  of  whom  the  ftory  fings, 
Stood  high  upon  his  toes,  and  dapp'd  his  wings ; 
Then  ftrttch'd  his  neck,  and  wink'd  with  both 

his  eyes, 
Ambitious,  as  he  fought  th'  Olympic  prize, 
JBut,  while  he  pain'd  himfelf  to  raife  his  note, 
FaMe  Reynard  rufti'd,   and   caught   him   by  the 

throat. 
Then  on  his  back  he  laid  the  precious  load, 
And  fought  his  wonted  flicker  of  the  wood  ; 
Cwiffly  he  maile  his  way,  the  mrfchief  done. 
Of  all  unheeded,  and  purfued  by  none. 

Alas,  what  flay  is  there  in  human  ftate, 
Or  who  can  ftiun  inevitable  fate  ? 
The  doom  was  written,  the  decree  was  part, 
JLrt  the  foundations  of  the  world  were  caft  ! 
In  Aries  though  the  fun  exalted  ftood. 
His  patron  planet  to  procure  his  good  ; 
Yet  Saturn  was  his  mortal  foe,  and  he, 
In  Libra  rais'd,  oppos'd  the  fame  degree  : 
The  rays  both  good  and  bad,  of  equal  power, 
£ach  thwarting  other  made  a  mingled  hour. 

On  Friday  morn  he  dreamt  this  direful  dream, 
Crofs  to  the  worthy  native,  in  his  fcheme  1 
Ah  blifsful  Venus,  Goddefs  of  delight, 
How  could'ft  thou  fuifcr  thy  devoted  knight. 
On  thy  own  day  to  fall  by  foe  opprefs'd, 
The  wight  of  all  the  world  who  ferv'd  thee  beft  ? 
"Who,  true  to  love,  was  all  for  recreation. 
And  minded  not  the  work  of  propagation. 
Caufride,  who  could'ft  fo  well  in  rhyme  complain 
The  death  of  Richard  with  an  arrow  flain, 
Why  had  not  I  thy  Mufe,  or  thou  my  heart. 
To  fing  this  heavy  dirge  with  equal  art ! 
That  I  like  thee  on  Friday  might  complain  ; 
3?or  on  that  day  was  Coeur  de  Lion  flain. 

Not  louder  cries,  when  Ilium  was  in  flames, 
Were  fent  to  heaven  by  woful  Tpojan  dames, 
When    Pyrrhus   tofs'd  on   high    his  burnifli'd") 
blade,  / 

And  offer'd  Priam  to  his  father's  fliade,  T 

Than  for  the  cock  the  widow'd  poultry  made.  J 
^'air  Partlet  firft,  when  he  was  borne  from  fight. 
With    fovereign    fliricks,    bewail'd    her   captive 

knight  : 
IFar  louder  than  the  Carthaginian  wife. 
When  Afdrubal  her  hufband  loft  his  life, 
When  fhc  beheld  the  Imouldering  flames  afcend. 
And  all  the  Punic  glories  at  an  end  : 
Willing  into  the  fires  flic  plung'd  her  head. 
With  greater  cafe  than  others  feck  their  bed. 
!Not  more  aghaft  the  matrons  of  renown. 
When  tyrant  Nero  burn'd  th'  Imperial  town, 
Khriek'd  for  the  downfal  in  a  doleful  cry, 
i'or  which  their  guiltlcfs  lords  were  dooni'd  to  die. 

Now  to  my  ftory  I  return  again  : 
The  trembling  widow,  and  her  daughters  twain, 
'i'his  woful  cackling  cry  with  horror  heard, 
Of  thofc  diCtradled  damfels  in  the  yard  ; 
And  ftarting  up  beheld  the  heavy  fight, 
How  Reynard  to  the  foreft  took  his  flight, 
And  crofs  his  back,  as  in  triumphant  fcorn, 
'J'hc  hope  and  pillar  of  the  houl'c  was  borne. 

The  iox,  the  wicked  fox,  was  all  the  cry  ; 
Out  from  his  houfc  ran  every  neighbour  nigh ; 


The  vicar  firft,  and  after  him  the  crew 
With  forks  and  ftaves,  the  felon  to  purfue. 
Ran  Coll  our  dog,  and  Talbot  with  the  band. 
And  Malkin,  with  her  diftaff"in  her  hand; 
Ran  cow  and  calf,  and  family  of  hogs, 
In  panic  horror  of  purfuing  dogs  ;  ■ 

With  many  a  deadly  grunt  and  doleful  fqueafe,       \ 
Poor  fvvinc,  as  if  their  pretty  hearts  would  brcai:. 
The  fliouts  of  men,  the  women  in  difniay. 
With  flirieks  augment  the  torror  of  the  day. 
The  ducks  that  heard  the  proclamation  cry'd. 
And  fear'd  a  perfecution  might  betide. 
Full  twenty  mile  from  town  their  voyage  take, 
Obfcure  in  ruflies  of  the  liquid  lake. 
The  geefe  fly  o'er  the  barn  ;  the  bees  in  arms 
Drive  headlong  from  their  waKen  ceils  in  fwarms. 
Jack  Straw  at  London-ftone,  with  all  his  rout, 
Struck  not  the  city  with  fo  loud  a  fhout ; 
Not  when  with  Englifli  hate  they  did  purfue 
A  Frenchman,  or  an  unbelieving  Jew  : 
Not  when  the  welkin  rung  with  one  and  all ;    "^ 
And  echoes  bounded  back  from  Fox's  hall :         / 
Earth  feeni'd  to  fink  beneath,  and  heaven  above  T 
to  fall.  3 

With  might  and  main  they  chac'd  the  murder- 
ous fox, 
With  brazen  trumpets,  and  inflated  box. 
To  kindle  M<vs  with  military  founds. 
Nor  wanted  horns  t'  infpire  fagacious  hounds. 

But  fee  how  Fortune  can  confound  the  wife. 
And,  when  they  leaft  expedl  it,  turn  the  dice. 
The  captive    cock,    who  fcarce  could  draw  hi* 

breath. 
And  lay  within  the  very  jaws  of  death; 
Yet  in  this  agony  his  fancy  wrought, 
And  fear  fupply'd  him  with  this  happy  thought: 
Your's  is  the  prize,  victorious  prince,  faid  he. 
The  vicar  my  defeat,  and  all  the  village  fee. 
Enjoy  your  friendly  fortune  while  you  may, 
Atid  bid  the  churl-^  that  envy  you  the  prey 
Call  back  their  niungril  curs,  and  ceafe  theirs 

See,  fools,  the  Ihelter  of  the  wood  is  nigh,  ( 

And  Chanticleer  in  your  defpight  fliall  die,        J 
He  fliall  be  pluuk'd  and  eaten  to  the  bone. 

'Tis  well  advis'd,  in  faith  it  fliall  be  done ; 
This  Reynard  faid  :  but,  as  the  word  he  fpoke, 
The  priloner  with  a  fpring  from  prifon  broke  : 
Then   ftrctch'd   his   fcather'd   fans   with   all  his 

might. 
And  to  the  neighbouring  maple  wing'd  his  flight ; 

Whom  when  the  traitor  fufe  on  tree  beheld. 
He  curs'd  the  Gods,  with  fliame  and  forrow  fiU'd; 
Shame  for  his  folly,  forrow  out  of  time. 
For  plotting  an  unprofitable  crime  ; 
Yet,  maftcring  both,  th'  artificer  of  lies 
Renews  th'alfault,  and  his  laft  battery  tries. 

Though  I,  faid  he,  did  ne'er  in  thought  offend. 
How  julUy  may  my  lord  fufped;  his  friend  ! 
Th'  appearance  is  agaiiift  me,  I  confefs. 
Who  feemingly  have  put  you  in  dilirefs  : 
You,  if  your  goodnefs  does  not  plead  my  caufe, 
May  think  1  broke  all  hofpitable  laws, 
To  bear  you  from  your  palace-yard  by  might, 
And  put  your  nobk  pcrloa  in  »  fright : 
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This,  fincc  you  take  it  ill,  I  muft  repent. 
Though,  heaven  can  witnefs,  with  no  bad  intent : 
I  praflis'd  it,  to  make  you  tafte  your  cheer 
With  double  pleafure,  firft  prepar'd  by  fear. 
So  loyal  fubjedts  often  feize  their  prince,  "\ 

Forc'd  (for  his  good)  to  feeming  violence,  / 

Yet  mean  his  facred  perfon  not  the  leaft  oirT 
fence.  ^ 

pefcend ;  fo  help  me  Jove  as  you  fliall  find 
That  Reynard  conies  of  no  diffembling  kind. 

Nay,  quoth  the  cock  ;  but  I  befhrew  us  both. 
If  I  believe  a  faint  upon  his  oath  : 
An  honeft;  man  may  take  a  knave's  advice. 
But  idiots  only  may  be  cozen'd  twice  : 
Once  warn'd  is  well  bewar'd ;  not  flattering  lies  "> 
fjhall  footh  me  more  to  fing  with  winking  eyes,  > 
And  open  mouth,  for  fear  of  catching  flies.  j 

Who  blindfold  walks  upon  a  river's  brim. 
When  he  (hould  fee,  has  he  dcferv'd  to  fwim  ? 
Better,  fir  cock,  let  all  contention  ceafe, 
€«oie  down,  faid  Reynard,  let  us  treat  of  peace. 


A  peace  with  all  my  foul,  faid  Chanticleer ; 
But,  with  your  favour,  I  will  treat  it  here  : 
And,  left  the  truce  with  treafon  ihould  be  mixt, 
*Tis  my  concern  to  have  the  tree  betwixt. 


THE  MORAL. 

In  this  plain  fable  you  th'  efiFeft  may  fee 
Of  negligence,  and  fond  credulity  ; 
And  learn  befides  of  flatterers  to  beware. 
Then  moft  pernicious  when  they  fpeak  too  fair. 
The  cock  and  fox,  the  fool  and  knave  imply; 
The  truth  is  moral,  though  rhe  tale  a  lie. 
Who  fpoke  in  parables,  I  dare  not  fay  ; 
But  fure  he  knew  it  was  a  pleafing  way, 
Sound  fenfe,  by  plain  example,  to  convey. 
And  in  a  heathen  author  we  may  find, 
That  pleafure  with  inftrucftion  Ihould  be  join'd 
So  take  the  corn,  and  leave  the  cbaff  behiad. 
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OR, 


THE  LADY  IN  THE  ARBOUR. 


A     VISION. 


Now  turning  from  the  winteiY  Ggns,  the  fun 
His  courfe  exalted  through  the  Ram  had  run, 
And,  whirling  up  the  flcies,  his  chariot  drove 
Through  Taurus  and  the  lightfonie  realms  of  love  ; 
"Where  Venus  from  her  orb  defcends  in  fhowers, 
To  glad  the  ground,  and  paint  the  fields  with 

flowers  : 
When  firft  the  tender  blades  of  grafs  appear,      ") 
And  buds,  that  yet  the  blaft  of  Eurus  fear,  / 

Stand  at  the  door  of  life,  and  doubt  to  clothe  f" 
the  year  :  j 

Till  gentle  heat,  and  foft  repeated  rains, 
Make  the  green  blood  to  dance  within  their  veins: 
Then,  at  their  call  emboldcn'd,  out  they  come, 
And  fwell  the  germs,  and  burft  the  narrow  room  ; 
Broader  and  broader  yet,  their  blooms  difplay. 
Salute  the  welcome  I'un,  and  entertain  the  day. 
Then  from  their  breathing  fouls  fhe  I'weets  repair. 
To  fcent  the  fkics,  and  purge  th'  unwholfome  air  : 
Joy  fpreads  the  heart,  and,  with  a  general  fong. 
Spring  ilTucs  out,  and  leads  the  jolly  months  along. 

In  that  fweet  feafon,  as  in  bed  I  lay, 
And  fought  in  fleep  to  pafs  the  night  away, 
I  turn'd  my  weary 'd  fide,  but  ftill  in  vain. 
Though  full  of  youthful  health,  and  void  of  pain  : 


Cares  I  had  none,  to  keep  me  from  my  reft, 
For  love  had  never  enter'd  in  my  breaft ; 
I  wanted  nothing  fortune  could  fupply. 
Nor  did  ftie  flumber  till  that  hour  deny. 
I  wonder'd  then,  but  after  found  it  true, 
Much  joy  had  dry'd  away  the  balmy  dew  : 
Seas  would  be  pools,  without  the  brufliing  air,  T 
To  curl  the  waves  :  and  fure  fome  little  care        f 
Should  weary    nature    fo,   to  make  her  wantt 
repair.  j 

When  Chanticleer  the  fecond  watch  had  fung. 
Scorning  the  fcorner  flccp,  from  bed  I  fprung  ; 
And,  drefllng,  by  the  moon,  in  loofe  array, 
Pafs'd  out  in  open  air,  preventing  day,      [way 
And  fought  a   goodly  grove,  as  fancy  led  my 
Straight  as  a  line  in  beauteous  order  flood 
Of  oaks  unfhorn  a  venerable  wood ; 
Frcfti  was  the  grafs  beneath,  and  every  tree 
At  diftance  planted  in  a  due  degree, 
I'heir  branching  arms  in  air  with  equal  fpace 
Stretch'd  to  their  neighbours  with  a  long  embrace 
And  the  new  leaves  on  every  bough  were  feen, 
Some  ruddy  colour'd,  fome  of  lighter  green. 
The  painted  birds,  companions  of  the  fpring. 
Hopping  from  fpray  to  fpray,  were  heard  to  fing. 
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Both  eyes  and  ears  receiv'd  a  like  delight. 
Enchanting  mnfic,  and  a  charming  fight. 
On  Philomel  I  fijf'd  my  whole  defire  ; 
And  liften'd  for  the  queen  of  all  the  quire ; 
Fain  would  I  hear  her  heavenly  voice  to  fing ; 
And  wanted  yet  an  omen  to  the  fpring. 

Attending  long  in  vain,  I  took  the  way, 
Which  through  a  path  but  fcarcely  printed  lay ; 
In  narrow  mazes  oft  it  feem'd  to  meet, 
And  look'd  as  lightly  prefs'd  by  fairy  feet. 
Wandering  I  walk'd  alone,  for  ftill  methought 
To   fome    ftrange    end    fo   ftrange   a   path  was 

wrought : 
At  laft  it  led  me  where  an  arbour  ftood, 
The  facred  receptacle  of  the  wood  :  [green, 

This  place  unmark'd,   though  oft  I  walk'd  the 
In  all  my  progrefs  I  had  never  feen : 
And,  feiz'd  at  once  with  wonder  and  delight, 
Gaz'd  all  around  me,  new  to  the  tranfporting 

•   fight. 
*Twa9  bench'd  with  turf,  and  goodly  to  be  feenj 
The  thick  young  grafs  arofe  in  freftier  green  : 
The  mound  was  newly  made,  no  fight  could  pafs 
Betwixt  the  nice  partitions  of  the  grafs ; 
The  well-united  fods  fo  clofely  lay; 
And  all  around  the  fhades  defended  it  from  day  ; 
Tor  fycamores  with  eglantine  were  fpread, 
A  hedge  about  the  fides,  a  covering  over  head. 
And  fo  the  fragrant  brier  was  wove  between, 
The  fycamore    and    flowers   were    mix'd    with 

green, 
That  nature  feem'd  to  vary  the  delight ; 
And  fatisfy'd  at  once  the  fmell  and  fight. 
The  matter  workman  of  the  bower  was  known 
Through  fairy-lands,  and  built  for  Oberon  ; 
Who  twining  leaves  with  fuch  proportion  drew, 
They  rofe  by  meafure,  and  by  rule  they  grew ; 
No  mortal  tongue  can  half  the  beauty  tell : 
For  none  but  hands  divine  could  work  fo  well. 
Both  roof  and  fides  were  like  a  parlour  made, 
A  foft  recefe,  and  a  cool  fummer  fhade  ; 
The  hedge  was  fet  fo  thick,  no  foreign  eye 
The  perfons  plac'd  within  it  could  efpy  : 
But  all  that  pafs'd  without,  with  eafe  was  feen, 
As  if  nor  fence  nor  tree  was  phc'd  between. 
'Twas  border'd  with  a  field ;  and  fome  was  plain 
With  grafs,  and  fome  was  fow'd  with  rifing  grain. 
That   (now  the  dew   with  fpangles  deck'd  the 

ground) 
A  fweeter  fpot  of  earth  was  never  found. 
I  look'd  and  look'd,  and  flill  with  new  delight ; 
Such  joy  my  foul,  fuch  pleafures  fiU'd  my  fight : 
And  the  frefh  eglantine  exhal'd  a  breath, 
Whofe  odours  were  of  power  to  raife  from  death. 
Nor  fullen  dlfcontent,  nor  anxious  care, 
Ev'n  though  brought  thither,  could  inhabit  there  : 
But  thence  they  fled  as  from  their  mortal  foe ; 
For  this  fweet  place  could  only  plcafure  know. 

Thus  as  I  mus'd,  I  caft  afide  my  eye. 
And  faw  a  medlar-tree  was  planted  nigh. 
The  fpreading  branches  made  a  goodly  fiiow, 
And  full  of  opening  blooms  was  every  bough : 
A  goldfinch  there  I  faw  with  gawdy  pride 
Of  paioted  plumes,  that  hopp'd  from  lide  to  fide, 


Still  pecking  as  (he  pafs'd ;  and  ftill  fhe  drew 
The  fweets  from  every  flower,  and  fuck'd  the 

dew: 
Suflic'd  at  length,  (he  warbled  in  her  throat, 
And  tun'd  her  voice  to  many  a  merry  note. 
But  indrftindl,  andneither  fweet  nor  clear, 
Yet  fuch  as  footh'd  ray  foul,  and  pleas'd  my  ear. 

Her  fliort  performance  was  no  fooner  try'd, 
When  fhe  I  fought,  the  nightingale,  reply'd  : 
So  fweet,  fo  fiirill,  fo  varioufly  Ihe  fung. 
That  the  grove  echoed,  and  the  valleys  rung  : 
And  I  fo  ravifh'd  with  her  heavenly  note, 
I  flood  intranc'd,  and  had  no  room  for  thought, 
But,  all  o'er-power'd  with  ecftacy  of  blifs, 
Was  in  a  pleafing  dream  of  paradife  ; 
At  length  I  wak'd,  and,  looking  round  the  bower, 
Search'd  every  tree,  and  pry'd  on  every  flower, 
If  any  where  by  chance  I  might  efpy, 
The  rural  poet  of  the  melody  : 
For  fl:ill  methought  fhe  fung  not  far  away  : 
At  laft  I  found  her  on  a  laurel  fpray. 
Clofe  by  my  fide  Ihe  fat,  and  fair  in  fight. 
Full  in  a  line  againft  her  oppofite  ; 
Where  ftood  with  eglantine  the  laurel  twin'd  ; 
And  both  their  native  fweets  were  well  conjoin'd. 

On  the  green  bank  I  fat,  and  liften'd  long 
(Sitting  was  more  convenient  for  the  fong)  : 
Nor  till  her  lay  was  ended  could  I  move. 
But  wifli'd  to  dwell  for  ever  in  the  grove. 
Only  methought  the  time  too  fwiftly  pafs'd. 
And  every  note  I  fear'd  would  be  the  laft. 
My  fight,  and  fmeU,  and  hearing,  were  employ'd. 
And  all  three  fenfes  in  full  guft  enjoy'd. 
And  what  alone  did  aU  the  reft  furpafs. 
The  fweet  pofleflion  of  the  fairy  place ; 
Single,  and  confcious  to  myfelf  alone 
Of  pleafures  to  ih'  excluded  world  unknown  : 
Pleafures  which  no  where  elfe  were  to  be  found, 
And  ail  Elyfium  in  a  fpot  of  ground. 

Thus  while  I  fat  intent  to  fee  and  hear. 
And  drew  perfumes  of  more  than  vital  air, 
All  fuddenly  I  heard  th'  approaching  found 
Of  vocal  mufic,  on  th'inchanted  ground  : 
An  hoft  of  faints  it  feem'd,  fo  full  the  quire ;      "y 
As  if  the  blefs'd  above  did  all  confpire  C- 

To  join  their  voices,  and  negledl  the  lyre.  j 

At  length  there  iflued  from  the  grove  behind 
A  fair  aflembly  of  the  female  kind  : 
A  train  lefs  fair,  as  ancient  fathers  tell, 
Seduc'd  the  fons  of  heaven  to  rebel. 
I  pafs  their  form,  and  every  charming  grace, 
Lefs  than  an  angel  would  their  worth  debafe  : 
But  their  attire,  like  liveries  of  a  kind 
All  rich  and  rare,  is  frelh  within  my  mind. 
In  velvet  white  as  fnow  the  troop  was  gown'd, 
The  feams  with  fparkling  emeralds  fet  around  : 
Their  hoods  and  fleeves  the  fame ;  and  purflcd  o'er 
With  diamonds,  pearls,  and  all  the  fliining  ftorc 
Of  eaftern  pomp :  their  long  defcending  train. 
With  rubies  cdg'd,  and  fappbires,  fwept  the  plain: 
High  on  their  heads,  with  jewels  richly  fet, 
Each  lady  wore  a  radiant  coronet. 
Beneath  the  circles,  all  the  quire  was  grac'd 
With  c.haplet*  green  on  their  fair  foreheads  plac'd. 
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Of  laurel  fome,  of  woodbine  many  more  ; 
And  wreaths  of  Ap;nus  caftus  others  bore  : 
Thefe  laft,  who  with  thofe  virgin  crowns  were 

drefs'd, 
Appear'd  in  higher  honour  than  the  reft. 
They  danc'd  around  :  but  in  the  midft  wasfeen"! 
A  lady  of  a  more  majeftic  mien  ;  f 

jBy  ftature  and  by  beauty  mark'd  their  fove-  f 
reign  queen.  J 

She  in  the  midft  began  with  fober  grace ; 
Her  fervant's  eyes  were  fix'd  upon  her  face. 
And,  as  flie  mov'd  or  turn'd,  her  motions  view'd, 
Her  meafures  kept,  and  ftep  by  ftep  purfued. 
Methought   fhe  trod   the   ground   with   greater 

grace. 
With  more  of  godhead  (hining  in  her  face  ; 
And  as  in  beauty  flie  furpafs'd  the  quire, 
So,  nobler  than  the  reft,  was  her  attire. 
A  crown  of  ruddy  gold  inclos'd  her  brow. 
Plain  without  pomp,  and  rich  without  a  ftiow: 
A  branch  of  Agnus  caftus  in  her  hand 
She  bore  aloft  (her  fceptre  of  command)  : 
Admir'd,  ador'd  by  all  the  circling  crowd. 
For  wherefoe'er  (he  turn'd  her  face,  they  bow'd  : 
And  as  ftie  danc'd,  a  roundelay  flie  fung, 
In  honour  of  the  laurel,  ever  young  : 
She  rais'd  her  voice  on  high,  and  fung  fo  clear,  ~% 
The  fawns  came  fcudding  from  the  groves  to  / 
hear :  C 

And  all  the  bending  foreft  lent  an  ear.  J 

At  every  clofe  fhe  made,  th'  attending  throng 
Reply 'd,  and  bore  the  burden  of  the  fong  : 
So  juft,  fo  fmall,  yet  in  fo  fweet  a  note, 
It  feem'd  the  mufic  melted  in  the  throat. 

Thus  dancing  on,  and  (inging  as  they  danc'd, 
They  to  the  middle  of  the  mead  advanc'd. 
Till  round  my  arbour  a  new  ring  they  made. 
And  footed  it  about  the  fccret  fliade. 
O'erjoy'd  to  fee  the  jolly  troop  fo  near, 
33ut  fomewhat  aw'd,  I  ftiook  with  holy  fear; 
"Yet  not  fo  much,  but  that  I  noted  well 
Who  did  the  moft  in  long  or  dance  excel. 

Not  long  I  had  obferv'd,  when  from  afar 
1  heard  a  fudden  fymphony  of  war ; 
The  neighing  courfers,  and  the  fokliers  cry, 
And  founding  trumps  th:it  feem'd  to  tear  the  fky : 
1  faw  foon  after  thi.',  behind  the  grove 
rrnm  whence  the  ladies  did  in  order  move, 
Come  iffuing  out  in  arms  a  warrior  train, 
'I'hat  like  a  deluge  pour'd  upon  the  plain  : 
On  barbed  fteeds  they  rode  in  proud  array, 
Thick  a*,  the  college  of  the  bees  in  May, 
When  fwcuming  o'er  the  dulky  fields  they  fly, 
New  to  the  flowers,  and  intercept  the  flcy. 
So  fierce  they  drove,  their  courfers  were  fo  fleet, 
That  the  turf  trembled  underneath  their  feet. 

To  tell  their  coftly  furnitore  were  long, 
Thefummcr's  day  would  end  before  the  fong  : 
To  purchafe  !)ut  the  tenth  of  all  their  ftore. 
Would  make  the  mighty  I'erfian  monarch  poor. 
Yet  what  I  can,  I  will;  before  the  reft 
'i'hc  trumpets  ifl^ued  in  white  mantles  drefs'd  : 
A  minur'jus  troop,  and  all  their  heads  around 
With  chaplets  green  of  ccrrial-oak  were  croyvn'd, 
And  at  cuch  uumfet  was  a  banner  bound; 


Which  waving  in  the  wind  difpIayM  tit  large 
Their  mafter's  coat  of  arms,  and  knightly  chargCo 
Broad  were  the  banners,  and  of  fnowy  hue, 
A  purer  web  the  filk-worm  never  drew. 
The  chief  about  their  necks  the  fcutcheons  wore. 
With  orient  pearls  and  jewels  powder'd  o'er  : 
Broad  were  their  collars  too,  and  every  one 
Was  fet  about  with  many  a  coftly  ftone. 
Next  thefe  of  kings  at  arms  a  goodly  train 
In  proud  array  came  prancing  o'er  the  plain: 
Their  cloaks  were  cloth  of  filver  mix'd  with  gold. 
Add  garlands  green  around  their  temples  roU'd  : 
Rich  crowns  were  on  their  royal  fcutcheons  plac'd. 
With  fapphires,  diamonds,  and  with  rubies  grac'd  i 
And  as  the  trumpets  their  appearance  made, 
So  thefe  in  habits  were  alike  array 'd  ; 
But  with  a  pace  more  fober,  and  more  flow; 
And  twenty,  rank  in  rank,  they  rode  a  row. 
The  purfuivants  came  next,  in  number  more  ; 
And  like  the  heralds  each  his  fcutcheon  bore  ; 
Clad  in  white  velvet  all  their  troop  they  led, 
With  each  an  oaken  chaplet  on  his  head. 

Nine  royal  knights  in  equal  rank  fucceed. 
Each  warrior  mounted  on  a  fiery  fteed  : 
In  golden  armour  glories  to  behold ; 
The  rivets  of  their  arms  were  nail'd  with  gold. 
Their  furcoats  of  white  ermin  fur  were  made. 
With  cloth  of  gold  between,  that  caft  a  glittering 

fljade ; 
The  trappings  of  their  fteeds  were  of  the  fame ; 
The  golden  fringe  ev'n  fet  the  ground  on  flame. 
And  drew  a  precious  trail :  a  crown  divine 
Of  laurel  did  about  their  temples  twine. 

Three  henchmen  were  for  every  knight  aflSgn'd| 
All  in  rich  livery  clad,  and  of  a  kind : 
White  velvet,  but  unfliorn,  for  cloaks  they  wore, 
And  each  within  his  hand  a  truncheon  bore ; 
The  foremoft  held  a  helm  of  rare  device  ; 
A  prince's  ran<bm  would  not  pay  the  price. 
The  fecond  bore  the  buckler  of  his  knight, 
The  third  of  cornel-wood  a  fpear  upright. 
Headed  with  piercing  fteel,  and  polifh'd  bright. 
I, ike  to  their  lords  their  equipage  was  feen. 
And  all  their  foreheads  crown'd  with  garlandu 

green.  [fliield, 

And  after  thefe  came,   arm'd  with  fpear  and 
An  h(>ft  fo  great,  as  cover'd  all  the  field. 
And  all  their  foreheads,  like  the  knights  before. 
With  laurels  ever  green  were  fliaded  o'er, 
Or  oak,  or  orher  leaves  of  lafting  kind. 
Tenacious  of  the  ftem,and  firm  againft  the  wind. 
Some  in  their  hand»,  befide  the  lance  and  fliield. 
The  boughs  of  woodbine  or  of  hawthorn  held,        ] 
Or  branches  for  their  myftic  emblems  took, 
Of  palm,  of  laurel,  or  of  cerrial  oak. 
Thus  marching  to  the  trumpet's  lofty  found,      "> 
Drawn   in   two    lines    adverfe    they    wheel'd  C 

around,  C 

And  in  the  middle  meadow  took  their  ground.  J^ 
Among  themfclves  the  turncy  they  divide, 
In  equal  fquadrons  rang'd  on  cither  fide, 
'i'hen  turn'd  their  horles  heads,  and  man  to  man. 
And  fteed  to  fteed  oppos'd,  the  jufts  began. 
They  lightly  fet  their  lances  in  the  reft. 
And,  at  the  fign,  againft  each  other  prefs'd : 
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l^hey  met.     I  fitting  at  my  eafe  beheld 
The  mix'd  events,  and  fortunes  of  the  field. 
Some  broke  their  fpears,  fome  tumbled  horfe  and 

man, 
And  round  the  field  the  lightened  courfers  ran. 
An  hour  and  more,  like  tides,  in  equal  fway 
They  rufh'd,  and  won  by  turns,  and  loft  the  day  : 
At  length  the  nine  (who  fl;ill  together  held)       "^ 
Their  fainting  foes  to  fhamefnl  fight  conipeird,  > 
And  with  refiftlcfs  force  o'er-ran  the  field.  j 

Thus,  to  their  fame,  when  finifti'd  was  the  fight, 
The  vigors  from  their  lofty  fleeds  alight : 
Like  them  difmounted  all  the  warlike  train. 
And  two  by  two  proceeded  o'er  the  plain  : 
Till  to  the  fair  alTembly  they  advanc'd, 
Who  near  the  fecrct  arbour  fung  and  danc'd. 

The  ladies  left  their  meafures  at  the  fight,      ~\ 
"To  meet  the  chiefs  returning  from  the  fight,     f 
And  each  with  open  arms  embrac'd  her  chofenT 
knight.  J 

Amid  the  plain  a  fpreading  laurel  ftood. 
The  grace  and  ornament  of  all  the  wood  : 
That  pleaflng  fliade  they  fought,  a  foft  retreat 
from  fudden  April  ihowers,  a  fhelter  from  the 

heat : 
Her  leafy  arms  wich  fuch  extent  were  fpread, 
So  near  the  clouds  was  her  afpiring  head. 
That  hofts  of  birds,  that  wing  the  liquid  air, 
Perch'd  in  the  boughs,  had  nightly  lodging  there: 
And  flocks  of  fheep  beneath  the  fhade  from  far 
Might  hear  the  rattling  hail,  and  wintery  war; 
From  Heaven's  inclemency  here  found  retreat, 
Enjoy'd  the  cool,  and  fhunn'd  the  fcorching  heat : 
A  hundred  knights  might  there  at  eafe  abide; 
And  every  knight  a  lady  by  his  fide  : 
The  trunk  itfelf  fuch  odours  did  bequeath. 
That  a  Moluccan  breeze  to  thcfe  was  common 

breath. 
The  lords  and  ladies  here,  approaching,  paid       ^ 
Their  homage,  with  a  low  obcifance  made  :         > 
And  feem'd  to  venerate  the  facred  fliade.  j 

Thefe  rites  performed,  their  pleafures  they  purfue. 
With  fong  of  love,  and  mix  with  pleafure;s  new  ; 
AToiind  the  holy  tree  their  dance  they  frame, 
And  every  champion  leads  his  chofen  dame. 

I  call  my  fight  upon  the  farther  field,. 
And- a  frefli  objeft  of  delight  beheld  : 
For  from  the  region  of  the  Weft  I  heard 
!New  mufic  found,  and  a  new  troop  appear 'd ; 
Of  knights,  and  ladies  mix'd,  a  joliy  band. 
But  all  on  foot  they  march'd,  and  hand  in  hand. 

The  ladies  drefs'd  in  rich  fyniars  were  feen    "X 
Of  Florence  fattin,  fiower'd  with  white  andf 
green,  C 

And  for  a  fhade  betwixt  the  bloomy  grldelin.     j 
The  borders  of  their  petticoats  below 
Were  guarded  thick  with  rubies  on  a  row; 
And  eveiT^  damfel  wore  upon  her  head 
Of  flowers  a  garland  blended  white  and  red. 
Attir'd  in  mantles  all  the  knights  were  feen. 
That  gratify'd  the  view  with  cheerful  green  ; 
Their  chaplets  of  their  ladies  colours  were, 
Conipos'd  of  white  and  red,  to  fliade  their  fliining 
hair. 


Before  the  merry  troop  the  mlnftrels  play'd ; 
All  in  their  mafter's  liveries  were  array'd. 
And  clad  in  green,  and  on  their  temples  wore 
The  chaplets  white  and  red  their  ladies  bore. 
Their  inftruments  were  various  in  their  kind. 
Some  for  the  bow,  and  fome  for  breathing  wind : 
The  fawtry,  pipe,  and  hautboy's  noify  band, 
And  the  foft  lute  trembling  beneath  the  touching^ 

hand. 
A  tuft  of  daifies  on  a  flowery  lay 
They  faw,  and  thitherward  they  bent  their  way  j. 
To   this  both  knights  and  dames  their  homage- 
made, 
And  due  obeifance  to  the  daify  paid. 
And  then  the  band  of  flutes  began  to  play. 
To  which  a  lady  fung  a  virelay  : 
And  ftill  at  every  clofe  fhe  would  repeat 
The  burden  of  the  fong,  "  The  daify  is  fo  fweet." 
The  daify  is  fo  fweet,  when  fhe  begun. 
The  troop  of  knights  and  dames  continued  on. 
The  concert  and  the  voice  fo  charm'd  my  ear. 
And  footh'd  my  foul,  that  it  was  heaven  to  hear; 

But  foon  their  pleafure  pafs'd  :  at  noon  of  day^ 
The  fun  with  fultry  beams  began  to  play  : 
Not  birius  fhoots  a  fiercer  flame  from  high. 
When  with  his  poifonous  breath  he  blafts  the  fky^ 
Then  droou'd  the  fading  flowers  (their  beauty  "v 
fled')  Q 

And  clos'd  their  Cckly  eyes,  and  hung  the  head ;  C 
And,  rivel'd  up  with  heat, lay  dying  in  their  bed. 3 
The  ladies  gafp'd,  and  fcarcely  could  refpire ; 
The  breath  they  drew,  no  longer  air,  but  fire  ; 
The  fainty  knights  were  fcorch'd ;  and  knew  net 

where 
To  run  for  flielter,  for  no  fhade  was  near ; 
And  after  this  the  gathering  clouds  amain 
Pour'd  down  a  ftorm  of  rattling  hail  and  rain  : 
And   lightning    flafli'd   betwixt  :    the   field   an(? 

flowers. 
Burnt  up  before,  were  buried  in  the  fhowers. 
The  ladies  and  the  knights,  no  flielter  nigh. 
Bare  to  the  weather  and  the  wintery  Iky, 
Were  dropping  wet,  difconfolate,  and  wan, 
And  through  their  thin  array  receiv'd  the  rain  • 
While  thofe  in  white  protedled  by  the  tree    [frec» 
Saw  pafs  in  vain  th'  aflault,  and  ftood  from  danger- 
But  as  compaffion  mov'd  their  gentle  minds, 
When  ceas'd  the  ftorm,  and  Clent  were  the  winds, 
Difpleas'd  at  v/hat,  not  fuffering,  they  had  feen. 
They  went  to  cheer  the  fadion  of  the  green  : 
The  queen  in  white  array,  before  her  band. 
Saluting,  took  her  rival  by  the  hand  ; 
So  did  the  knights  and  dames,, with  courtly  grac^ 
And  with  behaviour  fweet  their  foes  embrace. 
Then  thus  the  queen  with  laurel  on  her  brow. 
Fair  fifter,  I  ha  'e  fuffer'd  in  your  woe; 
Nor  ftiall  be  wanting  aught  within  my  power 
For  your  relief  in  my  refr^fhing  bower. 
That  other  anfwer'd  with  a  lowly  look. 
And  foon  the  gracious  invitation  took  : 
For  ill  at  eafe  both  (he  and  all  her  train 
The  fcorching  fun  had  borne,  and  beating  rain. 
Like  courtefy  was  us'd  by  all  in  white,      [knight.» 
Each  dame  a  dame  receiv'd,  and  every  knight  a. 
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The  laurel  champions  with  their  fwords  invade 
The  neighbouring  forefts,  where  the  jufts  were 

made, 
And  ferewood  from  the  rotten  hedge?  took, 
And  feeds  of  latent  fire  from  flints  provoke  : 
A  cheerful  blaze  arol'e,  and  by  the  tire         [attire. 
They  warm'd  their  frozen  feet,  and  dry'd  their  wet 
Refrclh'd  with  iieat,  the  ladies  fought  around 
For  virtuous  herb',  which  gather'd  from  the  ground 
They  fqueez'd  the  juke,   and  cooling  ointment 
made,  [fkins  they  laid  : 

Which  on  their  fun-burnt  cheel;^,  and  their  chap't 
Then  fought  green  falads, which  they  bade  them  eat, 
A  fovereijcn  remedy  for  inward  hear. 

The  lady  of  the  leaf  ordain'd  a  feaft, 
And  made  the  lady  of  the  flower  her  gueft  : 
When  lo,  a  bower  afcended  on  the  plain,      [train. 
With  fudden   feats  ordain'd,  and  laige  for  either 
This  bower  was  near  my  pleafant  arbour  plac'd. 
That  I  could  hear  and  fee  whatever  pafs'd  : 
The  ladies  fat  with  each  a  knight  between, 
Diftingiiifli'd  by  their  colours,  white  and  green  ; 
The  vanquifh'd  party  with  tlie  vidors  join'd, 
Nor  wanted  fweet  d^icourfe,  the  banquet  of  the 

mind. 
Mean  time  the  minftrels  play'd  on  either  fide. 
Vain  of  their  art,  and  for  the  maftery  vy'd  : 
The  fweet  contention  lafled  for  an  hour, 
And  reach'd  my  fecret  arbour  from  the  bower. 

The  fun  was  fet ;  and  Vefper,  to  fupply 
His  abfent  beams,  had  lighted  up  the  fky  : 
When  Philrmel  officious  all  the  day 
To  fing  the  fcrvice  of  th'  enfuing  May, 
Fled  from  her  laurel  fiiade,  and  wing'd  her  flight 
Diredlly  to  the  queen  array'd  in  white  : 
And  hopping  fat  familiar  on  her  hand, 
A  new  mufician,  and  increas'd  the  band. 

The  goldfinch,  who,  to  fhun  the  fcalding  heat. 
Had  chanjt'd  the  medlar  for  a  faferfeat, 
And  hid  in  buihes  'fcap'd  the  bitter  Ihowcr, 
Now  perch'd  upon  the  lady  of  the  flower ; 
And  cither  fongfter  holding  out  their  throats. 
And  folding  up  their  wings,  rentw'd  their  notes  : 
As  if  all  day,  preluding  to  the  fight. 
They  only  had  rchears'd,  to  fing  by  night : 
The  banquet  endtd,  and  the  battle  done, 
They  danc'd  by  ftar-light  and  the  friendly  moon  : 
And  when  they  were  to  part,  the  laureat  queen 
Supply'd  with  ftceds  the  lady  of  the  green. 
Her  and  her  train  conduifling  on  the  way, 
The  moon  to  follow,  and  avoid  the  day. 
This  when  I  faw,  inquifuive  to  know 
The  fecret  moral  of  the  myfl.ic  flicw, 
I  flarted  from  my  fliade,  in  hopes  to  find 
Some  nymph  to  fatisfy  my  longing  mind  : 
And  as  my  fair  adventure  fell,  I  found 
A  lady  all  in  white,  with  laurel  crown'd, 
Who  clos'd  the  rear,  and  foftly  pac'd  along, 
Repeating  to  herfelf  the  Ibrmer  fong. 
Wir*i  due  rcfpedt  my  borfy  I  inclin'd, 
As  to  fome  being  of  fuperior  kind. 
And  made  my  court  according  to  the  day, 
Wiflung  her  queen  and  her  a  happy  May. 
Great  tlianks,  my  daughter,  with  a  gracious  bow, 
She  faid ;  an j  I,  whu  much  dellr'd  to  k^ow 


Of  whence  fhe  was,  yet  fearful  how  to  break 
My  mind,  adventur'd  humbly  thus  to  fpeak  : 
Madam,  might  I  prefume  and  not  ofTend, 
So  may  the  ftars  and  (hining  moon  attend 
Your  nightly  fports,  as  you  vouchfafe  to  tell       ") 
What  nymphs  they  were  who   mortal  forms/ 
excel,  [fowell.r 

And  what  the  knights  vvjio  fought  in  lifted  fieldsj 
To  this  the  dame  reply'd  :  Fair  daughter,  kpow, 
That  what  you  faw  was  all  a  fairy  (how  : 
And  all  thofe  airy  fhapes  you  now  behold. 
Were  human  bodies  once,  and  cloth'd  with  earthly 

mold, 
Our  fouls,  not  yet  prepar'd  for  upper  !ight. 
Till  doomfday  wander  in  the  fhades  of  night ; 
This  only  holiday  of  all  the  year. 
We  privileg'd  in  fimfhine  may  appear  : 
With  fongs  and  dance  we  celebrate  the  day. 
And  with  due  honours  u (her  in  the  May. 
At  other  times  we  reign  by  night  alone, 
And  porting  through  the  fkies  purfue  the  moon  : 
But  when  the  morn  arifes,  none  are  f  >und  ; 
For  cruel  Demogorgon  walks  the  round. 
And  if  he  finds  a  fairy  lag^  in  light, 
He   drives   the   wretch    before,   and   lafhes    into 
night. 
All  courteous  are  by  kind;  and  ever  proud 
With  friendly  offices  to  h'  Ip  the  good. 
In  every  land  we  have  a  larger  fpace 
Than  what  is  known  to  you  of  mortal  race  : 
Where  yve  with  green  adorn  our  fairy  bowers. 
And  ev'n  this  grove,  unfeen  before,  is  ours. 
Know  farther  ;  every  lady  cloth'd  in  white, 
And,  crown'd  with  oak  and  laurel  every  knight, 
Are  fervants  to  the  kaf,  by  liveries  known 
Of  innocence  ;  and  I  myfcif  am  one. 
Saw  you  not  her  fo  graceful  to  behold 
In  white  attire,  and  crown'd  with  radiant  gold  ? 
The  fovereign  lady  of  our  land  is  fhe, 
Diana  call'd,  the  queen  of  chaflity  : 
And,  for  the  fpotleis  name  of  maid  fhe  bears. 
That  Agnus  caftus  in  her  hand  appears  ; 
And  all  her  train,  with  leafy  chaplets  crown'd, 
Were  for  unblain'd  virginity  renown'd  ; 
But  thofe  the  chief  and  highefl  in  command 
Who  bear  thofe  holy  branches  in  their  hand  : 
The  knights   adorn'd  with  laurel  crowns  are") 
they,  f 

Whom  death  nor  danger  never  could  difmay,     C 
Viiflorious  names,  who  made  the  world  obey  :    J 
Who,  while  they  liv'd,  in  deeds  of  arms  cxcell'd, 
And  after  death  for  deities  were  held. 
But  thofe,  who  wear  the  woodbine  on  their  brow. 
Were  knights  of  love,  who  never  broke  their  vow; 
Firm  to  their  [lighted  faith,  and  ever  free 
From  fears,  and  fickle  chance,  and  jealoufy. 
The  lords  and  ladies,  who  the  woodbine  bear, 
As  true  as  Triftram  and  Ifotta  were. 

But  what  arc  thofe,  laid  I,  th'  unconquer'd  nine. 
Who  crown'd  with  iaurcl-wrcaths  in  golden  ar- 
mour fhinc  .' 
And  who  che  knights  in  green,  and  what  the  train 
Of  ladies  drcfs'd  with  dailies  on  the  plain  ^ 
Why  both  the  bands  in  worlhip  difagree. 
And  fume  adore  the  flower,  and  fome  the  tree  ? 
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Juft  is  your  fuif,  fair  daughter,  faid  the  dame  : 
Thofe  laurel'd  chiefs  were  men  of  mighty  fame  ; 
Nine  worthies  were  they  call'd  of  different  rites. 
Three  Jews,  three   Pagans,  and  three  Chriflian 

knights. 
Thefe,  as  you  fee,  ride  forcmoft  in  the  field,       "i 
As  they  the  foreniofl  rank  of  honour  held,  > 

And  all  in  deeds  of  chivalry  exceil'd  :  j 

Their   temples   wreath'd  with   leaves,   that   flill 

renew  ; 
For  deathlefs  laurel  is  the  vi61:or's  due  : 
Who  bear  the  bows  were  knights  in  Arthur's  reign. 
Twelve  they,  and  twelve  the  peers  of  Charlemain  : 
For  bows  the  flrength  of  brawny  arms  imply, 
Emblems  of  valour  and  of  viiSlory. 
Behold  an  order  yet  of  newer  date, 
Doubling  their  number,  equal  in  their  ftate  ; 
Our  England's  ornament,  the  crown's  defence, 
In  battle  brave,  protestors  of  their  prince  : 
Unchanji'd  by  fortune,  to  their  fovereign  true. 
For  which  their  manly  legs  are  bound  with  blue. 
Thefc   of  the  garter  call'd,  of  faith  unftain'd,     "^ 
In  fighting  fields  the  laurel  have  obtain'd,  > 

And  well  repaid  the  honours  which  they  gain'd.  j 
The  laurel  wreaths  were  firft  by  Caefar  worn. 
And  flill  they  Cxfar's  fucceffors  adorn  : 
One  leaf  of  this  is  immortality. 
And  more  of  worth  than  all  the  world  can  buy. 

One  doubt  remains,  faid  I,  the  dames  in  green. 
What  were  their  qualities,  and  who  their  queen  ? 
Flora   commands,    faid   fhe,    thofe    nymphs   and 

knights. 
Who  liv'd  in  flothful  eafe  and  loofe  delights ; 
Who  never  aifts  of  honour  durft  purfue. 
The  men  inglorious  knights,  the  ladies  all  untrue  : 
Who,  nurs'd  in  idlenefs,  and  train'd  in  courts, 
Pafs'd  all  their  precious  hours  in  plays  and  fports, 
Till  death  behind  came  ftalking  on,  unfeen. 
And  wither'd    (like  the  florm)  the  freftinefs  of 

their  green. 
Thefe,  and  their  mates,  enjoy  their  prefent  hour. 
And  therefore  pay  their  homage  to  the  flower. 
But  knights  in  knightly  deeds  Ihould  perfeverCj^ 
And  ftill  continue  what  at  firft  they  were ;  > 

Continue,  and  proceed  in  honour's  fair  career,   j 
No  room  for  cowardice,  or  dull  delay ; 
From  good  to  better  they  fhould  urge  their  way. 


For  this  with  golden  fpurs  the  chiefs  are  grac'd. 
With  pointed  rowels  arm'd  to  mend  their  hafte  ; 
For   this  with   lafting  leaves  their  brows  are  "J 

bound ;  f 

For  laurel  is  the  fign  of  labour  crown'd,  [ground;  C 
Which  bears  the  bitter  blaft,  nor  fliaken  falls  to  j 
From  winter  winds  it  fufiers  no  decay. 
For  ever  frefh  and  fair,  and  every  month  is  May. 
Ev'n  when  the  vital  fap  retreats  below, 
Ev'n  when  the  hoary  head  is  hid  in  fnow ; 
The  life  is  in  the  leaf,  and  flill  between 
The  fits  of  falling  fnow  appears  the  flreaky  green. 
Not  fo  the  flower,  which  lafls  for  little  fpace, 
A  Ihort-liv'd  good,  and  an  uncertain  grace  ; 
This  way  and  that  the  feeble  lleni  is  driven, 
Weak  to  fullain  the  florms  and  injuries  of  heaven. 
Propp'd  by  the  fpring,  it  lifts  aloft  the  head, 
But  of  a  fickly  beauty,  foon  to  fhed ; 
In  fummer  living,  and  in  winter  dead. 
For  things  of  tender  kind,  for  pleafure  made, 
Shoot  up  with  fwift  increafe,  and  fudden  are  de- 

cay'd. 
With  humble  words,  the  wifefl  I  could  frame, 
And  proffer'd  fervice,  I  repaid  the  dame  ; 
That,  of  her  grace,  fhe  gave  her  maid  to  know 
The  fecret  meaning  of  this  moral  {how. 
And  Ihc,  to  prove  what  profit  I  had  made 
Of  myftic  truth,  in  fables  firfl  convey'd. 
Demanded  till  the  next  returning  May, 
Whether  the  leaf  or  flower  I  wculd  olsey  ? 
1  chofe  the  leaf ;  fhe  fmil'd  with  fober  cheer, 
And  wilh'd  me  fair  adventure  for  the  year. 
And  gave  me  charms  and  figils,  for  defence 
Againft  ill  tongues  that  fcandal  innocence : 
But  I,  faid  file,  my  fellows  muft  purfue, 
Already  pafl  the  plain,  and  out  of  view. 

We  parted  thus;  I  homeward  fped  my  way,  "% 
Bewilder'd  in  the  wood  till  dawn  of  day:  ( 

And  met  the  merry  crew  who  danc'd  about  the  C 

May.  J 

Then  late  rcfrefh'd  with  fleep,  1  rofe  to  write 
The  viiionary  vigils  of  the  night : 
Elufli,  as  thou  niay'ft,  my  little  book,  with  Iham^, 
Nor  hope  with  homely  verfe  to  purchafe  fame  ; 
For  fuch  my  Maker  chofe  :   and  fo  defign'd 
Thy  fimplc  ftyle  to  fuit  thy  lowly  kind. 
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In  days  of  old,  when  Arthur  fiU'd  the  throne, 
Wiiofe    ads    and    fame   to    foreign    lands    wfrc 

blown ; 
The  king  of  elfs  and  little  fairy  queen 
Gambol'd  on  heaths,  and  danc'd  on  every  green  ; 
And  where  the  jolly  troop  had  led  the  round. 
The    grafs    unbidden    rofe,    and     mark'd     the 

ground  : 
Nor  darkling  did  they  glance,  the  filver  light     ") 
Of  Phoebe  ferv'd  to  guide  their  fleps  aright,        / 
And,  with  their  tripping  pleas'd,  prolong  the  f 

night.  J 

Her  beams  the;,  foil 'w'd.where  at  full  Iheplay'd,"! 
J>Jor  longer  than  fhe  flied  her  horns  they  ftay'd,/ 
Trom  thence  v/ith  airy  flight  to  foreign  lands  T 

convcy'd.  J 

Above  the  reft  our  Britain  held  they  dear,  ") 
]Morc  folemnly  they  kept  their  Sabbaths  here,  / 
And  made  more  fpaciuus  rings,  and  rcvel'd  half  T 

the  year.  J 

1  fpeak  of  ancient  time?,  for  now  the  fwain  "j 
Returning  late  may  pafs  the  woods  in  vain,  C 
And  never  hope  to  fee  the  nightly  train  :  j 

In  vain  the  dairy  now  with  mint  is  drefa'd,  ") 
The  dairy-maid  expcds  no  fuiry  gueft,  S 

To  fkim  the  bowls,  and  after  pay  the  fcaft.  j 

She  fighs,  and  fhakcs  her  empty  (hoes  in  vain, 
^0  filver  penny  to  reword  her  pain  : 


For  priefls,  with  prayers  and  other  goodly  geer, 

Hive  made  the  merry  goblins  difappcar ; 

And    where    they    play'd    their    merry    pranks 

before. 
Have  fprinkkd  h^sly  water  on  the  floor  : 
And  friars  that  through  the  wealthy  regions  run. 
Thick  as  the  motes  that  twinkle  in  the  fun, 
Refort  to  farmers  rich,  and  blefs  their  halls, 
And  cxercife  the  beds,  and  crofs  the  walls : 
This  makes  the  fairy  quires  forfake  the  place. 
When    once    'tis    haliow'd    with    the    rites 


of 


leen,^ 

s,  for  SuiiJay'J 

is  text ;  r 

girl  betwixt. 3 


grace ; 
But  in  the  walks  where  wicked  elves  have  been, 
The  learning  of  the  parilh  now  is  feen, 
The  midnight  parfon  polling  o'er  the  green 
With  gown  tuck'd   up,  to  wakes,  for  Sunday 

next. 
With  humming  ale  encouraging  his 
Nor  wants  the  holy  leer  to  country 
From  fiends  and  imps  he  fcts  the  village  free. 
There  haunts  not  any  incubus  but  he. 
The  maids  and  women  need  no  danger  fear 
To  walk  by  night,  and  fandity  lo  near  : 
For  by  fomc  haycock,  or  fome  fhady  thorn. 
He  bids  his  beads  both  even  fong  and  morn. 

It  fo  befel  in  this  king  Arth\ir's  leign, 
A  lully  knight  was  pricking  o'er  the  plain  ; 
A  bachelor  he  was,  and  of  the  courtly  train. 
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Tt  happen'd,  as  he  r-iJe,  a  damfel  gay 

In  rulL't  robes  to  market  took  her  way  : 

Soon  on  the  girl  he  caft  an  amorous  eye, 

So   ftraiglit   fhe    walk'd,    and    on    her   pafterns 

iiigh  : 
If  feeing  her  behind  he  lik'd  her  pace, 
Now  turning  fliort,  he  better  likes  her  face. 
He  lights  in  hafte,  and,  full  of  yonthiu!  fire, 
By  force  accomplifh'd  his  obfcene  defire  : 
This  done,  away  he  rode,  not  unefpy'd. 
For  fvvarming  at  his  back  the  country  cry'd  : 
And  once  in  view  they  never  loft  the  fight. 
But  feiz'd,    and  pinion'd  brought    to   court  the 

knight. 
Then  courts  of  kings  were  held  in  high  re- 
nown, 
Ere  made  the  common  brothels  of  the  town  ; 
There,  virgins  honourable  vows  receiv'd. 
But  chafte  as  maids  in  monaftcries  liv'd  : 
The  king  hinifelf,  to  nuptial  ties  a  Have, 
No  bad  example  to  his  poets  gave  : 
And  they,  not  bad,  but  in  a  vicious  age, 
Had  not,  to  pleafe  the  prince,  debauch'd  the  fVage. 
Now  what  fhould  Arthur  do .''  He  lov'd  the 

knight, 
But  fovereijrn  monarchs  are  the  fource  of  right : 
Mov'd  by  the  danifcl's  tears  and  common  cry, 
He  doom'd  the  brutal  ravilher  to  die. 
But  fair  Geneura  rofe  in  his  defence, 
And  pray'd  fo  hard  for  mercy  from  the  prince, 
That  to  his  queen  the  king  th'  offender  gave, 
And  left  it  in  her  power  to  kill  or  fave  : 
This  gracious  adl  the  ladies  all  approve,* 
Who   thought   it  much   a   man    ihould    die   for 

love  ; 
And  with  their  miftrefs  join'd  in  clofe  debate     -j 
(Covering     their     kindnefs     with    diiTembkd/. 

hate),  <" 

If  not  to  free  him,  to  prolong  his  fate.  j 

At  lafl  agreed  they  call'd  him  by  confent 
Before  the  queen  and  female  parliament. 
And  the  fair  fpeaker  rifing  from  the  chair, 
Did  thus  the  judgment  of  the  houfe  declare. 

Sir  knight,  though  I  have  aik'd  thy  life,  yet 

flill 
Thy  deftiny  depends  upon  my  will : 
Nor  haft  thou  other  furety  than  the  grace 
Not  due  to  thee  from  our  offended  race. 
But  as  our  kind  is  of  a  fofter  mold. 
And  cannot  blood  without  a  figh  behold, 
I  grant  thee  life  ;  referving  ftill  the  power 
To  take  the  forfeit  when  I  fee  my  hour  : 
Unlefs  thy  anfwer  to  my  next  demand 
Shall  fet  thee  free  from  our  avenging  hand. 
The  queflion,  whofe  folution  I  require. 
Is,  What  the  fex  of  women  moft  defire  ? 
In  this  difpute  thy  judges  are  at  ftrife  ; 
Beware ;  for  on  thy  wit  depends  thy  life. 
Yet  (left,  furpris'd,  unknowing  what  to  fay, 
Thou  damn  thyfelf)  we  give  thee  farther  day  : 
A  year  is  thine  to  wander  at  thy  will ; 
And  learu  from  others,  if  thou  want'ft  thelkill. 
But,  not  to  hold  our  proffer  turn'd  in  fcorn, 
Good  fureties  will  we  have  for  thy  retiirn ; 


That  at  the  time  prefix'd  thou  ilialt  obey. 
And  at  thy  pledge's  peril  keep  thy  day. 

Woe    was    the    kuight    at    this   fevere   com- 
mand; 
But  well  he  knew  'twas  bootlefs  to  vvithftand : 
The  terms  accepted  as  the  fair  ordain, 
He  put  in  bail  for  his  return  again. 
And  promis'd  anfwer  at  the  day  affign'd, 
The   beft,    with    heaven's    afliftance,    he    could 

find. 
His  leave  thus  taken,  on  his  way  he  went 
With  heavy  heart,  and  full  oF  difcontent, 
Mifdoubting  much,  and  fearful  of  th'  event. 
'  Pwas  hard  the  truth  of  fuch  a  point  to  find, 
As  was  not  yet  agreed  among  the  kind. 
Thus  on  he  went ;  ftill  anxious  more  and  more, 
Aflc'd  all  he  met,  and  knock'd  at  every  door  ; 
inquir'd  of  men  ;  but  made  his  chief  requeft 
To   learn    from    women   what    they    lov'd    the 

beft. 
They  anfwer'd  each  according  to  her  mind 
To  pleafe  herfelf,  not  all  the  female  hind. 
One  was  for  wealth,  another  was  for  place  : 
Crones,  old  and  ugly,  wifti'd  a  better  face. 
The  widow's  wifli  was  oftentimes  to  wed  ; 
The  wanton  maids  were  all  for  fport  a-bed. 
Some  faid  the  fex  were  pleas'd  with  handfome 

lies, 
And  fome  grofs  flattery  lov'd  without  difguife  : 
Truth  is,  fays  one,  he  feldom  fails  to  win 
Who  ffatters  well ;  for  that's  our  darling  fin  ; 
But  long  attendance,  and  a  du'eous  mind. 
Will  work  ev'n  with  the  wifeft  of  the  kind. 
One  thought  the  fex's  prime  felioity 
Was  from  the  bonds  of  wedlock  to  be  free  : 
Their   pleafures,   hours,    and    aiftions,    all   their 

own. 
And  uneontrol'd  to  give  account  to  none. 
Some  wilh  a  hufband  fool ;  but  fuch  are  curd, 
Fi-r  fools  perverfe  of  hufbands  are  the  worft  : 
All  women  would  be  counted  chafte  ajid  wife. 
Nor  fhould  our  fpoufes  fee,  but  with  ®ur  eyes; 
For  fools  will  prate ;  and  though  they  want  the 

wit 
To  find  clofe  faults,  yet  open  blots  will  hit  ; 
'I'hough    better    for    their    eafe    to    hold   their 

tongue. 
For  woman-kind  was  never  in  the  wrong. 
So'  noife  enfues,  and  quarrels  laft  for  life ; 
The  wife  abhors  the  fool,  the  fool  the  wife. 
And  fome  men  fay  that  great  delight  have  we. 
To  be  for  truth  extoll'd,  and  fecrecy : 
And  conftant  in  one  purpofe  ftill  to  dwell ; 
And  not  our  hufbands  counfels  to  reveal. 
But  that's  a  fable  :  for  our  fex  is  frail, 
Inventing  rather  than  not  tell  a  tale. 
Like  leaky  fieves  no  I'ecrets  we  can  hold  : 
Witnefs  the  famous  tale  that  Ovid  told. 

Midas  the  kiag,  as  in  his  book  appears. 
By  Phoebus  was  endow'd  with  afs's  ears. 
Which  under  his  long  locks  he  well  conceal'd, 
(As  monarchs  vices  niuft  no:  be  reveal'd) 
For  fear  the  people  have  them  in  the  wind. 
Who  long  ago  were  neither  dumb  nor  blind.  1 
E.  ij 
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Nor  apt  to  think  from  hfavcn  their  title  fprings, 
Since  Jove  and  Mars  l.ft  ofl"  begetting  kings. 
'I'his  Midas  knew  :  and  durft  communicate 
To  none  but  to  his  wife  his  cars  of  ftate  : 
One  muft  be  trufted,  and  he  thought  "her  fit. 
As  pafling  prudent,  and  a  parlous  wit. 
To  this  fugacious  confcITur  he  went. 
And  told  her  what  a  gift  the  Gods  had  fcnt  : 
But  told  it  under  matrimonial  fcal. 
With  (Irick  injun(riion  nevLT  to  reveal. 
The  fecret  heard,  fhe  phghted  him  her  troth, 
(And  facred  fure  is  every  woman's  oath) 
The  reyal  malady  fliould  reft  unknown, 
Both  for  her  hulbund's  honour  and  her  own  ; 
But  ne'erthelefs  fhe  pin'd  with  difcontent ; 
The  counfel  rumbled  till  it  found  a  vent. 
The  thing  fhe  knew  flic  was  oblig'd  to  liide  ;      "^ 
]3y  interell  and  by  oath  the  wife  was  ty'd  j    '       ^ 
But  if  file  tc!d  it  not,  the  woman  dy'd.  J 

J.oth  to  betray  a  hufband  and  a  prince,  ") 

But  fhe  nuia  burft,   or  blab;  and  no  pretence  V 
Of  honour  i»'d  her  tongue  from  felf-dc fence.      _) 
A  marihy  ground  comuiodit.ufly  was  near. 
Thither  Ihe  ran,  and  held  her  breath  for  fear, 
Leil  if  a  word  flie  fpoke  of  any  thiiig, 
That  word  might  be  the  fecret  of  the  king. 
Thus  full  of  counfel  to  the  fen  flie  went, 
Grip'd  all  the  way,  and  longing  for  a  vent ; 
Arriv'd,  by  pure  neceffity  compcll'd. 
On  her  majcftic  marrow-bones  flie  kneel'd  : 
Then  to  the  water's  brink  iTie  laid  her  head, 
And,  as  a  bictour  bumps  within  a  reed, 
To  thee  alone,  O  lake,  fhe  faid,  I  tell, 
(And,    as    thy   qu-.en,    conmiand   thee   to    con- 
ceal) : 
Benca'h  his  locks  the  king  my  hufhand  wears 
A  goodly  royal  pair  of  afs's  ears. 
Now  1  have  eas'ii  my  bofom  of  the  pain, 
Till  the  next  longing  fit  return  again. 

Thus  through  a  woman  was  the  fecret  known  ; 
Tell  us,  and  iti  cff:&.  you  tell  the  town. 
But  to  my  talc  :  The  knight  with  heavy  cheer. 
Wandering    in    vain,    had    now    confum'd    the 

year  : 
One  day  was  only  left  to  folve  the  doubt. 
Yet  knew  no  more  than  when  he  firft  fet  out. 
But  home  he  muft,  arid,  as  th'  award  had  been, 
Yield  up  his  body  captive  to  the  queen. 
In  this  defpairing  ftate  he  hapt  to  ride. 
As  fortune  led  him,  by  a  forell  fide  : 
Lonely  the  vale,  and  full  of  horror  flood. 
Brown  with  the  Hiade  of  a  religious  wood  : 
When  full  before  Iiim  at  the  noon  of  iiighr, 
(The  moon  w  is  up,  and  ftiot  a  glcamy  light) 
He  faw  a  quire  of  ladies  ia  a  round, 
'I'hat  featly  fooling  fcem'd  to  Ikini  the  ground  : 
Thus    dancing    hand    in    hand,    fo    light    they 

were, 
He  knew  not  where  they  trod,  on  eartii  or  air. 
At  fpeed  he  drove,  and  came  a  fudden  guefl,     T 
In  hope  where  many  women  were,  at  h  all,         V 
Some  one  by  chance  might  aiifwer  his  rcqueft.   j 
But  faftcr  than  his  hoife  the  ladies  flew. 
And  in  a  Uice  were  vanifli'd  oat  of  view. 


One  only  hag  remain'd  :   out  fouler  far 
Than  grandame  apes  in  Indian  forefts  are  ; 
Againil;  a  wither'd  oak  fhe  lean'd  her  weight,    '\ 
Propp'd  on  her  triifty  ftaff,  not  half  upright,       f 
And    dropp'd    an    aukward    court'fy    to    thef* 

knight.  3 

Then  faid,  what  makes  you.  Sir,  fo  late  abroad 
Without  a  guide,  and  this  no  beaten  road  ? 
Or  want  you  aught  that  here  you  hope  to  find. 
Or  travel  for  fome  trouble  in  your  mind  ? 
The  lad  I  guefs ;  and  if  I  read  aright, 
Thofe  of  our  fexare  bound  to  fsrve  a  knight; 
Perhaps  good  counfel  may  your  grief  afTuage, 
Then  tell  your  pain  ;  for  wif.iom  is  in  age. 

To  this  the  knight :  Good  mother,  would  you 

know 
The  fecret  caufe  anJ  fpnng  of  all  my  woe  ? 
My  life  muft  with  to-morrow's  light  expire, 
Unlcfs  I  tell  what  women  moft  defire. 
Now  could  you  help  me  at  this  hard  efTay, 
Or  for  your  inborn  goodnefs,  or  for  pay  ; 
Yours  is  my  life,  redeem'd  by  your  advice, 
Alk  what  you  pleafe,  and  1  will  pay  the  price  : 
The  proudeft  kerchief  of  the  court  ftiall  reft 
Well  fatisfy'd  of  wliat  they  love  the  beft. 
Plight  me  thy  faith,  quoth  flie,  that  what  I  aik, 
Thy  danger  over,  and  perform'd  thy  taflc. 
That  thou  fhalt  give  for  hire  of  thy  demand  ; 
Here  take  thy  oath,  and  feal  it  on  my  hand  ; 
I  warrant  thee,  on  peril  of  my  life. 
Thy  words  fhall  pleafe  both  widow,  maid,  and 

wife. 
More* words   there   needed   not  to  move  the 

knight, 
To  take  her  offer,  and  his  trutli  to  plight. 
With  that  fhe  fpread  a  mantle  on  the  ground. 
And,  firft  inquiring  whither  he  was  bound. 
Bade  him  net  fear,  though  long  and  rough  the 

way, 
At  court  he  (hould  arrive  e'er  break  of  day  ; 
His  horle  Ihould  find  the  way  without  a  guide 
She  faid  :   with  fury  they  began  to  ride. 
He  on  the  midft,  the  beldam  at  his  fide, 
The  hnrfe,  what  devil  drove  1  cannot  tell. 
But  only  this,  they  fped  their  journey  well  : 
And  all  the  way  the  crone  inform'd  the  knight, 
How  he  fhould  anfwer  the  demand  aright. 

To  court  they  came  ;   the  news  was  quickly 

fpread 
Of  his  returning  to  redeem  hi';  head. 
The  female  fenate  v^'as  afTemWed  foon 
With  all  the  mob  of  -A-omen  <  f  the  town  : 
The  queen  fate  lord  chief  juilicc  of  the  hall. 
And  bade  the  crier  cite  the  criminal. 
The  knight  appear'd  ;  and  filcncc  they  proclaim  : 
'I'hcn  firft  the  culprit  anfwer'd  to  his  name  : 
And,  after  forms  of  law,  was  laft  requir'd 
To  name  the  thing  that  women  moft  defir'J. 
'I'll'  ofTender,  taught  his  lefl'on  by  the  way, 
And  by  his  counfel  order'd  what  to  fay. 
Thus  bold  began  :   ]\1y  lady  liege,  faid  he. 
What  all  your  lex  dclire  is  fovereignty. 
The  wife  afllifls  her  hufband  to  command  ; 
All  mull  be  ha's,  both  money,  houfc,  and  land. 
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llie  mains  are  miflrcffes  c-v'n  in  their  name ; 
And  of  their  fervants  full  doniiniciij  claim. 
This,  at  the  peril  of  my  head,  I  fay,  "^ 

A  blunt  plain  truth,  the  fex  afpires  to  fway,        > 
You  to  rule  all,  while  we,  like  flaves,  obey.         J 
There  was  not  one,  or  wijciw,  maid,  or  v/ife, 
But  faid  the  knight  had  well  dtferv'd  his  Lfe. 
Ev'n  fair  Geneura,  with  a  blufh,  confefs'd 
The  roan  had  found  what  women  love  the  beft. 
Up    ftarts    the   beldam,    who    was   there    un- 
feen  : 
And,  rev.rence  made,  accofled  thus  the  queen. 
My  liege,  faid  llie,  before  the  court  arifc. 
May  I,  poor  wretch,  find  favour  in  your  eyes, 
To  grant  my  juft  reqnt-ft  :   'twas  I  who  taught 
The  kuight  this  anfvver,  and  infpir'd  his  thought. 
None  but  a  woman  could  a  man  diredt 
To  tell  us  women,  what  we  mofl  afFed:. 
But  firft  I  fwore  him  on  his  knightly  troth, 
(And  here  demand  performance  of  liis  oath) 
i"o  grant  the  boon  tliat  next  I  Hiculd  defire  ; 
He  gave  his  faith,  and  I  expect  my  hire  : 
My  promife  is  fulfiU'd  :  I  fav'd  his  life. 
And  claim  his  debt,  to  take  me  for  his  wife. 
The  knight  was  afk'd,  nor  could  his  oath  deny. 
But  hcp'd   they  would   not  force  him  to  com- 

p'y- 

The  women,  who  would  rather  wreft  the  laws, 
Than  let  a  fifterrplaintifFlofe  the  caiife, 
(As  judges  on  the  bench  more  gracious  are. 
And  more  attcnt,  to  brothers  of  the  bar) 
Cry'd   one   and   all,    the   fuppliant   fh(juld   have 

right. 
And  to  the  grandame  hag  adjudg'd  the  knight. 
In  vain  he  figh'd,  and  oft  with  tears  dcllr'd. 
Some  reafonable  fuit  mighc  be  requii'd. 
But  flill  the  crone  was  conftant  to  her  note  : 
I'he  more  he  fpcke,  the  more  fhe  fbretch'd  her 

throat. 
In  vain  he  proffer'd  all  his  goods,  to  fave 
His  body  deflin'd  to  that  living  grave. 
The  liquoriih  hag  rejeAs  the  pelf  with  fcorn  ; 
And  nothing  but  the  man  would  ferve  her  turn. 
Not  all  the  wealth  of  Eaflern  Icings,  faid  flie, 
Have  power  to  part  rny  plighted  love  and  me ; 
And,  old  and  ugly  as  I  am,  and  poor. 
Yet  never  will  I  break  the  faith  I  fwore ; 
For  mine  thou  art  by  promife,  during  life. 
And  [  thy  loving  and  obedient  wife. 

My  love  !  nay  rather  my  damnation  thou, 
Said  he  :  nor  am  I  bound  to  keep  my  vow  ; 
The  fiend  thy  fire  hath  fet  thee  from  below, 
EUe  how  couldft  thou  myfecret  foirows  know  ? 
Avaunt,  old  witch,  for  I  renounce  thy  bed  :        T 
The  queen  may  take  the  forfeit  of  my  head,        C 
Ere  any  of  my  race  I'o  foul  a  crone  fhall  wed.     j 
Both  heard,   the   judge   pronounc'd    againft  the 

knight ; 
So  was  he  marry'd  in  his  own  defpite  : 
And  ail  day  after  hid  him  as  an  owl. 
Not  able  to  fuftain  a  fight  fo  foul. 
Perhaps  the  reader  thinks  I  do  him  wrong, 
To  pafs  the  marriage  feaft  and  nuptial  fong  ; 
Mirth  there  was  none,  the  man  was  a-lj-nort, 
And  little  courage  had  to  make  his  court. 
X 


ifli'd  predeccflbr  faw,  '1 

1  become  this  man  of  ftraw  ;   f 
1,  ycQ  might  have  'fcap'd  the  l" 


To  bed  they   went,    the    bridegroom   and  the 

bride  : 
Was  never  fuch  an  ill-pair'd  couple  ty'd  : 
Rcftlefs  he  tofs'd,  and  tumbled  to  and  fro. 
And  roU'd  and  wriggled  further  off  for  woe. 
The  good  old  wife  lay  fmiling  by  his  fide, 
And   caught   him   in   her    quivering    arms,   and 

cry'd. 
When  you  my  ravifli'd  predeccffor  faw. 
You  were  not  then 
Had  you  been  fuch, 

law. 
Is  this  the  cuftom  of  king  Arthur's  court  ? 
Are  all  round-table  knights  of  fuch  a  fort  ? 
Remember  I  am  (he  who  fav'd  your  life. 
Your  loving,  lawful,  and  complying  wife  : 
Not  thus  you  fwore  in  your  unhappy  hour, 
Nor  I  for  this  return  emp'.dy'd  my  power. 
In  time  of  need,  I  was  your  faithful  friend  ; 
Nor  did  I  fince,  nor  ever  will,  offend. 
Believe  me,  my  lov'd  lord,  'tis  much  unkind  ; 
What  fury  has  pcffefs'd  your  altcr'd  mind  ? 
Thus  on  my  wedding  night  without  pretence^ 
Come  turn  this  v.ay,  dr  tell  me  my  offence. 
If  not  your  wife,  let  refeToii's  rule  perfuade  ; 
Name    but    my    fault,    atjiends   ^fhall    focn    be 

made.  ''.■.,  '    '',' '    ' 

Amends !  nay  that's  !tnp|lfi'AW^^a1(J  he  ; 
What  change  of  ag^^cfrHi'^irneis  can  be  ? 
Or,  could  Medea's  Vrta^ic^nieiidthy  face, 
Thou  art  defcended  frbili'fomcan  a  race. 
That  never  kuight  'Wis  iJAtch'd  with 

grace. 
,What  wonder,  madam,  if  I  m.ove  my  fide, 
When,  if  I  turn,  I  turn  to  fuch  a  bride  ? 
And  is  this  all  that  troubles  you  fo  fore  ? 
And  what  the  devil  couUl'fl  thou  wifli  mc  more  ? 
Ah,  Bcnedecite,  reply'd  the  crone  : 
Then  canfe  of  juft  complaining  have  you  none. 
The  remedy  to  tliis  were  foon  apply'd, 
Would  you  be  like  the  bridegrom  to  the  bride  : 
But,  for  you  fay  a  long  defcended  race. 
And    weal"h,     and    dignity,    and    power,    and 

place. 
Make  gcntleinen,  and  that  your  high  degree 
Is  much  difparag'd  to  be  match'd  v/Ith  me  ; 
Know  this,  my  lord,  nobility  of  blood 
Is  but  a  glittering  and  fallacious  good  : 
The  nobleman  is  he  whofe  noble  mind 
Is  fill'd  with  inborn  worth,  unborrow'd  from  his 

kind. 
The  king  of  heaven  was  in  a  manger  laid  ; 
And  took  his  earth  but  from  an  humble  maid  ; 
Then  what  can  birth,  or  mortal  men,  bellow  .' 
Since  floods  no  higher  than  their  fountahis  flow. 
We,  who  for  name  and  empty  honour  flrive, 
Our  true  nobility  from  him  derive. 
Your  anceftors,  who  puflF  your  mind  with  pride, 
And  vaft  eftates  to  mighty  titles  ty'd. 
Did  not  your  honour,  but  their  own,  advance  j 
For  virtue  comes  not  by  inheritance. 
If  you  tialineate  from  your  father's  mind. 
What  are  ycu  elfe  but  of  a  baflard  kind  ? 
Do,  as  your  groat  progenitors  have  done, 
Aod  by  thsii-  virtues  prove  y«urftlf  thei;-  Tea. 
K.  iij 
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No  father  can  infufe  or  wit  or  grace  ; 

A  mother  comes  acrofs,  and  mars  the  race. 

A  grandfire  or  a  grandame  taints  the  blood  ; 

And  feldom  three  defcents  continue  good. 

Were  virtue  by  defccnt,  a  noble  name 

Could  never  villanize  his  father's  fame  : 

But,  as  the  firil,  the  laft  of  all  the  line 

Would  like  the  fun  even  in  dcfcending  fhine ; 

Take  fire,  and  bear  it  to  the  darkeft  houfe. 

Betwixt  king  Arthur's  court  and  Caucafus; 

If  you  depart,  the  flame  fhall  flill  remain, 

And  the  bright  blaze  enlighten  all  the  plain  : 

Kor,  till  the  fuel  perifh,  can  decay. 

By  nature  form'd  on  things  combuftible  to  prey. 

Such  is  not  man,  who,  mixing  better  feed 

With  worfe,  begets  a  bafe  degenerate  breed  : 

"^rhe  bad  corrupts  the  good,  and  leaves  behind 

No  trace  of  all  the  great  begetter's  mind. 

The  father  finks  within  his  fon,  we  fee, 

And  often  rifes  in  the  third  degree ; 

If  better  luck  a  better  mother  give, 

Chance  gave  ur  being,  and  by  chance  we  live. 

Such  as  our  atoms  were,  even  fuch  are  we, 

Or  call  it  chance,  or  flrong  ncctfTity  : 

Thus   loaded  with  dead    weight,   the   wi! 

free. 
And  thus  it  needs  muft  be  :  for  feed  conjoin'd 
J>ets  into  nature's  work  th'  imperfedl  kind  ; 
But  fire,  th'  enlivener  of  the  general  frame, 
Is  one,  its  operation  flill  the  fame. 
Its  principle  is  in  itfelf  :  while,  ours 
Works,     as    confederates     war,     with    mingled 

powers ; 
Or  man  or  woman,  whichfoevtr  fails  : 
And,  oft,  the  vigour  of  the  wovfe  prevails. 
j^Ether  with  fulphur  blended  alters  hue. 
And  cafls  a  duflcy  gleam  of  Sodom  blue. 
Thus,  in  a  brute,  their  ancient  honour  ends, 
And  the  fair  mermaid  in  a  fifh  defcends  : 
The  line  is  gone  ;  no  longer  duke  or  earl ;  . 
But,  by  hinifi.lf  degraded,  turns  a  churl. 
Nobility  of  blood  is  but  renown  *^ 

Of  thy  great  fathers  by  their  virtue  known,  ( 

And  a  long  trail  of  light,  to  thee  delccnding  ( 
down.  ^ 

If  in  thy  fmoke  it  ends,  their  glories  fliine  ; 
Eut  infamy  and  villanage  are  thine. 
Then  what  I  faid  before  is  plainly  fhowM, 
The  true  nobility  proceeds  from  God  : 
Nor  left  us  by  inheritance,  but  given 
By  bounty  of  our  (lars,  and  grace  of  heaven. 
Thus  from  a  captive  Servius  Tullius  rofe. 
Whom  for  his  virtues  the  firft  Romans  chofe  : 
Fabricius  from  their  walls  rcpell'd  the  foe, 
Whofc  noble  hands  had  cxercis'd  the  plough. 
From   hence,    my    lord   and   love,    1    thus   con- 
clude, 
That  though  my  homely  anceflors  were  rude, 
Mean  as  1  am,  yet  I  may  have  the  grace 
To  make  you  father  of  a  generous  race  : 
And  noble  then  am  I,  when  I  begin. 
In  virtue  tlo-Ji'd,  to  caft  the  rags  of  fin. 
If  poverty  be  my  upbraided  crime, 
And  you  believe  in  Heaven,  there  was  a  time 


When  He,  the  great  controller  of  our  fate, 
Deign'd  to  be  man,  and  liv'd  in  low  eftate  : 
Which  he  who  had  the  world  at  his  difpofe. 
If  poverty  were  vice,  would  never  choofc. 
Philofophers  have  faid,  and  poets  fing. 
That  a  glad  poverty's  an  honeft  thing. 
Cnntcnt  is  wealth,  the  riches  of  the  mind  ; 
And  hajipy  he  who  can  that  treaTure  find. 
But  the  bafe  mifer  flarves  amidft  his  {lore,  "y 

Broods  on  his  gold,  and,  griping  ftill  at  more,     ^- 
Sits  fadly  pining,  and  believes  he's  poor.  J 

The  ragged  beggar,  though  he  want  relief. 
Has  not  to  lofe,  and  fings  before  the  thief. 
Want  is  a  bitter  and  a  hateful  good, 
Becaufc  its  virtues  are  not  underflood  : 
Yet  many  things,  impoflible  to  thought, 
Have  been  by  need  to  full  perfedlion  broughi:  : 
The  daring  of  the  foul  proceeds  from  thence, 
Sii,irpnefs  of  wit, and  adlive  diligence; 
Prudence  at  once,  and  fortitude,  it  gives. 
And,  if  in  patience  taken,  mends  our  lives  ; 
F(ir  ev'n  that  indigence,  that  brings  me  low, 
Makes  me  myfelf,  and  Him  above,  to  know. 
A  good  which  none  would  challenge,  few  would 

choofe, 
A  fair  poffefTion,  which  mankind  refufe. 
If  we  from  wealth  to  poverty  defcend. 
Want  gives  to  know  the  flatterer  from  the  friend. 
If  1  am  old  and  ugly,  well  for  you. 
No  lewd  adulterer  will  my  love  purfue  ; 
Nor  jealoufy,  the  bane  of  marry'd  life. 
Shall  haunt  you  for  a  wither'd  homely  wife  ; 
For  age  and  uglinefs,  as  all  agree. 
Are  the  befl  guards  of  female  chaftity. 

Yet  fince  I  fee  your  mind  is  worldly  bent, 
I'll  do  my  btfl  to  further  your  content. 
And  therefore  of  two  gifts  in  my  difpofe. 
Think    e'er   you    fpeak,    I   grant    you    leave   to 

choofc  ; 
Would  you  I  fliould  be  ftill  defo.'m'd  and  old, 
Nauieoiis  to  touch,  and  loathfome  to  behold; 
On  this  condition  to  remain  for  life 
A  carelul,  tender,  and  tibedient  wife. 
In  all  1  can  contribute  to  your  eafe. 
And   not   in    deed,    or    word,    or    thought,   dif- 

plcafe .' 
Or  would  you  rather  have  me  young  and  fair. 
And    take    the    chance    that    happens    to    your 

fliarc  ? 
Temptations  are  in  beauty,  and  in  youth, 
And  how  can  you  depend  upon  my  truth  ? 
Now  weigh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  blifs, 
And  thank  yourf«lf  if  aught  fliould  fail  amils. 
Sore  figh'd  the  knight,  who  this    long  fcrmoii 

heard  ; 
At  length,  confidcring  all,  his  heart  he  cheev'd  ; 
And  thus  reply 'd  :  My  lady  and  my  wiff. 
To  your  vi'il'e  condudl  I  rcfign  my  life  : 
Chnofc  you  for  me,  tor  well  you  underfland 
The  future  good  and  ill,  on  cither  hand  : 
But  if  an  humble  hufiiand  may  rcquefl, 
Providi-,  and  order  all  things  for  the  befl ; 
Your'g  be  the  care  to  profit,  and  to  pleafc  : 
And  let  your  fubjed  fcrvant  take  lu>  cafe. 
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*rhen  thus  in  peace,  quoth  ftie,  concludes  the 
ftrife. 
Since  I  am  tiirn'd  the  hulband,  you  the  wife  : 
The  matrimonial  vidtory  is  mine. 
Which,  having  fairly  gain'd,  I  will  reCgn  ; 
Forgive  if  I  have  faid  or  done  amifs, 
And  feal  the  hargain  with  a  friendly  kifs  : 
1  promis'd  you  but  one  content  to  Ihare, 
But  now  I  will  become  both  good  and  fair, 
No  niiptial  quarrel  fhall  dillurb  your  eafe  ; 
The  bufinefs  of  my  life  fliall  be  to  pleafe  : 
And  for  my  beauty,  that,  as  time  fhall  try  ; 
But  draw  the  curtain  firil,  and  cafk  your  eye. 
He  look'd,  and  faw  a  creature  heavenly  fair, 
In  bloom  of  youth,  and  of  a  charming  air. 


With  joy  he  turn'd,  and  feiz'd  her  ivory  arm  ; 
And  like  Pygmalion  found  the  flatue  warm. 
Small  arguments  there  needed  to  prevail, 
A  ftorm  of  kiffes  pour'd  as  thick  as  hail. 
Thus  long  in  mutual  blifs  they  lay  embrac'd, 
And  their  firft  love  continued  to  the  laft  : 
One  funfliine  was  their  life,  no  cloud  between  ; 
Nor  ever  was  a  kinder  couple  feen. 

And  fo  may  all  our  lives  like  theirs  be  led ; 
Heaven  fend  the  maids  young  hufbands  ftefli  In 

bed  ; 
May  widows  wed  as  often  as  they  can, 
And  ever  for  the  better  change  their  man  ; 
And  fome  devouring  plague  purfue  their  lives. 
Who  will  not  well  be  govern'd  by  their  wives. 
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A  PARISH  prieft  was  of  the  pilgrim  train  ; 
An  awful,  reverend,  and  religious  man. 
His  eyes  difl*u&'d  a  venerable  grace, 
And  charity  itfelf  was  in  his  face. 
Rich  was  his  foul,  though  his  attire  was  poor 
(As  God  hath  cloth'd  his  own  ambaflador) 
For  fuch,  on  earth,  his  blefs'd  Redeemer  bore 
Of  fix'y  years  he  fccm'd ;  and  well  might  lall 
To  fixty  more,  but  that  he  liv'd  too  faft ; 
RefinVl  himfclf  to  foul,  to  curb  the  ftnfe; 
And  made  alnioft  a  fin  of  abftinence. 
Tct,  had  his  af'peiSl  nothing  of  feverc, 
But  fuch  a  face  as  promis'd  him  fincerc. 
Nothing  refcrv'd  or  fullen  was  to  fee  :  "^ 

But  fweet  regards,  and  pleafing  fandlity  :  > 

Mild  was  his  accent,  and  his  adion  free.  J 

With  eloquence  innate  his  tongue  was  arm'd ; 
Though  hai  fh  the  jirecept,  yet  the  peo[)le  charm' J. 
For,  letting  down  the  golden  chain  from  high, 
He  drew  his  audience  upward  to  the  (ky  : 
And  oft  with  holy  hymns  he  charm'd  their  ears 
(A  muficmore  melodious  than  the  fphcres  : 
For  David  left  him,  when  he  went  to  reft, 
His  lyre  ;  ani  after  him  he  fung  the  bcfl. 
He  bore  his  great  conmiifTion  in  his  look  :  [fpokc. 
But   fwcetly  tcmpcr'd   awe  ;  aiid  foften'd  all  he 
He  prcach'd  the  joys  of  heaven,  and  pains  of-j 
hell,  _  _  ( 

And  warn'd  the  Gnner  with  becoming  zeal ;      ( 
But,  on  eternal  mercy  Inv'd  to  dwell.  j 

He  taught  the  golpel  rather  than  the  law  ; 
Aiid  forc'U  himfclf  to  drive  ;  but  lov'd  to  draw. 


For  feai"  but  freezes  minds :  but  love,  like  heat, 
Esales  the  foul  fublinie,to  fcek  her  native  feat. 
To  threats  the  flubborn  Cnner  oft  is  hard, 
Wrapp'd  in  his  crimes,  againft  the  florm  prepar'd; 
But,  when  the  milder  beams  of  mercy  play. 
He  melts,  and  throws  his  cumbrous  cloak  away. 
Lightning  and  thtmdcr  (heaven's  artillery) 
As  harbingers  before  th'  Almighty  fly  : 
Thofc  but  proclaim  his  ftyle,  and  difappear ; 
The  fliller  found  fucceeds,  and  God  is  there. 

The  tithes,  his  parifli  freely  paid,  he  took  ; 
But  never  fucd,  or  curs'd  with  bell  or  book. 
With  patience  bearing  wrong;  but  offering  none; 
Since  every  man  is  free  to  lofe  his  own. 
The  countiy  churls,  according  to  their  kind, 
(Who  grudge  their  dues,  and  love  to  be  behind), 
The  Icfs  he  fcAight  his  offerings,  pinch'd  the  mure, 
And  prai>'d  a  prieft  contented  to  be  po^r. 

Yet  of  his  little  he  had  fome  to  fpare, 
To  feed  the  famifh'd,  and  to  clothe  the  bare 
For  mortify'd  he  was  to  that  degree, 
A  poorer  than  himfclf  he  would  not  fee. 
True,  priefts,  he  faid,  and  preachers  of  the  word, 
Were  only  ftewards  of  their  fovereign  Lord ; 
Notliing  was  their's;  but  all  the  public  flore  ; 
Intruftcd  riches,  to  relieve  the  poor. 
Who,  fliould  they  fteal,  for  want  of  liis  relief. 
He  judg'd  himfclf  accomplice  with  the  thief. 

Wide  was  his  parifli  ;  nut  contra>5lcd  clofe 
In  flreets,  but  here  and  there  a  ftraggling  houfe ; 
Yet  ftill  he  was  at  hand,  without  requcft, 
I  To  fcrvc  the  fick,  to  fuccour  the  diftrcfs'd  ; 
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Tempting,  on  foot,  alone,  without  affright, 
The  dangers  of  a  dark  tempeftuous  night. 

All  this,  the  good  old  man  perform'd  alone, 
Nor  fpar'd  his  pains ;  for  curate  he  had  none. 
Nor  durft  he  truft  another  with  his  care  ; 
Nor  rode  himfelf  to  Paul's,  the  public  fair, 
To  chaffer  for  preferment  with  his  gold, 
Where  bilhoprics  and  fiuecures  are  fold. 
But  duly  watch'd  his  flock,  by  night  and  day;  "J 
And  from  the  prowling  wolf  redeem'd  the  prey:  S- 
And  hungry  fent  the  wUy  fox  away.  J 

The  proud  he  tam'd,  the  penitent  he  checr'd  : 
Nor  to  rebuke  the  rich  offender  fear'd. 
His  preaching  niuch.but  more  hispra(£tice  wrought 
(A  living  fermon  of  the  truths  he  taught ;) 
For  this  by  rules  fevere  his  life  he  fquar'd  : 
That  all  might  fee  the    do(9:rine  which 

heard : 

For  priefts,  he  faid,  are  patterns  for  the  reft 
(The  gold  of  heaven,  who  bear  the   God  im- 

prefs'd  :) 
But  when  the  precious  coin  is  kept  unclean, 
The  fovereign's  image  is  no  longer  feen. 
If  they  be  foul  on  whom  the  people  truft, 
Well  may  the  bafer  brafs  contrad  a  ruft. 

The  prelate,  for  his  holy  life  he  priz'd ; 
The  worldly  pomp  of  prelacy  defpis'd. 
His  Saviour  came  not  with  a  gaudy  ftiow  : 
Nor  was  his  kingdom  of  the  world  below. 
Patience  in  want,  and  poverty  of  mind, 
Thefe  marks  of  church  and  churchmen  he 

fign'd,  . 
And  living  taught,  and  dying  left  behind. 
The  crown  he  wore  was  of  the  pointed  thorn  : 
In  purple  he  was  crucify'd,  not  born. 
They  who  contend  for  place  and  high  degree. 
Are  not  his  fons,  but  thofe  of  Zebedee. 

Not  but  he  knew  the  figns  of  earthly  power 
Might  well  become  Saint  Peter's  fucceffor ; 
The  holy  father  holds  a  double  reign, 
The  prince  may  keep  his  pomp,  the  filher  muft 
be  plain. 

Such  was  the  faint;  who  Ihone  with  every  grace, 
Refledjng,  Mofes  like,  his  Maker's  face. 
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God  faw  his  image  lively  was  exprefs'd ; 
And  his  own  work,  as  in  creation  blefs'd. 

The  tempter  faw  him  too  with  envious  eye; 
And,  as  on  Job,  demanded  leave  to  try. 
He  took  the  time  when  Richard  was  depos'd, 
Arid  high  and  low  with  happy  Harry  clos'd. 
This  prince,  though  great   in  arms,   the   prieft 

withftood : 
Near  though  he  was,  yet  not  the  next  in  Wood. 
Had  Richard  unconftrain'd,  refign'd  the  throne, 
A  king  can  give  no  more  than  is  his  own  : 
The  title  ftood  entail'd,  had  Richard  had  a  fon. 

Conqueft,  an  odious  name,  was  laid  afide. 
Where  all  fubmittcd,  none  the  battle  try'd. 
The  fenfelefs  plea  of  right  by  providence 
Was,  by  a  flattering  prieft,  invented  fmce ; 
And  lafts  no  longer  than  the  prefent  fway ; 
But  juftifies  the  next  who  comes  in  play. 

The  people's  right  remains ;  let  thofe  who  dare 
Difpute  their  power,  when  they  the  judges  are. 

He  join'd  not  in  their  choice,  becaufe  he  knew 
Worfe  might,  and  often  did,  from  change  enfue. 
Much  to  himfelf  he  thought ;  but  little  fpoke ; 
And,  undepriv'd,  his  benefice  forfoojt. 

Now,    through   the   land,  his  cure   of  fouls  he 

ftretch'd  : 
And  like  a  primitive  apoftle  preach'd. 
Still  cheerful;  ever  conftant  to  his  call; 
By  many  foUow'd  ;  lov'd  by  moft,  admir'd  by  all. 
With  what  he  begg'd,  his  brethren  he  reliev'd. 
And  gave  the  charities  himfelf  receiv'd.        ^ 
Gave,  while  he  taught ;  and  edify'd  the  more, 
Becaufe  he  fliew'd,  by  proof,  'twas  eafy  to  be  poor,- 

He  went  not  with  the  crowd  to  fee  a  flirine ; 
But  fed  us,  by  the  way,  with  food  divine. 

In  deference  to  his  virtues,  T  forbear 
To  ftiew  you  what  the  reft  in  orders  were : 
This  brilliant  is  fo  fpotlefs,  and  fo  bright,     [light. 
He  needs  no  foil,  but  fliines  by  his  own  proper 
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SIGISMONDA  AND  GUISCARDO. 


WnitE  Norman  Tancred  in  Salerno  reign'd, 
The  title  of  a  gracious  prince  he  gain'd  ; 
Till,  turn'd  a  tyrant  in  his  latter  days, 
He  loft  the  luftre  of  his  former  praife ; 
And  from  the  bright  meridian  where  he  ftood, 
Defcending,  dipt  his  hands  in  lover's  blood. 
This  prince,  of  Fortune's  favour  long  poflefs'd, 
Yet  was  with  one  fair  daughter  only  b!ef;.'d  ; 
And  blcfs'd  he  might  have  been  with  her  alone  ; 
But  oh  !  how  much  more  happy  had  he  none  ! 
She  was  his  care,  his  hope,  and  his  delight, 
Moft  in  his  thought,  and  ever  in  his  fight; 
Next,  nay  beyond  his  life,  he  held  her  dear  j 
She  liv'd  by  him,  and  now  he  liv'd  in  'ur. 
For  this,  when  ripe  for  marriage,  he  dclay'd 
Her  nuptial  bands,  and  kept  her  long  a  maid, 
As  envying  any  clfe  fhould  Ihare  a  part 
Of  what  was  his,  and  claiming  all  her  heart. 
At  length,  as  public  decency  requir'd. 
And  all  his  vaflals  tagerly  defir'd. 
With  mind  averfc,  he  rather  underwent 
His  people's  vi'ill,  than  gave  his  own  confcnt. 
So  was  (he  torn,  as  from  a  lover's  fide. 
And  made  almoft  in  his  defpite  a  bride. 

Short  were  her  marriage  joys  ;  for  in  her  prime 
Of  youth,  her  lord  expir'd  before  his  time  ; 
And  to  her  father's  court  in  little  fpace 
Reftor'd  anew,  flie  held  a  higher  place  ; 
More  lov'd,  and  more  exalted  into  grace. 
'J'hi«  princefs  frcfli  and  young,  and  fair  and  wife, 
The  worfliip'd  idol  of  her  fathci's  eyes, 


Did  all  her  fex  in  every  grace  exceed. 

And  had  more  wit  befide  than  women  need. 

Youth,  health,  and  eafe,  and  moft   an  amo-'J 
rous  mind,  / 

To  fecond  nuptials  had  her  thoughts  inclin'd  :   i" 
And  former  joys  had  left  a  fccret  fting  behind,  j 
But,  prodigal  in  every  other  grant, 
Her  fire  left  unfupply'd  her  only  want; 
And  fhe,  betwixt  her  modefty  and  pride, 
Her  wifties,    which  fhe  could  not   help,  would 
hide, 

Refolv'd  at  laft  to  lofe  no  longer  time, 
And  yet  to  pleafe  herfelf  without  a  crime. 
See  caft  her  eyes  around  the  court,  to  find 
A  worthy  fubjeA  fuiting  to  her  mind, 
To  him  in  holy  nuptials  to  be  ty'd, 
A  feeming  widow,  and  a  fecret  bride. 
Among  the  train  of  courtiers,  one  fhe  found 
"With  all  the  gifts  of  bounteous  nature  crown'd, 
Of  gentle  blood  ;  but  one  whofe  niggard  fate 
Had  fet  him  far  below  her  high  eftate  ; 
Guifcard  his  name  was  call'd,  of  blooming  age, 
Now  fquire  to  Tancred,  and  before  his  page  : 
To  him,  the  choice  of  all  the  fhining  crowd. 
Her  heart  the  noble  Sigifmonda  vow'd. 

Yet  hitherto  fhe  kept  her  love  conceal' J, 
And  with  thofe  graces  every  day  beheld 
The  graceful  youth,  and  every  day  increas'd 
The  raging  fires  that  burn'd  within  her  breaft  ; 
Some  fccret  charm  did  all  her  a(5ls  attend. 
And  what  his  fortune  wanted,  hcr's  could  mend  ; 
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Til),  as  the  fire  will  force  its  outward  way, 

Or,  ill  the  prifon  pent,  coHfume  the  prey; 

So  long  her  earneft  eyes  on  his  were  fet. 

At  length  their  twifted  rays  together  met ; 

And  he,  furpris'd  with  humble  joy,  furvey'd 

One  fwcet  regard,  (hot  by  the  royal  maid  : 

Not  well  affur'd,  while  doubtful  hopes  he  nurs'd, 

A  fecond  glance  came  gliding  like  the  firft  ; 

And  he,  who  faw  the  fliarpnefs  of  the  dart, 

Without  defence  receiv'd  it  in  his  heart. 

In  public,  though  their  paflion  wanted  fpeech, 

Yet  mutual  looks  interpreted  for  each  ; 

Time,  ways,  and  means  of  meeting  were  deny'd ; 

But  all  thole  wants  ingenious  love  fupply'd. 

*Th'  inventive  God,  who  never  fails  his  part, 

Infpires  the  wit,  when  once  he  warms  the  heart. 

When  Gnifcard  next  was  in  the  circle  fcen, 
Xf  here  Sigifmonda  held  the  place  of  queen, 
A  hollow  cane  within  her  hand  fhe  brought, 
But  in  the  concave  had  inclos'd  a  note  ; 
With  this  fhe  feem'd  to  play,  and,  as  in  fport, 
Tofs'd  to  her  love,  in  prefcnce  of  the  court ; 
Take  it,  fhe  faid  ;   and  when  your  needs  require, 
This  little  brand  will  ferve  to  light  your  fire. 
He  took  it  with  a  bow,  and  foon  divin'd 
The  feeming  toy  was  not  for  nought  defign'd  : 
But  when  retirM,  fo  long  with  curious  eyes 
He  vievv'd  his  prefent,  that  he  f  and  the  prize. 
Much  was  in  little  writ ;  and  all  convey'd         T 
With  cautious  care,  for  fear  to  be  betray'd  > 

By  fome  falfe  confident,  or  favourite  maid.        j 
The  time,  the  place,  the  manner  how  to  meet. 
Were  all  in  punctual  order  plainly  writ : 
But,  fince  a  truft  muft  be,  fne  thought  it  beft     "y 
To  put  it  out  of  laymen's  power  at  leafl ;  ^ 

And  for  their  folemn  vows  prepar'd  a  priefl.      j 
Guifcard  (her  fecret  purpofe  underflood) 
With  joy  prepar'd  to  meet  the  coming  good  ; 
Nor  pains  nor  danger  was  refolv'd  to  fpare. 
But  ufe  the  means  appointed  by  the  fair. 

Next  the  proud  palace  of  Salerno  flood 
A  mount  of  rough  afcent,  and  thick  with  wood. 
Through  this  a  cave  was  dug  with  vaft  cxpcnce  : 
The  work  it  feem'd  of  fome  fufpicious  prince, 
Who,  when  abufing  power  with  lawlefs  might, 
From  public  juftice  would  fecure  his  flight. 
The  paflage  made  by  many  a  winding  way, 
Reach'd  ev'n  the  room  in  which  the  tyrant  lay. 
Fit  for  his  purpofe  on  a  lower  floor, 
He  lodg'd,  whofe  iffue  was  an  iron  donr ; 
From  whence,  by  flairs  defccnding  to  the  ground. 
In  the  blind  grot  a  fafe  retreat  he  found, 
Its  outlet  ended  in  a  brake  o'ergrown 
With  brambles,    chok'd  by  time,    and  now  un- 
known. 
A   rift   there   wa?,  which   from   the  mountain's 

height 
Convey'd  a  glimmering  and  malignant  light, 
A  breathing-place  to  draw  the  damps  away, 
A  twilight  of  an  intercepted  day. 
The  tyrant's  den,  whofe  ufe,  though  loft  to  fame. 
Was  r.ow  th'  apartment  of  the  royal  dame; 
The  cavern  only  to  her  father  known, 
By  him  was  to  his  darling  daughter  fiiown. 


Neglected  long  fhe  let  the  ftcrct  reil, 
Till  love  recall'd  it  to  her  labouring  bread:, 
And  hinted  as  the  way  by  heaven  defign'd 
The  teacher,  by  the  means  he  taught,  to  blind. 
What  will  not  women  do,  when  need  infpires 
Their  wit,  or  love  their  inclination  fires  I 
Though  jealoufy  of  ftate  th'  invention  found. 
Yet  love  refin'd  upon  the  former  ground. 
Tliat  way,  the  tyrant  had  referv'd,  to  fiy 
Purfuing  hate,  now  ferv'd  to   bring  two  lovers 

nigh. 
The  dame,  who  long  in  vain  had  kept  the  key. 
Bold  by  defire,  explor'd  the  fecret  way; 
Now  try'd  the  flairs,  and,  wading  through  the 

night, 
Search'd  all  the  deep  recefs,  and  iffued  into  light. 
All  this  her  letter  had  fo  well  explain'd, 
Th'   inftruded   youth   might   compafs   what  re- 

main'd  ; 
The  cavern's  mouth  alone  was  hard  to  find, 
Becaufe  the  path,  difus'd,  was  out  of  mind  : 
But  in  what  quarter  of  the  copfe  it  lay. 
His  eye  by  certain  level  could  furvey  : 
Yet  (for  the  wood  perplex'd  with  thorns  he  knew) 
A  frock  of  leather  o'er  his  limbs  he  drew  ; 
And,  thus  provided,  fearch'd  the  brake  around. 
Till  the  choak'd  entry  of  the  cave  he  found. 

Thus,  all  prepar'd,  the  promis'd  hour  arriv'd 
So  long  expedled,  and  fo  well  contriv'd  : 
Whh  love  to  friend,  th'  impatient  lover  went, 
Fenc'd  from  the  thorns,  and  trod  the  deep  defccnt. 
The  confciou=;  prieft,  who  was  fuborn'd  before, 
Stnod  ready  polled  at  the  poftern  door ; 
The  maids  in  diftant  rooms  were  fent  to  reft, 
And  nothing  wanted  but  th'  invited  gueft. 
He  came,  and  knocking  thrice  without  delay, 
The  longing  lady  heard,  and  turn'd  the  key ; 
At  once  invaded  him  with  all  her  charms. 
And  the  firft  ftep  he  made  vi-as  in  her  arms  : 
The  leathern  outfide,  boiftcrous  as  it  was. 
Gave  way,  and  bent  beneath  her  ftridl  embrace ; 
On  either  fide  the  klfles  flew  fo  thick. 
That  neither  he  nor  fhe  had  breath  to  fpeak. 
The  holy  man,  amaz'dat  what  he  faw. 
Made  hade  to  fandlify  the  blefs  by  law  ; 
And  mutter'd  faft  the  matrimony  o'er. 
For  fear  committed  fin  fliould  get  before. 
His  work  perform'd,  he  left  the  pair  alone, 
Becaufe  he  knew  he  could  not  go  too  foon 
His  prefence  odious,  when  his  talk  was  done 
What  thoughts  he  had  befeems  me  not  to  fay  ; 
Though  fome  furmife  he  went  to  faft  and  pray,  ( 
And  needed  both  to  drive  thetempting  thoughts  C 

away.  _) 

The  foe  c\ncc  gone,  they  took  their  full  delight 
'Twas  reftlefs  rage,  and  tern  ^  eft  all  the  night  ; 
For  greedy  love  each  moment  would  employ, 
And  grudg'd  the  fliorteft  paufes  of  their  joy. 
Thus  were  their  loves  aulpicioufly  begun. 
And  thus  with  fecret  care  were  carried  on. 
The  ftealth  itfelf  did  appetite  reftore. 
And  look'd  fo  like  a  fin,  it  pleas'd  the  more. 

The  cave  v/as  now  become  a  common  vray, 
The  wicketj  often  open'd,  knew  the  key  ; 
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J.ove  rioted  fecure,  and,  long  enjoy'd, 
Was  ever  eager,  and  was  never  cloy'd. 

But  as  extremes  are  fhort,  of  ill  and  good, 
And  tides  at  higheft  mark  regorge  their  flood ; 
So  fate,  that  could  no  more  improve  their  joy. 
Took  a  malicious  plealure  to  deftroy. 

Tancrcd,  who  fondly  lov'd,  and  whofe  delight 
Was  plac'd  in  his  fair  daughter's  daily  fight, 
Of  cuftom,  when  his  ftate  affairs  were  done, 
Would  pafs  his  pleafing  hours  vrith  her  alone; 
And,  as  a  father's  privilege  allow'd, 
Without  attendance  of  th'  officious  crowd. 

It  happen 'd  once,  that  when  in  heat  cf  day 
He  try'd  to  fleep,  as  was  his  ufual  way, 
The  balmy  flumber  fied  his  wakeful  eyes. 
And  forc'd  him,  in  his  own  defpite,  to  rife  : 
Of  fleep  forfaken,  to  relieve  his  care. 
He  fought  the  crnverfatio:)  of  the  fair ; 
But  with  her  train  of  damlels  flie  was  gone, 
In  fhady  walks  the  fcorching  heat  to  fhun  : 
He  woiild  not  violate  that  fweet  recefs. 
And  found  befides  a  welcome  heavinef^, 
Thatfeiz'd  his  eyes;  and  flumber,  which  forgot 
When  call'd  before  to  come,  now  came  unfought. 
From  light  retir'd,  behind  his  daughter's  bed, 
He  for  approaching  fleep  ccmpos'd  his  head  ; 
A  chair  was  ready  for  that  iifc  defign'd. 
So  quilted,  that  he  lay  at  eafe  rcclin'd  ; 
The  curtains  ciofely  drawn,  the  light  to  fcrccn, 
As  if  he  had  ccntriv'd  to  lie  unfeen  : 
Thus  cover'd  v.ith  an  artificial  night, 
Sleep  did  his  office  foon,  and  feal'd  his  fight. 

With  heaven  avcrfe  in  this  ill-omen'd  hour 
Was  Guifcard  fummon'd  to  the  fecret  bower, 
And  the  fair  nymph,  with  expe<5lation  fir'd, 
Trom  her  attending  danifcls  was  retir'd  : 
For,  true  to  love,  fhe  mcafur'd  time  fo  right, 
As  not  to  mifs  one  moment  of  delight. 
The  gardin,  featcd  on  the  level  floor, 
She  left  behind,  and,  locking  every  dorr, 
Thought  all  fecure  ;  but  little  did  fhe  know, 
Blind  to  her  fate,  (he  had  inclos'd  her  foe. 
Attending  Guilcard,  in  his  leathern  frock. 
Stood  ready,  with  Iiis  thrice-repeated  knock  ; 
Thrice  with  a  doleful  found  the  jarring  grate 
Rung  dc-af  and  hollow,  and  prcfiig'd  their  fate. 
The  door  nnlock'd,  to  known  delight  they  hade, 
And,  panting  in  each  other's  arms  embrac'd, 
Rufh  to  the  confcious  bed,  a  mutual  freight. 
And  heedlcfs  prelt,  it  with  their  wonted  weight. 

I  The  fudden  bound  awak'd  the  fleeping  fire, 
And  flicw'd  a  light  no  parent  can  defire; 
His  opening  eyes  at  once  with  odious  view 
The  love  difcover'd,  and  the  lover  knew  : 
He  would  have  cry'd;  but  hoping  tliat,  he  dreamt. 
Amazement  ty'd  his  .tongue,  and  ftopp'd  th'  at- 
tempt. 
Th'  eiifuing  moment  all  the  truth  dedar'd,        "j 
But  now  he  ftood  c(ille(5lcd,  and  prepar'tl,  / 

For  malice  and  revenge  had  put  him  on  hisT 
guard.  3 

So  like  a  lion,  that  unheeded  lay,  T 

Diffrnibling  fleep,  and  watchful  to  betray,  C 

With  inward  rage  he  lueJitatCb  his  prey.  j 


The  thoughtlefs  pair,  indulging  the"r  defirc;: 
Alternate,  kindled,  and  then  quench'd  their  fires-; 
Nor  thinking  in  the  fliades  of  death  they  play'd,") 
Full  of  themfelves,  themfelvcs  alone  furvey'd,      > 
And,  too  fecure,  were  by  themfelves  betray'd.    j 
Long  time  difl'nlv'd  in  pleafure  thus  they  lay. 
Till  nature  could  no  more  fuffice  their  play  ; 
Then  rofe  the  youth,  and  through  the  cave  again 
Return'd  ;  the  princefs  mingled  with  her  train. 

Refolv'd  his  unripe  vengeance  to  defer, 
The  royal  fpy,  when  now  the  ceaft  was  clear, 
Sought  not  the  garden,  but  retir'd  unfeen, 
To  brood  in  fecret  on  his  gather'd  fplecn, 
And  methodize  revenge  :  to  death  he  griev'd; 
And,  but  he  faw  the  crime,  had  fcarcc  belie v'd. 
Th'  appointment  for  th'  cnfuing  night  he  heard ;T 
And  therefore  in  the  cavern  had  prepar'd  > 

Two  brawny  yoemen  of  his  truft;y  guard.  j 

Scarce  had  unwary  Guifcard  fet  his  foot 
Within  the  foremoft  entrance  of  the  grot, 
When  theie  in  fecret  ambufh  ready  lay; 
And  ruihing  on  the  fudden  feiz'd  the  prey  : 
Encumbtr'd  with  his  frock,  without  defence, 
An  eafy  prize,  they  led  the  prifoner  thence. 
And,  as  commanded,  brought  before  the  prince 
The  gloomy  lire,  too  fenfible  of  wrong. 
To  vent  his  rage  in  words,  reflrain'd  his  tongue, 
And  only  faid.  Thus  fervants  are  preferr'd. 
And,  trufted,  thus  their  fovereigns  they  reward. 
Had  1  not  feen,  had  not  thefe  eyes  recciv'd 
Too  clear  a  proof,  I  could  not  have  bcliev'd. 

Ke  paus'd,   and  chok'd  the  rcfl^.     The  youth, 
wlio  faw 
Hi«  forfeit  life  aliandon'd  to  the  law. 
The  judge  th'  accufer,  and  th'  ofFence  to  him 
Who   had   both  power  and  will   t'   avenge  the 

crime. 
No  vnin  defence  prepar'd  ;  but  thus  reply'd  : 
The  faults  of  love  by  love  are  juftify'd  ; 
With  unrefifted  might  the  monarch  reign?, 
He  levels  mountains,  and  he  raifes  plains  ; 
And,  not  regarding  difference  of  degree, 
Abas'd  your  daughter,  and  exalted  mc. 

This  bold  return  with  feeming  patience  heard, 
The  prifoner  was  remitted  to  the  guard. 
The  fullen  tyrant  flept  not  all  the  night. 
But,  lonely  walking  by  a  winking  light, 
Sobb'd,  wept,  and  groan'd,  and  beat  his  witl,cr\l 

breaft. 
But  would  not  violate  his  daughter's  reft  ; 
VVho  long  expcding  lay,  for  blifs  prepar'd, 
I.iftening  for  noifc,  and   griev'd   that   none   flie 

heard  ; 
Oft  rofe,  and  oft  in  vain  employ'd  the  key,         "S 
And  oft  accus'd  her  lover  of  delay;  [away.  ^• 

And  pafs'd  tlie  tedious  hogrs  in  anxious  thougiits  J 

The  morrow  came  ;   and  at  his  ufual  hour 
Old  Tancrcd  viftted  his  daugiiter's  bower  ; 
Her  check  (for  futh  his  cuftom  was)  he  ki!Vd, 
Then  blefs'd  her  kneeling,  and  her  m;\ids  diliiiifs' J. 
The  royal  dignity  thiu  far  maintain'd, 
Ni.w  left  in  private,  he  no  longer  feign'd  ; 
But  all  at  once  his  grief  and  rage  appear'd. 
And  floods  of  tears  ran  trickling  down  hi>  bear  ', 
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O  Sigifmonda,  he  began  to  fay  :  T 

Thrice  "he  began,  and  thrice  was  forc'd  to  ftay,  ^ 
Till  words  with  often  trying  found  their  way  :  J 
I  tho-.ight,  O  Sigifmonda,  (but  how  blind 
Are  parents'  eyes,  their  children's  faults  to  find  I) 
Thy  virtue,  birth,  and  breeding,  were  above 
A  mean  dcfire,  and  vulgar  fenfe  of  love  : 
Nor  lefs  than  fight  and  hearing  could  convince   ~) 
So  fond  a  father,  and  fo  juft  a  prince,  > 

Of  fuch  an  unforefeen,  and  unbeliev'd  offence,  j 
Then  what  indignant  forrow  mud  I  have, 
To  ft  e  thee  lie  fubjeded  to  my  flave  ! 
A  man  fo  fmelling  of  the  people's  lee, 
The  court  receiv'd  him  firft  for  charity; 
And  fince  with  no  degree  of  honour  grac'd, 
But  only  fuffer'd,  where  he  firft  was  plac'd. 
A  groveling  inftift  ftjj! ;  and  fo  dcfign'd 
By  nature's  hand,  nor  born  of  noble  kind  : 
A  thing,  by  neither  man  nor  v/oman  priz'd. 
And  fcarcely  known  enough  to  be  defpis'd. 
To  what  has  heaven  referv'd  my  age  ?   Ah  !  why 
Should  man,  when  nature  calls,  not  chnofe  to  die, 
Rafher  than  ftretch  the  fpan  of  life,  to  find 
Such  ills  as  fate  has  wifely  caft  behind, 
Foi  tiiofe  to  fed,  whom  fond  defire  to  live 
Makes  covetous  of  more  than  life  can  give  ! 
Each  has  nis  fliare  of  good  ;  and  when  'tis  gone, 
The  gueft,  though  hungry,  cannot  rife  too  foon. 
But  I,  expe6ting1nore,  in  my  own  wrong 
Protrading  life,  have  liv'd  a  day  too  long. 
If  yeJl-erday  could  be  recall'd  again, 
Ev'n  now  would  I  conclude  my  happy  reign  ; 
But  'us  too  late,  my  glorious  race  is  run, 
And  a  dark  cloud  o'ertakes  my  letting  fun. 
Had'fl  thou  not  lov'd,  or  loving  fav'd  the  fhame, 
If  not  the  fin,  ly  fome  illuftrious  name. 
This  little  con. fort  had  reliev'd  my  mind, 
'Twas  frailty,  not  unufual  to  thy  kind  : 
But  thy  low  fall  beneath  thy  royal  blood 
Shews  downward  appetite  to  mis  with  mud  : 
Thus  not  the  leaft;  excufe  is  left  for  thee. 
Nor  the  leali:  refuge  for  unhappy  me. 

For  him  I  have  refolv'd,  whom  by  furprife 
I  took,  and  fcarce  can  call  it,  in  difguife ; 
For  fuch  was  his  attire,  as,  with  intent 
Of  nature,  fuited  tr.  his  mean  defcent : 
The  harder  queftion  yet  remains  behind,  "^ 

What  pains  a  parent  and  a  prince  can  find  V 

To  punifh  an  offence  of  this  degenerate  kind,    j 

As  1  have  lov'd,  and  yet  I  love  thee  more 
Than  ever  father  lov'd  a  child  before  ; 
So  that  indulgence  draws  me  to  forgive  : 
Nature,  that  gave  thee  life,  would  have  thee  live  : 
But,  as  a  public  parent  of  the  flate, 
My  juftice,  and  thy  crime,  requires  thy  fate. 
Fain  would  I  chool'e  a  middle  courfe  to  fleer ; 
Nature's  too  kind,  and  juftice  too  fevere  : 
Speak  for  us  both,  and  to  the  balance  bring 
On  either  fide  the  father  and  the  king. 
Heaven  knows,  my  heart  is  bent  to  favour  thee  ; 
Make  it  but  fcanty  weight,  and  leave  the  reft  to 
me. 
Here  flopping  with  a  figh,  he  pour'd  a  flood 
Of  tears,  to  niiike  his  laft  exprcflion  good. 


She,  who  had  heard  him  fpeak,  nor  faw  alone 
The  fecret  condudl  of  her  love  was  known. 
But  he  was  taken  who  her  foul  polfcfs'd. 
Felt  all  the  pangs  of  forrow  in  her  breaft: 
And  little  wanted,  but  a  woman's  heart. 
With  cries  and  tears  had  teftify'd  her  fmart. 
But  inborn  worth,  that  fortune  can  controul. 
New  ftrung  and  ftifFer  bent  her  fofter  foul ; 
The  heroine  alTuna'd  the  woman's  place, 
Confirm'd  her  mind,  and  fortify'd  her  face  : 
Why  fhould  fhe  beg,  or  what  could  fhe  pretend. 
When  her  ftern  father  had  coiidemn'd  her  friend? 
Her  life  fhe  might  have  had  ;  but  her  defpair 
Of  faving  his,  had  put  it  paft  her  care ; 
Refolv'd  on  fate,  fhe  would  not  lofe  her  breath. 
But,  rather  than  not  die,  folicit  death. 
Fix'd  on  this  thought,  (he,  not  as  women  ufe. 
Her  fault  by  common  frailty  would  ezcufe ; 
But  boldly  juftify'd  her  innocence. 
And  while  the  fad:  was  own'd,deny'd  th'  offence  : 
Then  with  dry  eyes,  and  with  an  open  look, 
She  met  his  glance  mid-way,  and  thus  undaunted 
Tancred,  1  neither  am  difpos'd  to  make       [fpokc 
Requeft  for  life,  nor  offer'd  life  to  take; 
Much  lefs  deny  the  deed ;  but  leaft  of  all 
Beneath  pretended  juftice  weakly  fall. 
My  words  to  facred  truth  fhali  be  confin'J, 
My  deeds  fhall  fhevv  the  greatnefs  of  my  mind. 
That  I  have  lov'd,  I  own ;  that  ftill  I  love, 
I  call  to  witnefs  all  the  powers  above; 
Yet  more  I  own  :  to  Guifcard's  love  I  give 
The  fmall  remaining  time  1  have  to  live  ; 
And  if  beyond  this  life  defire  can  be, 
Not  fate  itfelf  fhall  fet  'ny  paffion  free, 
'i  his  firfc  avow'd  ;  nor  folly  warp'd  my  mind. 
Nor  the  frail  texture  of  i.he  female  kind 
Betray 'd  my  virtue  ;  for,  too  well  I  knew 
What  honour  was,  and  honour  had  his  due  : 
Before  the  holy  prieft  my  vows  wt-re  ty'd, 
So  came  I  not  a  ftrumpet,  but  a  bride. 
This  for  my  fame,  and  for  the  public  voice  : 
Yet  more,  his  merits  juftify'd  my  choice  : 
Which  had  they  not,  the  lirft  eledion  thine, 
That  bond  dilTolv'd,  the  next  is  freely  mine  ; 
Or  grant  I  err'd,  (which  yet  I  muft  deny) 
Had  parents  power  ev'n  fecoud  vows  to  tie, 
Thy  little  care  to  mend  my  widow'd  nights,     'I 
Has  forc'd  me  to  recourfe  of  m.arringe  rites,       / 
To  fill  an  empty  fide,  and  follow  known  de-  L 
lights.  J 

What  have  I  done  in  this,  deferving  blame  ? 
State-laws  may  alter  :  nature's  are  the  fame  ; 
Thofe  are  ufurp'd  on  helplefs  woman-kind. 
Made  without  our  confent,  and  wanting  power  to 
bind. 
Thou,  Tancred,  better  fhouldft  have  ur.derftood. 
That  as  thy  father  gave  the  flefh  and  blood. 
So  gav'ft  thou  me  :   not  from  the  quarry  hew'd. 
But  of  a  fofter  mould,  with  fcnfe  endu'd; 
Ev'n  fofter  than  thy  own,  of  fuppler  kind. 
More  exquifite  of  tafte,  and  more  than  man  rfi- 

iin'd. 
Nor  need'ft  thou  by  thy  daughter  to  be  told, 
Tliough  now  thy  fpriteJy  blood  >vith  age  b;  cold. 
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TIioii  haft  been  young,  and  canll  remember  flill, 
That  when  thou  hadfi  the  power,  thou  hadfl  the 

will ; 

And  from  the  pad  experience  of  thy  fires,  "^ 

Canft  tell  with  what  a  tide  our  ftroag  dclires      ( 

Conic  rufhing  on  in  youth,  and  what  their  rage  T 

requires.  J 

And  grant  thy  youth  was  exercis'd  in  arms,  ■ 
When  love  no  hifure  loumi  for  fofter  charms. 
My  tender  age  in  luxury  was  trair.'d,  T 

"With  idle  eaie  and  pageants  entertain'd  ;  > 

My  hours  my  own,  my  plealures  unreftrain'd.   J 
So  bred,  no  wonder  if  I  took  the  bent 
I'hat  feem'd  ev'n  warranted  by  thy  eonfcnt ; 
For,  when  the  father  is  too  fondly  kind, 
Such  feed  he  fows,  fuch  harveft  fhall  he  find. 
Blame  then  thyfelf,  as  reafon's  law  requires, 
(Sincenaturegave,  and  thou  fomcnt'fl,my  fires); 
If  flill  thofe  appetites  continue  flrong. 
Thou  niay'ft  confider  I  am  yet  but  young : 
Confider  too  that,  having  been  a  wife, 
I  muft  have  tafled  of  a  better  life  ; 
And  am  not  to  be  blam'd,  if  I  renew 
By  lawful  means  the  joys  which  then  I  knew. 
Where  was  the  crime,  if  pleafure  1  procur'd, 
Young,  and  a  woman,  and  to  bnfs  innur'd  ! 
That  was  my  cafe,  and  this  is  my  defence  :  "^ 

I  plcas'd  myfcif,  1  fhunn'd  incontinence,  > 

And,  urg'd  by  flrong  defires,  indulg'd  my  fenfe.  J 

Left  to  myfelf,  1  muft  avow,  I  ftrove 
From  public  fhame,  to  fcreen  my  fecret  love. 
And,  well  acquainted  with  thy  native  pride, 
Endcav'.ured  what  I  could  not  help,  to  hid( 
For  which  a  woman's  wit  an  eafy  way  fu 
How  this,  fo  well  contriv'd,  fo  chfely  laid. 
Was  known  to  thee,  or  what  by  chance  betray'd, 
Is  not  my  care  ;  to  pleafe  thy  pride  alone, 
1  could  have  wifli'd  it  had  been  ftill  unknown. 

Nor  took  1  Guifcard  by  blind  fancy  led, 
Or  hafty  choice,  as  many  women  wed  ; 
But  with  deliberate  care,  and  ripen'd  thought, 
At  leifiire  firft  dcfign'd,  before  I  wrought : 
On  him  I  reftcd,  after  long  debate. 
And,  not  without  confideriiig,  fix'd  my  fate  : 
His  flame  was  equal,  though  by  mine  infpir'd 
(For  fo  the  difference  of  our  birth  requi,r'd)  ; 
Had  he  been  born  like  me,  like  me  his  love 
Had  firft  begun,  what  mine  was  forc'd  to  move 
But  thus  beginning,  thus  we  perievere  ; 
Our  pad'ions  yet  continue  what  they 
>Ior  length  of  trial  makes  our  joys 

ctrc. 

At  this  my  choice,  though  not  by  thine  allow'd 
(Thy  judgment  herding  with  the  common  crowd); 
"ITiou  tak'il  unjufl  offence;    and,  led  by  them, 
Doft  Icfs  the  merit,  than  the  man  eftecni. 
'I'oo  fharply,  Tancrcd,  by  thy  pride  betray'd. 
Haft  thou  againft  the  laws  of  kind  invcigh'd  : 
For  all  th'  offence  is  in  opinion  plac'd, 
Which  deems  high  birth  by  lowly  choice  dtbas'd, 
This  thought  a'onc  with  fury  fires  thy  breaft 
(For  holy  marriage  julHfie^  the  reft). 
That  1  have  funk  the  glories  of  the  ftate. 
And  mix'ii  my  blood  with  a  picbeiau  uiatc  ; 
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In  which  I  wonder  thou  (houd'ft  overfce  ~) 

Superior  caiifes,  or  impute  to  me  > 

The  fault  of  fortune,  or  the  fatds'  decree.  j 

Or  call  it  heaven's  imperial  power  alone,  [known. 
Which  moves  on  fprings  of  jufticc,   though  un- 
Yet  this  we  fee,  though  order'il  for  the  bcft, 
The  bad  exalted,  and  the  gocd  opprefs'd ; 
Permitted  laurels  grace  the  lawlefs  brow, 
Th'  unworthy  rais'd,  the  worthy  caft  below. 

But  leaving  that :  fearch  we  tlie  iecret  fiiriugs. 
And  backward  trace  the  principles  of  things; 
There  Iha'l  we  find,  that  when  the  world  bc-o-an, 
One  common  mafs  compos'd  the  mould  cf  man  ; 
One  pafte  of  flefli  on  all  degrees  beftow'd, 
And  kneaded  up  alike  with  moiftening  blood. 
The  fame  almighty  power  infpir'd  the  frame 
With  kindled  life,  and  form'd  the  fouls  the  fame  : 
The  faculties  of  intellecb  and  will  [ikill,  ) 

Difpens'd  with  equal  hand,  difpos'd  wi'h  cpud  C 
Like  liberty  indulg'd  with  choice  of  good  or  ill :  ^ 
Thus  born  alike,  from  virtue  firft  began 
The  difference  that  diftinguifli'd  man  from  man  : 
He  claim'd  no  title  from  defccnt  of  blood. 
But  that  which  made  him  noble  made  him  good  : 
Warm'd  with  more  particles  of  heavenly  fljme,") 
He  wing  d   his  upright   flight,  and  foar'd   to  / 
fame ;  r 

The  reft  reniain'd  below,a  tribe  without  a  name,  j 

This  law, though  cuftom  nowVd verts  the  courfe,  , 
As  nature's  inftitute,  is  yet  in  force  ; 
Uncancel'd,  though  difus'd  ;  and  he,  whofe  mind 
Is  virtuous,  is  alone  of  noble  kind  ; 
Though  poor  in  fortune,  of  celeftial  race; 
And  he  commits  the  crime  who  calls  him  bafe. 

Now  lay  the  line  ;  and  meafure  all  thy  courtj 
By  inward  virtue,  not  external  port; 
And  find  whom  juftly  to  prefer  above 
The  man  on  whom  my  judgment  plac'd  my  love  : 
So  ftialt  thou  fee  his  parts  and  perfon  fhine  ; 
And,  thus  compar'd,  the  reft  a  bafe  degenerate  line. 
Nor  took  I,  when  I  firft  fuTvey'd  thy  court. 
His  valour,  or  his  virtues,  on  report; 
But  truftcd  what  I  ought  to  truft  alone. 
Relying  on  thy  eyes,  and  not  my  own  ; 
Thy  praife,  (and  thine  was  then  the  public  voice) 
Firft  recommended  Guifcard  to  my  choice; 
Directed  thus  by  thee,  I  look'd,  and  found 
A  man  I  thought  ilcferving  to  be  crown'd  ; 
Firft  by  my  father  pointed  to  my  fight. 
Nor  Ids  confpicuous  by  his  native  light ; 
His  mind,  his  mien,  the  features  of  his  fate. 
Excelling  all  the  reft  of  human  race  :  [aright. 

Thefc  were  thy  thoughts,  and  thou  could 'ft  judge 
Till  inttreft  made  a  jaundice  in  thy  fight; 
Or  (hould  I  grant  thou  didft  not  rightly  fee ; 
Then  thou  wert  firft  decciv'd,  and  I  deceiv'd  by 

thee. 
But  if  thou  flialt  allege  through  pride  of  mind, 
Thy  blood  with  one  of  bafe  condition  join'd, 
'Tis  fall'e  ;  for  'tis  not  bafenefs  to  be  poor  ; 
His  poverty  augments  thy  crime  the  more  ; 
Upbraids  thy  juftice  with  the  fcant  regard 
Of  worth ;  whom  princes  prailc,  they  fliould  re- 
ward. 
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Are  thefc  the  kings  intrufted  by  the  crowd 

With  weahh,  to  be  difpensM  for  common  good  ? 

The  people  Iwcac  not  for  their  king's  delight, 

T'  enrich  a  pimp,  or  raife  a  parafite ; 

Their's  is  the  toil ;  and  he  who  well  has  ferv'd 

His  country,  has  his  country's  wealth  deferv'd. 

Ev'n  mighty  monarchs  oft  are  meanly  born, 

And  kings  by  birth  to  loweft  rank  return ; 

All  fubjedl  to  the  power  of  giddy  chance, 

For  fortune  can  deprefs,  or  can  advance  : 

Eut  true  nobility  is  of  the  mind. 

Not  given  by  chance,  and  not  to  chance  defign'd 

ror  the  remaining  doubt  of  ihy  decree, 

"What  to  refolve,  and  how  difpofe  of  me. 

Be  warn'd  to  call  that  ufelefs  care  afide, 

Myfejf  alone  will  for  myfelf  provide. 

If,  in  thy  doting  and  decrepit  age, 

Thy  foul,  a  ftrangcr  in  thy  youth  to  rage, 

Begins  in  cruel  deeds  to  take  delight. 

Gorge  with  my  bicod  thy  barbarous  appetite ; 

For  I  fo  little  am  difpos'd  to  pray 

For  life,  I  would  not  call  a  wifh  away. 

Such  as  it  is,  th'  offence  is  all  my  own ; 

And  what  to  Guifcard  is  already  done. 

Or  to  be  done,  is  doom'd  by  thy  decree. 

That,  if  not  executed  firft  by  thee, 

Shall  on  my  perfon  be  perform'd  by  me. 

Away,  with  women  weep,  and  leave  me  here, 
Fix'd  like  a  man,  to  die  without  a  tear , 
Or  fave,  or  flay  us  both  this  prefcnt  hour, 
'Tis  all  that  fate  has  left  within  thy  power. 

She  faid ;  nor  did  her  father  fail  to  find. 
In  ailflje  fpoke,  the  greatnefs  of  her  mind; 
Yet  thought  fhe  was  not  obftinate  to,  die. 
Nor  deem'd  the  death  ilie  promis'd  was  fo  nigh  t 
Secure  in  this  belief,  he  left  the  dame, 
Refolv'd  to  fpare  her  life,  and  fave  her  fhame ; 
But  that  detefled  objecl  to  remove. 
To  wreak  his  vengeance,  and  to  ciire  h,er  love. 
Intent  on  this,  a  fecret  order  fign'd. 
The  death  of  Guifcard  to  his  guards  enjoin'd; 
Strangling  was  chofen,  and  the  night  the  time, 
A  mute  revenge,  and  blind  as  was  the  crime  : 
His  faithful  heart,  a  bloody  facrifice, 
Torn  from  his  breaft,  to  glut  the  tyrant's  eyes, 
Clos'd  the  fevere  command  (for  flaves  to  pay)  ; 
What  kings  decree,  the  foldier  muft  obey  : 
Wag'd  againft  foes ;  and  when  the  wars  are  o'er. 
Fit  only  to  maintain  dcfpotic  power  ; 
Dangerous  to  freedom,  and  defir'd  alone 
By  kings,  who  feek  an  arbitrary  throne  ; 
Such  were  thefe  guards ;  as  ready  to  Lave  flain 
The  prince  himfelf,  allur'd  with  greater  gain  ; 
So  was  the  charge  perform'd  with  better  will. 
By  men  inur'd  to  blood,  and  exercis'd  in  ill. 

Now,    though  the  fullen  fire  had  eas'd  his" 
mind, 
The  pomp  of  his  revenge  was  yet  behind, 
A  pomp  prepar'd  to  grace  the  prefent  he  de- 
fign'd. 
A  goblet  rich  with  gems,  and  rough  with  gold. 
Of  depth,  and  breadth,  the  precious  pledge  to  hold, 
With  cruel  care  he  chofe  :  the  hollow  part 
Inclos'd,  the  lid  conceal'd  the  lover's  heart : 


Then  of  his  trufted  mifchiefs  OHe  he  fent. 
And  bade  him  with  thefe  words  the  gift  prefent : 
Thy  father  fends  thee  this  to  cheer  thy  breaft, 
And  glad  thy  fight  with  what  thou  lov'ft  the  beft ; 
As  thou  haft  pleas'd  his  eyes,  and  joy'd  his  mind. 
With  what  he  lov'd  the  moft  of  human  kind. 

Ere  this  the  royal  dame,  who  well  had  weigh'd 
The  confequence  of  what  her  fire  had  faid, 
Fii'd  on  her  fate,  againft  th'  expedled  hour, 
Procur'd  the  means  to  have  it  in  her  power  ; 
For  this,  flie  had  diftill'd  with  early  care 
The  juice  of  fimples  friendly  to  defpair, 
A  magazine  of  death  ;  and  thus  prepar'd. 
Secure  to  die,  the  fatal  meflage  heard  : 
Then  fmil'd  fevere  ;  nor  with  a  troubled  look. 
Or  trembling  hand,  the  funeral  prefent  took  : 
Ev'n  kept  her  countenance,  when  the  lid  reniov'd 
Difclos'd  the  heart,  unfortunately  lov'd  ; 
She  needed  not  be  told,  within  whofe  breaft 
It  lodg'd  ;  the  meffage  had  explain'd  the  reft. 
Or  not  aniaz'd,  or  hiding  her  furprife. 
She  fternly  on  the  bearer  fix'd  her  eyes : 
Then  thus  ;  Tell  Tancred,  on  his  daughter's  partj 
The  gold,  though  precious,  equals  not  the  heart : 
But  he  did  well  to  give  his  beft  ;  and  I, 
Who  wifli'd  a  worthier  urn,  forgive  his  poverty. 

At  this  fhe  curb'd  a  groan,  that  elfe  had  come. 
And,  paufing,  vlew'd  the  prefent  in  the  tomb; 
Then,  to  the  heart  ador'd  devoutly  giew'd 
Her  lips,  and,  raifing  it,  her  fpeech  rencw'd  : 
Ev'n  from  my  day  of  birth,  to  this,  the  bound 
Of  my  unhappy  being,  I  have  found 
My  father's  care  and  tendernefs  exprefs'd  ; 
But  this  laft  ai5l  of  love  excels  the  reft  : 
For  this  fo  dear  a  prefent,  bear  him  back 
The  beft  return  that  I  can  live  to  make. 

The  meffenger  dilpatc'n'd,  again  fhe  view'd 
The  lov'd  remains,  and  fighing  thus  purfu'd : 
Source  of  my  life,  and  lord  of  my  defires. 
In  whom  I  liv'd,  with  whom  my  foul  expires. 
Poor  heart,  no  more  the  fpring  of  vital  hear, 
Curs'd  be  the  hands  that  tore  thee  from  thy  feat ! 
The  courfe  is  finilh'd  which  thy  fates  decreed. 
And  thou  from  thy  corporeal  prifon  freed  ; 
Soon  has  thou  reach'd  the  goal  with  mended  pace, 
A  world  of  woes  difpatch'd  in  little  fpace  ; 
Forc'd  by  thy  woith,  thy  foe,  in  death  become 
Thy  friend,  has  lodg'd  thee  in  a  coftly  tomb- 
Thtre  yet  remain'd  thy  funeral  exequies. 
The  weeping  tribute  of  thy  widow's  eye?. 
And  thole,  indulgent  heaven' has  found  the  way 
That  i,  before  my  death,  have  leave  to  pay. 
My  father  ev'n  in  cruelty  is  kind,  '^ 

Or  heaven  has  turn'd  the  malice  of  his  mind       > 
To  better  ufes  than  his  hate  defign'd ;  J 

And  made  th'  infult,  which  in  his  gift  appears. 
The  means  to  mourn  thee  with  my  pious  tears ; 
Which  I  will  pay  thee  down,  before  I  go. 
And  fave  mylelf  the  pains  to  weep  below. 
If  fouls  can  weep ;  though  once  I  meant  to  meet 
My  fate  with  face  unmov'd,  and  eyes  anwet, 
Yec  fince  I  have  thee  here  in  narrow  room. 
My  tears  fliall  fet   thee  firft  afloat  within  thy 
tomb  ; 
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Then  (as  F  know  thy  fpirit  hovers  nigh) 
Under  thy  frieii<lly  conduiSl  will  I  fly 
To  regions  unexplor'd,  fecure  to  fliare  T 

Thy  ftate  ;  nor  liell  (hall  punifhment  appear  ;     > 
And  heaven  is  douh!;:  heaven,  if  thou  art  there.  J 

She  faid  :  her  brimful  eyes,  that  ready  ftood, 
And  only  wanted  will  to  keep  a  flood, 
Releas'd  their  watery  ftore,  and  pour'd  amain, 
Like  clouds  low  hung,  a  fober  fliov/er  of  rain  : 
Mute  folemn  forrow,  free  from  female  noife, 
Such  as  the  majefty  of  grief  deftroys  ; 
For,  bending  o'er  the  cup,  the  tears  flie  fhed 
Seem'd  by  the  pofture  to  difcharge  her  head, 
O'erfill'd  before  (and  oft  her  mouth  apply'd 
To  tl.e  cold  heart) ;  flie  kifs'd  at  once;  and  cry'd. 
Her  maids,   who    ftood   amaz'd,  nor   knew  the 

caufe 
Of  her  complaining,  nor  whofe  heart  it  was  ; 
Yet  all  due  meafurcs  of  her  mourning  kept, 
Did  office  at  the  dirge,  and  by  infection  wept; 
And  oft  inquir'd  th'  occafion  of  her  grief 
(Unanfwer'd  but  by  fighs),  and  offer'd  vain  relief. 
At  length,  her  ftock  of  tears  already  fhed. 
She  wip'd  her  eyes,  fhe  rais'd  her  drooping  head. 
And  thus  purfu'd  :  O  ever  faithful  heart, 
I  have  perform'd  the  ceremonial  part. 
The  decencies  of  gi-ief;  it  refls  behind. 
That,  as  our  bodies  were,  our  fouls  be  join'd  ; 
To  thy  whate'er  abode,  my  fhade  convey. 
And,  as  an  elder  ghofl,  direcft  the  way. 
She  faid  ;  and  bade  the  vial  to  be  brought. 
Where  flie  before  had  brew'd  the  deadly  draught: 
Firft  pouring  out  the  nied'cinable  bane, 
The  heart,  her  tears  had  rins'd,  fhe  bath'd  again  ; 
Then  down  her  throat  the  death  fecurely  throws, 
And  quaffs  a  long  oblivion  of  her  woes. 

This  done,  f.ie  mounts  the  genial  bed,  and  there 
(Her  body  firft  compos'd  with  honeft  care) 
Attends  the  welcome  reft  ;  her  hands  yet  hold 
Clofe  to  her  heart  the  monumental  gold ; 
Nor  fanher  word  fhe  fpoke,  but  clos'd  her  fi-'ht, 
And  quiet  fought  :he  covert  of  :he  r.lght. 


The  damfels,  who  the  while  in  fJence  mourn'd, 
Not  hnowing,  nor  fufpc<5ling  death  fuborn'd. 
Yet,  as  their  duty  was,  to  Tancred  fent ; 
Who,  confcious  of  th'  occafion,  fear'd  th'  event. 
Alarm'd,  and  with  prefaging  heart,  he  came, 
And  drew  the  curtains,  and  expos'd  the  dame 
To  loathfome  light  :  then  with  a  late  relief 
Made  vain  efforts,  to  mitigate  her  grief. 
She,  what  fhe  could,  excluding  day,  her  eyes 
Kept  firmly  feal'd,  and  ftcrnly  thus  replies  : 
Tancred,  reftrain  thy  tears,  unfought  by  me, 
And  forrow  unavailing  now  to  thee  : 
Did  ever  man  before  afflidt  his  mind. 
To  fee  th'  effeift  of  what  himfelf  defign'd  ? 
Yet,  if  thou  haft  remaining  in  thy  heart 
Some  fenfe  of  love,  fome  unextinguifh'd  part 
Of  former  kindnefs,  largely  once  profefs'd. 
Let  me  by  that  adjure  thy  harden'd  brcaft. 
Not  to  deny  thy  daughter's  laft  requeft  : 
The  fecret  love  which  I  fo  long  enjoy'd. 
And  ftill  conceal'd  to  gratify  thy  pride. 
Thou  haft  disjoin'd  ;  but,  ^ith  my  dying  breath, 
Seek  not,  1  beg  thee,  to  disjoin  our  death  ; 
Where'er  his  corpfe  by  thy  command  is  laid. 
Thither  let  mine  in  public  be  convey'd ; 
Expos'd  in  open  view,  and  fide  by  fide, 
Acknowledg'd  as  a  bridegroom  and  a  bride. 

The  prince's  anguifh  hinder'd  his  reply : 
And  flie,  who  felt  her  fate  approaihing  nigh, 
Seiz'd  the  cold  heart,  and,  heaving  to  her  breaft, 
Here,  precious  pledge,  fhe  faid,  fecurely  reft  I 
Thcfe  accents  were  her  laft  ;  the  creeping  death 
Bcnumb'd  her  fenfes  firft,  then  ftopp'd  her  breath 

Thus  Ihe  for  difobedience  juftly  dy'd  : 
The  fire  was  juftly  punifh'd  for  his  pride  : 
The  youth,  leaft  guilty,  fuffer'd  for  th'  cflence. 
Of  duty  violated  to  his  prince; 
Who,  late  repenting  of  his  cruel  deed. 
One  common  fepulchre  for  both  decreed  ; 
Intomb'd  the  wretched  pair  in  royal  ftate, 
And  on  their  monument  infcrib'd  their  fate. 
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Or  all  the  cities  In  Romanian  lands, 
The  chief,  and  moft  renown'd,  Ravenna  ftands, 
Adorn'd  in  ancient  times  with  arms  and  arts, 
And  rich  inhabitants,  with  generous  hearts. 
But  Theodore  the  brave,  above  the  reft, 
With  gifts  of  fortune  and  of  nature  biefs'd, 
The  foremoft  place  for  wealth  and  honour  held, 
Ahd  all  in  feats  of  chivalry  excell'd. 

This  noble  youth  to  niadnefs  lov'd  a  dame 
Of  high  degree,  Honoria  was  her  name ; 
Fair  as  the  faireft,  but  of  haughty  mind, 
And  fiercer  than  became  fo  foft  a  kind. 
Proud  of  her  birth  (for  equal  fhe  had  none); 
The  reft  fhe  fcorn'd ;  but  hated  him  alone, 
His  gi<fts,  his  conflant  courtftiip,  nothing  gain'd; 
For  (he,  the  more  he  lov'd,  the  more  difdain'd. 
He  liv'd  with  all  the  pomp  he  could  devife,        T 
At  tilts  and  tournaments  obtain'd  the  prize ;       J 
But  found  no  favour  in  his  lady's  eyes  :  j 

Relentlefs  as  a  rock,  the  lofty  maid, 
Turn'd  all  to  poifon,  that  he  did  or  faid  : 
Nor  prayers,  nor  tears,  nor  offer'd  vows,  conld*] 
move  ;  [flrove  / 

The  work  went  backward ;  and  the  more  he  I 
1 "  advance  his  fuit,  the  farther  from  her  love.    J 

Weary'd  at  length,  and  wanting  remedy. 
He  doubted  oft,  and  oft  refolv'd  to  die. 
But  pride  flood  ready  to  prevent  the  blow. 
For  who  would  die  to  gratify  a  foe  ? 
His  generous  mind  difdain'd  fo  mean  a  fate  ; 
That  pafs'd,  his  next  endeavour  was  to  hate. 
But  vai«er  that  relief  than  all  the  reft. 
The  lefs  he  hop'd,  with  more  defire  poffefs' 
Love  flood  the  fiege,  and  would  not  yield 

breaft. 
Change  was  the  next,  but  change  deceiv'd  his 

care; 
He  fought  a  fairer,  but  found  none  fo  fair. 

Yoi..  VI. 


nate. 

reft'd;  r 

^field  his  \^ 


He  would  have  worn  her  out  by  flow  degrees,  "%'' 
As  men  by  fafting  ftarve  th'  untam'd  difeafe  :  V 
But  prefent  love  requir'd  a  prcfent  eafe.  J 

Looking  he  feeds  alone  his  famiih'd  eyes, 
Feeds  lingering  death,  but  looking  not  he  dies. 
Yet  ftill  he  chofe  the  longefl  way  to  fate. 
Wafting  at  once  his  life  and  his  eftate. 

His  friends  beheld,  and  pity'd  him  in  vain. 
For  what  advice  can  eafe  a  lover's  pain  ! 
Abfence,  the  heft  expedient  they  could  find. 
Might  fave  the  fortune,  if  not  cure  the  mind  : 
This  means  they  long  propos'd,  but  little  gain'd, 
Yet,  after  much  purfuit,  at  length  obtain'd. 

Hard  you  may  think  it  was  to  give  confent, 
But  ftruggling  with  his  own  defires  he  went, 
With    large  expence,    and    with  a  pompous"! 
train,  ' 

Provided  as  to  vifit  France  and  Spain,  i 

Or  for  fome  diftant  voyage  o'er  the  main.  J 

But  love   had   dipp'd  his  wings,  and  cut  hi'i* 

fliort, 
Confin'd  within  the  purlieus  of  the  ceurt. 
Three  miles  he  went,  no  farther  could  retreit ; 
His  travels  ended  at  his  country-feat : 
To  Chaflis'  pleafing  plains  he  took  his  way. 
There  pitch'd  his  tents,  and  there  refolv'd  to  flay. 

The  fpring  was  in  the  prime  ;  the  neighbour-, 
ing  grove 
Supply'd  with  birds,  the  choirifters  of  love  : 
Mulic  unbought,  that  minifter'd  delight 
To  morning  walks,  and  luU'd  his  cares  by  night : 
There  he  difcharg'd  his  friends ;  but  not  tli'  ex- 
pence 
Of  frequent  treats,  and  proud  magnificence. 
He  Jiv'd  as  kings  retire,  though  more  at  large 
From  public  bufinefs,  yet  with  equal  charge  ; 
With  boufe  and  heart  ftill  open  to  receive ; 
,As  w«li  content  a*  love  would  give  him  leaviit 
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He  would  have   liv'd    more  fVee  ;    but  many  a 

gueft. 
Who  could  forfake  the  friend,  purfued  the  feaft. 

It  hapt  one  morning,  as  his  fancy  led. 
Before  his  ufual  hour  he  left  his  bed  ; 
To  walk  within  a  lonely  lawn,  that  flood 
On  every  fide  furrounded  by  a  wood  : 
Alone  he  waJk'd,  to  pleafe  his  penfive  mind, 
And  fought  the  deepeft  folitudc  to  find  ; 
*Twas  in  a  grove  of  fpreading  pines  he  flray'd;"^ 
The    vinds    within    the    quivering   branches/ 

play'd,  r 

And  dancing  trees  a  mournful  mufic  made.        j 
The  phce  iifelf  was  fuiting  to  his  care. 
Uncouth  and  favage,  as  the  cruel  fair. 
He  wandcr'd  on,  unknowing  where  he  went, 
Lolt  in  the  Wood,  and  all  on  love  intent : 
The  day  already  half  his  race  had  run,  "^ 

And  furamon'd  him  to  due  repaft  at  noon,  > 

But  love  could  feel  no  hunger  but  his  own.         j 
Whilft  liftening  to  the  murmuring  leaves  he 

flood. 
More  than  a  mile  immers'd  within  the  wood. 
At   once   the   wind    was    laid ;    the   whifpering 

found 
Was    dumb  ;    a    rifing    earthquake    rock'd   the 

ground ; 
With  deeper  brown  the  grove  was  overfpread  ; 
A  fudden  horrer  fciz'd  his  giddy  head, 
Aiid  his  ears  tinkled,  and  his  colour  fled,. 
Nature  was  in  alarm  ;  fome  danger  nigh 
beem'd    threatcn'd,    though    iinfcen    to    mortal 

eye. 
Unus'd  to  fear,  he  fummon'd  all  his  foul. 
And  flood  coUedted  in  himfelf,  and  whole  ; 
Not  long  :  for  foon  a  whirlwind  rofe  around, 
And  from  afar  he  heard  a  fcreaming  found. 
As  of  a  dame  diftrcfs'd,  who  cry'd  for  aid, 
And  fiU'd  with  loud  laments  the  fecrct  fhade. 

A  thicket  clofe  befide  the  grove  there  flood, 
With  briers  and  brambles  chok'd,  and  dwarfilh 

wood  ; 
From  thence  the  noife,  which  now,  approaching 

near, 
With  more  di(lii)gui(h'd  notes  invades  his  ear  ; 
He  rais'd  his  head,  and  favv  a  beauteous  maid, 
With  hair  uiftievcrd,  iffuing  throuj;h  the  fhade; 
Stripp'd   of   her  clcthes,    and    ev'n    thole   parts 

revealM, 
Which  modeft  nature  keeps  from  fight  conccal'd. 
Hei  face,  her  hands,  her  naked  limbs  were  torn, 
With  paffing   through   the   brakes,   and   prickly 

thorn  ; 
Two  maflilTs  gaunt  and  grim  her  flight  purfu'd, 
And  oft  thfir  faden'd  f-n^-    !:!  Iilood  imbru'd  : 
Oft  they  ranie  up,  and  p'uch'd  her  tender  fide, 
^ercy,  O  mercy,  heaven  !  fhc  ran,  and  cry'd  ;    ■ 
When  heaven  was  nam'd,  they  loos'd  their  hold 

again. 
Then  fprang  ihc  forth,  they  foUow'd  her  amain. 

Nut  far  behind,  a  knight  of  fwarthy  face. 
High  on  a  cnal- black  Heed  purlu'd  the  chace; 
With  flafliing  flames  his  ardent  eyes  were  fiU'd, 
And  in  his  lianU  a  naked  fword  he  held  : 
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He  cheer'd  the  dogs  to  follow  her  who  fled, 
And  vow'd  revenge  on  her  devoted  head. 

As  Theodore  was  born  of  noble  kind, 
The  brutal  adlion  rous'd  his  manly  n\ind  ; 
Mov'd  with  unworthy  ufage  of  the  maid. 
He,  though  unarm'd,  refolv'd  to  give  her  aid. 
A  fapline  pine  he  wrench'd  from  out  the  ground, 
The  refidieft  weapon  that  his  fury  found. 
Thus  furnifli'd  for  offence,  he  crofs'd  the  way 
Betwixt  the  gracelefs  villain  and  his  prey. 

The   knight  came  thundering   on,   but,  iiroinil 
afar, 
Thus  in  imperious  tone  farbad  the  war: 
Ceafe,  Theodore,  to  proffer  vain  relief. 
Nor  flop  the  vengeance  of  fo  jufl  a  grief  ; 
But  give  me  leave  to  feize  my  deftin'd  prey, 
And  let  eternal  juflice  take  the  way  : 
I  but  revenge  my  fate,  difdain'd,  betray'd,  Ji 

And  fuffering  death  for  this  ungrateful  maid.  '11 

He  faid,  at  once  difmounting  from  the  fleed ; 
For  now  the  hell-hounds  with  fuperior  fpecd 
Had   reach'd   the  dame,   and,    faftening  on  her 

fide, 
The  ground  with  iCTuing  dreams  of  purple  dy'd, 
Stood  Theodore  furpris'd  in  deadly  fright,  i 

With  chattering  teeth,  and  briilling  hair  upright ;  f 
Yet  arm'd  with  inborn   worth,    Whate'er,  faid 

he, 
Thou  art,  who  know'ft  me  better  than  I  thee ; 
Or  prove  thy  rightful  caufe,  or  be  defy'd  ; 
I'he  fpeiSlre,  fiercely  flaring,  thus  reply'd  : 

Know,  Theodore,  thy  anceftry  I  claim. 
And  Guido  Cavalcanti  was  my  name. 
One  common  fire  our  fathers  did  beget, 
My  name  and  llory  fome  remember  yet : 
Thee,  then  a  boy,  within  my  arms  I  laid, 
When  for  my  fins  I  lov'd  this  haughty  maid  ; 
Not  lefs  ador'd  in  life,  nor  ferv'd  by  me,  3 

Than  proud  Honoria  now  is  lov'd  by  thee.  I 


What  did  I  not  her  ftubborn  heart  to 


gam  .' 


But  all  my  vows  were  anlwer'd  with  difdain  :    / 
She    fcorn'd    my   forrows,    and    defpis'd   my  f" 

pain.  ^ 

Ijong  time  I  dragg'd  my  days  in  fruitlefs  care  ; 
Then,    loathing  life,   and  plung'd   in  deep  d»» 

fpair, 
To  finifh  my  unhappy  life,  I  fell 
On  this  fharp  fword,  and  now  am  damn'd  in  hell. 
Short  was  her  joy  ;  for  foon  th'  inlulting  maid 
By  heaven's  decree  in  this  cold  grave  waylaid. 
And  as  in  unrepented  fin  Ihe  dy'd, 
Doom'd  to  the  fame   bad  place  is  puniih'd  for 

her  pride  : 
Eecaufe  (he  dcem'd  I  well  dcferv'd  to  die. 
And  made  a  nitrit  of  her  cruelty. 
I'here,  then,  we  met;  both  try'd,  and  both  were 

caa. 
And  this  irrevocable  fcntencc  pafs'd  ; 
That  fhe,  whom  I  fo  long  purfu'd  in  vain,  ■   ^ 

Should  fuffcr  from  my  hands  a  lingering  pain  :      i| 
Renew'd  to  life  that  (he  might  daily  die,  '" 

I  daily  dooin'd  to  follow,  fhc  to  fly  ; 
No  more  a  lover,  but  a  mortal  foe, 
I  feck  her  life  (for  love  is  none  below)  : 
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arj 


As  often  as  my  dogs  with  better  fpeed 

Arrcft  her  flight,  is  (he  to  death  decreed  : 

Then  with  this  fatal  fword,  on  which  I  dy'd, 

I  pierce  her  open  back  or  tender  fide, 

And    tear   that    harden'd    heart    from    cut   her 

breaft, 
Which,    with   her  entrails,    makes   my    hungry 

hounds  a  feaft. 
Nor  lies  flie  long,  but,  as  her  fates  ordain, 
Springs  up  to  hfc,  and  frefh  to  fecond  pain, 
k  fav'd  to-day,  to-morrow  to  be  flain. 

This  veis'd  in  death,  th'  infernal  knight  re- 
lates, 
And  then  for  proof  fulfiU'd  the  common  fates ; 
Her  heart    ar(d  bowels    through    her  back  he 

drew. 
And  fed  the  hounds  that  help'd  him  to  purfue, 
Stern  look'd  the  fiend,  as  fruftrate  of  his  will, 
Kot  half  fuffic'd,  and  greedy  yet  to  kill. 
And  now  the  foul,  expiring  through  the  wound. 
Had  left  the  body  breathlefs  on  the  ground. 
When  thus  the  grifly  fpedre  fpoke  again  : 
Behold  the  fruit  of  ill-rewarded  pain  : 
As  many  months  as  I  fuftain'd  her  hate. 
So  many  years  is  flie  condemn'd  by  fate 
To  daily  death  ;  and  every  fcveral  place, 
Confcious  of  Jier  difdain  and  my  difgrace, 
Muft  witnefs  her  juft  punifhment ;  and  be 
A  fcene  of  triumph  and  revenge  to  me  ! 
As  in  this  grove  I  took  my  latt  farewell. 
As  on  this  very  fpot  of  earth  I  fell, 
As  Friday  faw  me  die,  lb  (he  my  prey 
Becomes  ev'n  here,  on  this  revolving  day. 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,    the  virgin  from  the 

ground 
Upftarted  frefh,  already  clos'd  the  wound. 
And,  unconcern'd  for  all  flie  felt  before, 
Precipitates  her  flight  along  the  fhore  : 
The   hell-hounds,    as    ungorg'd   with   flefli   and 

blood, 
Purfue  their  prey,  and  feek  their  wonted  food : 
The  fiend  remounts  his  courfer,  mends  his  pace ; 
And  all  the  vifion  vanifh'd  from  the  place. 
Long  flood  the  noble  youth  opprefs'd  with 

awe 
And  (lupid  at  the  wondrous  things  he  faw, 
Surpafling  common  faith,  tranfgrefiing  nature's 

law.  J 

He  would  have  been  aflcep,  and  wifti'd  to  wake. 
But  dreams,  he  knew,  no  long  impreflion  make. 
Though  ftrong  at  firfl ;  if  vifion,  to  what  end,   "^ 
But  fuch  as  muft  his  future  ftate  portend  '  ^ 

His  love  the  damfel,  and  himfelf  the  fiend,  ) 

But  yet,  refiediing  that  it  could  not  be 
From  heaven,  which  cannot  impious  a(fls  decree, 
Refolv'd  within  himfelf  to  fliun  the  fnare. 
Which  hell  for  his  deftrudlion  did  prepare ; 
And,  as  his  better  genius  fhould  dire(5t. 
From  an  ill  caufe  to  draw  a  good  eSe<St. 

Infpir'd  from   heaven   he  homeward  took  his 

way, 
Nor  pall'd  his  new  defign  with  long  delay: 
But  of  his  train  a  trufty  fervant  fent 
To  ciU  his  friends  together  a;  his  tent. 


They  came,  and,  ufual  falutations  paid, 
With  words  premeditated  thus  he  faid  : 
What  you  have  often  counfel'd,  to  remove 
My  vain  purfuit  of  unregarded  love ; 
By  thrift  my  finking  fortune  to  repair, 
Though  late  yet  is  at  laft  become  my  care; 
My  heart  (hall  be  my  own  ;  my  vaft  expence 
Reduc'd  to  bounds,  by  timely  providence ; 
This  only  I  require  ;  invite  for  me 
Honoria,  with  her  father's  family. 
Her  friends,  and  mine  ;  the  qaufe  I  fhall  difplay, 
On  Friday  next ;  for  that's  th'  appointed  day. 
Well  pleas'd  were  all  his  friends;,  the  talk  was 

light. 
The  father,  mother,  daughter,  they  invite  ; 
Hardly  the  dame  was  drawn  to  this  repaft  ; 
But  yet  refolv'd,  becaufe  it  was  the  laft. 
The  day  was  come,  the  guefts  invited  came, 
And,  with  the  reft,  th'  inexorable  dame  : 
A  feaft  prepar'd  with  riotous  expence. 
Much  coft,  more  care,  and  moft  magnificence. 
The  place  ordain'd  was  in  that  haunted  grove. 
Where  the  revenging  ghoft  purfu'd  his  love  : 
The  tables  in  a  proud  pavilion  fpread. 
With  flowers  below,  and  tiflue  overhead  : 
The  reft  in  rank,  Honoria  chief  in  place, 
Was  artfully  contriv'd  to  fet  her  face 
To  front  the  thicket,  and  behold  the  chace. 
The  feaft  was  ferv'd,  the  time  fo  well  forecaft. 
That   juft    when    the    defert    and    fruits   were 

plac'd, 
The  fiend's  alarm  began  ;  the  hollow  found        "> 
Sung  in  the  leaves,  the  foreft  fhook  around,       f 
Air  blacken'd,  roU'd  the  thunder,  groan'd  the  C 

grouHd.  3 

Nor  long  before  the  loud  laments  arife. 
Of  one  dlftrefs^d,  and  maftiffs  mingled  cries;        .    ' 
And  firft  the  dame  came  lufhing  through  the'\  ] 

wood,  [food,  I 

And  next  the  famifh'd  hounds  that  fought  their  y 
And  grip'd  her  flanks,  and  oft  effay'd  their  jaws  j  ^ 

in  blood.  J  [ 

Laft  came  the  felon,  on  his  fable- fteed, 
Arm'd  with  his  naked  fword,  and  urg'd  his  dogs 

to  fpeed. 
She  ran,  and  cry'd,  her  flight  diredlly  bent         "% 
(A  gueft  unbidden)  to  the  fatal  tent,  f 

The  fcene  of  death,  and  place  ordain'd  for  pu-  C 

nifhment.  J 

Loud  was  the  noife,  aghaft  was  every  gueft. 
The  women  fhriek'd,  the  men  forfook  the  feaft  ; 
The  hounds  at  nearer  diftance  hoarfely  bay'd ;  ")  ' 
The  hunter  clofe  purfu'd  the  vifionary  maid,      f 
She  rent  the  heaven  with  loud  laments,  impior-  C 

ing  aid.  '  3 

The  gallants,  to  protetSl  the  lady's  right,  "> 

Their  faulchions  brandifti'd  at  the  grifly  fprlte ;  > 
High  on  his  ftirrups  he  provok'd  the  fight.         j 
Then  on  the  crowd  he  caft  a  furious  look. 
And  wither'd  all  their  ftrength  before  he  fpoke  : 
Back  on  your  lives ;  let  be,  faid  he,  my  prey, 
And  let  my  vengeance  take  the  deftin'd  way  : 
Vain  are  your  arms,  and  vainer  your  defence, 
Againft  th'  eternal  doom  of  Providence  : 
Sij 
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JVline  is  tW  ungrateful  maid  by  heaven  defign'd  : 
Mercy  fhe  would  not  give,  nor  mercy  fliall  fhe 

find. 
At  thU  the  former  tale  again  he  told 
With  thundering  tone,  ai.d  dreadful  to  behold : 
Sunk  were  their  hearts  with  horror  of  the  crime, 
Nor  needed  to  be  warn'd  a  fecond  time, 
But  bore  each  other  back:   lonie  knew  the  "J 

face,  I 

And  all  had  heard  the  much  lamented  cafe  ^ 

Of  him  who  fell  for  love,  and  this  the  fatal  ) 

place.  J 

And  now  th'  infernal  minifter  advanc'd, 
Seiz'd  the  dup  viAim,  and  with  fury  launch'd 
Her  back,  and,    piercing   through    her   inmofl 

heart. 
Drew  backward  as  before  th'  offending  part. 
The  reeking  entrails  next  he  tore  away. 
And  to  his  meagre  mafliffs  made  a  prey. 
The  pale  alTiftants  on  each  other  ftar'd, 
With   gaping    mouths    for    iffuing    words   prcr 

par'd  ; 
The  ftill-born  founds  upon  the  palate  hung. 
Arid  dy'd  imperfecSh  on  the  faulteripg  tongue. 
The  fright  was  general ;  but  the  female  band 
(A  hclplefs  train)  in  more  confufion  fland  : 
With  horror  fhuddering,  on  a  heap  they  run,     "J 
Sick  at  the  fight  of  hateful  juflice  dor;» ;  / 

J'or  confcience  rung  th'  alarm,  and  made  the  C 

cafe  their  own,  J 

So,  fpread  upon  a  Iske  with  upward  eye, 
A  iilunip  cf  fowl  behold  their  foe  on  high  ; 
They  clofc-  their  trembling  troop  ;  and  all  attend 
On  whom  the  fowfmg  eagle  will  defceiid. 

But  moP  the  proud  Honoria  fcar'd  th'  event. 
And  thougnt  to  her  alone  the  vific^n  fcnt. 
Her-  guilt  pi  efcnts  to  her  diflracfted  mind  "J 

Heaven's  juflice,  Theodore's  revengeful  kind,     > 
And  the  fame  fate  to  the  fame  (in  affign'd.  J 

Already  fens  herfelf  the  monHer's  prey, 
Aiid  feels  her  heart  and  entrails  torn  away, 
'Twas  a  mute  fceue  of  forrow,  niix'd  with  fear ; 
Kti'.l  on  the  table  lay  th'  Uiifinifii'd  cheer  : 
''I'hc  knight  and  hungi7  mafliffs  flood  around, 
The  mangled  dame  lay  brcathlefs  on  the  ground  ; 
WhcQ  on  a  fnddcn,  rc-lnfpir'd  with  breath, 
Again  (he  rofc,  agitin  to  lulTcr  death  ; 
JJor  fliiid  the  licll-hounds,  nor  the  luinicr  flaid, 
33at  lollow'd,  as  hefoic,  the  Hying  maid  : 
'I'll' avenger  took  from  earth  th' avenging  fvvord. 
And  mounting   light  as   air  his  &b!e  flced  he 

fpurr'd : 
Tiie  clouds  difptll'd,  the  fky  refum'd  licr  light, 
And  nat(ire  ftfod  recovcr'd  of  her  friglit. 
But  fia»,  the  laft  of  illi),  rcmain'd  behind. 
And  horror  heavy  fat  on  every  mind. 
Kfn"  'rb<-"odorc  encoucag'd  more  the  feafl. 
But  ftcrnly  look'd,  a^  hatching  in  his  bread 
t>()nit  deep  fli;fiu;nit  •,  which  when  Hunoiia  vicvv'd, 
'Jlic  fftjli  impulie  ^ler  formtr  frijrht  rcntw'd  ; 
bhc  thougnt  hcrfcU  the   tiembliog   dame  who 

fled, 
Ani  him  the  grifly  ^hoJX  th<»t  fpwn'd  ;h'  iiifcrnal 

r.ccd ; 


1 


4 
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The  more  difmay'd,  for  when  the  guefls  with 

drew. 
Their  courteous  hoft,  fainting  all  the  crew, 
Regardlefs  pafs'd  her  o'er ;  nor  grac'd  with  kind  j 

adieu ;  J 

That  fling  infix'd  within  her  haughty  mind 
The  downfall  of  her  empire  (he  divin'd  ; 
And  her  proud  heart  with  fecret  forrow  pin'd. 
Home  as  they  went,  the  fad  difcourfe  renew'd 
Of  the  relentlefs  dame  to  death  purfu'd. 
And  of  the  light  obfcene  fo  lately  view'd. 
None  durft  arraign  the  righteous  doom  (he  bore, 
Ev'n  they  who  pity'd  nioft,  yet  blam'd  her  more  : 
The  parallel  they  needed  not  to  name. 
But  in  the  dead  they  damn'd  the  living  dame. 

At  every  little  noife  (he  look'd  behind, 
For  ftill  the  knight  was  prefent  to  her  mind  : 
And  anxious  oft  Ihe  ftarted  on  the  way. 
And  thought  the  horfcman  ghoft  came  thundering 

for  his  prey. 
Rfturn'd,  flie  took  her  bed  with  little  reft, 
But  in  ftiort  flumbers  dreamt  the  funeral  feafl 
Awak'd,  (he  turn'd  her  fide,  and  llept  again ; 
The  fame  black  vapours  mounted  in  her  brain 
And   the  fame  dreams  returu'd   with  double 

pain. 
Now  forc'd  to  wake,  becaufc  afraid  to  deep. 
Her  blood  all  fever'd,  with  a  furious  leap 
She  fprang  from  bed,  diftradled  in  lier  mind. 
And  fear'd,  at  every  ftep,  a  iwitclving  fprite  be- 
hind. 
Darkling  and  defperate,  with  a  ftaggering  pace, 
Of  death  afraid,  and  confcioiis  cf  difgrare  ; 
Fear,  pride,  rcmoife,  at  onte  her  heart  affail'd, 
Pride  put  remorfe  to  flight,  but  fear  prcvail'd. 
Friday,  the  fatal  day,  when  next  it  came, 
Her  foul  forethought  the  liend  would  change  his. 

game. 
And  her  purfiie,  or  Theodore  be  (lain. 
And  two  ghofts  join  their  packs  to  hunt  her  o'er 

the  plain. 
This  dreadiul  image  fo  p^^f^efs'J  her  riilnd, 
■]"hat  defperate  any  J'uccunr  lKc  to  find. 
She  ce-as'd  all  f  ithcr  Impe  ;  and  now  began 
To  make  rclletlion  on  th'  uiihappy  man. 
RieJj,    brave,   and   young,    who    part    cxprcfTioai 

lov'd. 
Proof  to  difdaiu,  and  not  to  be  remov'd  : 
Of  all  the  men  rcfpcclcd  and  admir'd. 
Of  all  the  dames,  txccpt  herfelf,  defir'd  : 
Why  not  of  her  ?  prcftrr'd  above  tlie  red 
By  him  with  knightly  deeds,  and  open  love  j 

profcfs'd? 
So  had  another  been,  where  he  his  vows  ad- 

drefs'd. 
This  qufll'd   her    pride,    yet    other  doubts  rc« 

main'd. 
That,  once  dildaining,  fhe  miglit  be  difdain'd. 
The  Icar  was  jufl,  hut  greater  fear  prcvail'd. 
Fear  o!  hir  lile  l>y  hcllif^i  hounds  afiail'd : 
He  took  a  loweiiiii^  leave  ;  but  who  can  tell. 
What  ooiward  hate  might  inward  love  conical  i 
Her  Ct:\'»  arts  (he  knew  ;  and  why  not,  then. 
Might  u«.if  diJelEllJllg  h«v;  3  JUite;  li.  lU;d  I 
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Here  hope  began  to  dawn  ;  refolv'd  to  try, 
She  fix'd  on  this  her  utnmft  ren^edy  :  | 

Death  was  behind,  but  hard  it  was  to  die. 
'Twas  time  enough  at  laft  on  death  to  call, 
The  precipice  in  fight :  a  flirub  was  all,  ( 

That  kindly  flood  betwixt  to  break  the  fatal  < 
fall. 
One  maid  flie  had,  belov'd  above  the  refr; 
Secure  of  her,  the  fecret  fhe  confefs'd ; 
And  now  the  cheerful  light  her  fears  difpell'd, 
She  with  no  winding  turns  the  truth  concea 
But  put  the  woman  off,  and  flood  reveal'd 
With  faults  confefs'd  commiffion'd  her  to  go, 
If  pity  yet  had  place,  and  reconcile  her  foe  ; 
Th6  welcome  meflage  made,  was  foon  receiv'd  ; 
*Twas  to  be  wifh'd,  and  hop'd,  but  fcarce  be- 
liev'd ; 


:ird,  7 
eal'd,  V 
i:       J 


Fate  feem'd  a  fair  occafion  to  prcfeflt ; 

He  knew  the  fex,  and  fear'd  fhe  might  repent. 

Should  he  delay  the  moment  of  confent. 

There  yet  remain'd  to  gain  her  friends  (a  care 

The  modefty  of  maidens  well  might  fpare) ; 

But  fhe  with  fuch  a  zeal  the  caufe  ethbrac'd 

(As  women,  where  they  will,  are  all  in  hafle)  ; 

The  father,  mother,  and  the  kin  befide, 

Were  overborn  by  fury  of  the  tide  ; 

With  full  confent  of  all  fhe  chang'd  her  ftate  ; 

Refifllefs  in  her  love,  as  in  her  hate. 

By  her  example  wam'd,  the  reft  beware  ; 

More  eafy,  iefs  imperioui*,  were  the  fair ; 

And  that  one  hunting,  which  the  devil  deflgn'd 

For  one  fair  female,  loft  him  half  the  kind. 
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POETA  LOQUITUR. 

Old  as  T  am,  for  ladies  love  unfit,  ' 

The  power  of  beauty  I  remember  yet. 
Which  once  inflam'd  my  loul,  and  ftill  infpires 

my  wit. 
If  love  be  folly,  the  fevcre  divine 
Has  felt  that  folly,  though  he  cenfures  mine ; 
Pollutes  the  pleafures  of  a  chafte  embrace, 
Aifts  what  I  write,  and  propagates  in  grace, 
With  riotous  excefs,  a  prieftly  race. 
Suppofe  him  free,  and  that  I  forge  th'  offence. 
He  ihew'd  the  way,  perverting  firfl  my  fenfe  : 
In  malice  witty,  and  with  venom  fraught. 
He  makes  me  fpeak  the  things  I  never  thought. 
Compute  the  gains  of  his  ungovern'd  zeal; 
111  fuits  his  cloth  the  praifc  of  railing  well. 
The  world  will  think  that  what  we  loofely  wrl'-e. 
Though  now  arraign'd,  he  read  with  fome  dc- 

light; 
Becaufe  he  feems  to  chew  the  cud  agam,    [plain  ; 
When    his  broad  comment  makes   the   text  too 
And  teaches  more  in  one  explaining  page. 
Than  all  tlic  double-meanings  of  the  ftage. 

What  needs  he  paraphrafe  on  what  we  mean  ? 
We  were  at  worfl  but  wanton  ;  he's  obfccnc. 
1  not  my  fellows  nor  myfelf  excufe; 
But  love's  the  fubjedl  of  the  conuc  Mufe ; 
Nor  can  we  write  without  it,  nor  w«uld  you 
A  tale  of  only  dry  inftrudlion  view; 
Kor  love  is  always  of  a  vicious  kind, 
But  oft  to  virtuous  a(5l:8  inflames  the  mind, 
Awakes  the  fleepy  vigour  of  the  foul, 
And  brufliing  o'er  adds  motion  to  the  pool. 
Love,  ftudious  how  to  pleafe,  improves  our  parts 
With  poliili'd  manners,  and  adorns  with  arts. 
Love  firft  invented  verfc,  and  form'd  the  rhyme, 
Tlic  motion  mcafur'd,  harmoniz'd  the  chime  ; 


To  liberal  a(Ss  enlarg'd  the  narrow-foul'd, 
Soften'd  the  fierce,  and  made  the  coward  bold  t 
The  world,  when  wafle,  he  peopled  with  increafc. 
And  warring  nations  reconcil'd  in  peace. 
Ormond,  the  firft,  and  all  the  fair  may  find,      ~\ 
In  this  one  legend,  to  their  fame  defign'd,  t 

When  beauty  fires  the  blood,  how  love  exalts  T 
the  mind.  j 


IN  that  fweet  ifle  where  Venus  keeps  her  court, 
And  every  grace,  aud  all  the  loves,  refort ; 
Where  either  fex  is  form'd  of  fofter  earth. 
And  takes  the  bent  of  pleafure  from  her  birth  ; 
These  liv'd  a  Cyprian  lord,  above  the  reft 
Wife,  wealthy,  witli  a  numerous  ifTue  blefs'd. 

But  as  no  gift  of  fortune  is  fincere. 
Was  only  wanting  in  a  worthy  heir  ; 
His  eldeft  born,  a  goodly  youth  to  view, 
Excell'd  the  reft  in  Ihape,  and  outward  fhew. 
Fair,  tall,  his  limbs  with  due  proportion  join'd, 
Euc  of  a  heavy,  dull,  degenerate  mind. 
His  foul  bely'd  the  features  of  his  face  ; 
Beauty  was  there,  but  beauty  in  difgrace. 
A  clown ifh  mien,  a  voice  with  ruftic  found. 
And  ftupid  eyes  that  ever  lov'd  the  ground. 
He  look'd  like  nature's  error,  as  the  mind         "> 
And  body  were  not  of  a  piece  defign'd,  t 

But  made  for  two,  and  by  miilake  in  one  were  f 
join'd.  3 

The  ruling  rod,  the  father's  forming  care, 
Were  cxercis'd  in  vain  on  wit's  defpair; 
The  more  inform 'd,  the  Icfs  he  underftood. 
And  deeper  funk  by  floundering  in  the  mud. 
Now  fcorn'd  of  all,  and  grown  the  public  fhame, 
The  people  from  Galcfus  chang'd  bis  name. 
And  Cymon  call'd,  which  fignifies  a  brute  ; 
So  well  his  name  did  with  hib  nature  fuk. 
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.'•  K's  father,  whtn  he  found  his  labour  loft,  , 
And  care  employ 'd  that  anfwer'd  not  the  coft, 
Chofe  an  ungrateful  objsift  to  remove,  ; 

And  loath'd  to  fee  what  nature  made  him  love; 
5o  to  his  country  farm  the  fool  confin'd; 
Rude  work  well  fuitcd  with  a  ruftic  mind.. 
Thus  to  the  wilds  the  fturdy  Cymon  went, 
A  fquire  among  the  fwains,  and  pleas'd  with  ba- 

nifliment. 
His  corn  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 
And  his  fupreme  delight,  a  country  fair. 
,:i   Tt  happen'd  on  a  fummer's  holiday,  "*% 

That  to  the  green-wood  Ihade  he  took  his  way ;  ( 
For  Cymon  (hunn'd  the   church,  and  us'd  not  i 

much  to  pray.  J 

His  quarter  flaff,  which  he  could  ne'er  forfake, 
Hung  half  before,  and  half  behind  his  back.    . 
He  trudg'd  along,  unknowing  what  he  fought. 
And  whiftled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thought. 

By  chance  condudled,  or  by  thirft  conftrain'd, 
The  deep  receffcs  of  the  grove  he  gain'd ; 
Where,  in  a  plain  defended  by  the  wood. 
Crept  through  the  matted  grafs  a  cryftal  flood, 
By  which  an  alabafler  fountain  flood  :  "^ 

And  on  the  margin  of  the  fount  was  laid  > 

(Attended  by  her  flaves)  a  fleeping  maid.  j 

Liike  Dian  and  her  nymphs,  when  tir'd  with  fport, 
To  reft  by  cool  Eurotas  they  refort : 
The  dame  herfelf  the  goddcfs  well  exprefs'd, 
Not  more  diftinguifh'd  by  her  purpie  veft, 
Than  by  the  charming  features  of  her  face,' 
And  ev'n  In  flumber  a  fuperior  grace  : 
Her  comely  linibs  cpmpos'd  with  decent  care,    T 
Her  body  fhaded  with  a  flight  cymarr  ;  > 

Her  bofom  to  the  view  was  only  bare  :  3 

Where  two  beginning  paps  were  fcarcely  fpy'd, 
For  yet  their  places  were  but  fignify'd  : 
The  fanning  wind  upon  her  bofom  blows. 
To  meet  the  fanning  wind  the  bofom  rofe 
The  fanning  wind,  and  purling  ftreams, 
!  '  ,.  nue  her  repofe. 

The  fpol  of  nature  flood  with  ftupid  eyes, 
And  gaping  mouth,  that  teftify'd  furprife, 
Fix'd  on  her  face,  n.pr  could  remove  his  fight, 
New  as  he  was  to  love,  and  novice  to  delight : 
Long  mute  he  ftood,  and  leaning  on  his  flaff", 
His  wonder  witnefs'd  with  an  idiot  laugh  ; 
Then  would  have  fpoke,  but  by  his  glimmering 

:  fenfe 
Firft  found  his  want  of  words,  and  fcar'd  ofFqnce : 
Dpubted  for  what  he  was  he  ftiould  be  known, 
By  his  clown  accent,  and  his  country  tone. 
Through  the  rude  chaos  thus  the  running  light 
Shot  the  firft  ray  that  pierc'd  the  native  night : 
Then  day  and  darknefs  in  the  mafs  were  mix'd  : 
Till  gathered  in  a  globe  the  beams  were  fix'd. 
Laft  fhone  the  fun^  who,  radiant  in  his  fphere, 
Jllumin'd  heaven  and  earth,  and  rolFd  around  the 
So  reafon  in  his  brutal  foul  began,  [year. 

Love  made  him  firft  fufped  he  was  a  man  ; 
Love  made  him  doubt  his  broad  barbarian  found  ; 
By  love  his  want  of  words  and  wit  he  found  ; 
That  fenfe  of, want  prepar'd  the  future  way 
To  knowledge,   and  difcios'd    the  promiie  of  a 

«lay. 


ofe;         / 
s,  conti-T 


air,       C 


:    What  not  his  father's  care,  not  tutor's  art, 
Could  plant  with  pains  in  his  unpolilli'd  heart. 
The  beft  infttu<3:er,  love,  at  once  infpir'd. 
As  barren  grounds  to  fruitfulnefs  are  fir'd  : 
Love  taught  tim  (hame  ;  and  Ihame,  with  love 

at  ftrife,  , 

Soon  taught  the  fweet  civilities  of  life; 
His  grofs  material  foul  at  once  could  find 
Somewhat  in  her  excelling  all  her  kind  : 
Exciting  a  defire  till  then  unknown, 
Somewhat  unfound,  or  found  in.  her  alone. 
This  made  the  firft  impreflion  on  his  mind. 
Above,  but  juft  above,  the  brutal  kind. 
For  beafts  can  like,.bu:  not  diftinguifli  too, 
Nor  their  own  liking  by  reflexion  know  ; 
Nor  why  they  like  or  this  or  t'  other  face. 
Or  judge  of  this  or  that  peculiar  grace  ; 
But  love  in  grofs, an!  ftupidly  admire  ;  ;  .. 
As  flies,  allur'd  by  light,  approach  the  fire. 
Thus  our  man-beaft,  advancing  by  degrees, 
Firft  likes  the  whole,  then  feparates  what  he  fees  5 
On  feveral  parts  a  feveral  praife  beftows. 
The  ruby  lips,  the  well  proportion'd  nofe, 
The  fnowy  flcin,  and  raven-gloily  hair, 
The  dimpled  cheek,  and  forehead  rijlng  fail 
And,  ev'n  in  fleep  itfelf,  a  fmiling  air. 
From  thence  his  eyes  defcending  view'd  the  reft, 
Her  plump  round  arms,  white  hands,  and  heav« 

ing  breaft. 
Long  jon  the  laft  he  dwelt,  though  every  part 
A  pointed  arrow  fpcd  to  pierce  his  heart. 

Thus  in  a  trice  a  judge  of  beauty  grown, 
(A  judge  ere(5l:ed  from  a  country  clown) 
He  lon^'d  to  fee  her  eyes,  in  flumber  hid. 
And  wifh'd  his  own  could  pierce  within  the  lid  : 
He  would  have  waL'd    her,    but    reftrain'd  his 

thought. 
And  love  pew-born  the  firft  good-manners  taught. 
And  awful  fear  his  ardent  wilh  wi'.hftood. 
Nor  durft  difturb  the  goddefs  of  the  wood. 
For  fuch  fhe  feem'd  by  her  celeftial  face, 
ExceUing  all  the  reft  of  human  race. 
And  things  divine,  by  common  fenfe  he  knew, 
Muft  be  devoutly  feen,  at  diftant  view  : 
So  checking  his  defire,  with  trenib'ing  heart 
Gazing  he  ftood,  nor  would  nor  could  depart  j   ■ 
Fix'd  as  a  pilgrim  wilder' d  in  his  way,  "J 

Who  dares  not  ftir  by  night,  for  fear  to  ftray,    / 
But  ftands  with  awful  eyes,  to  watch  the  dawn  T 
of  day.  3 

At  length  awaking,  Iphlgere  the  fair 
(So  was  the  beauty  call'd  who  caus'd  his  care) 
Unclos'd  her  eyes,  and  double  day  reveal'd, 
While  thofe  of  all  her  flaves  in  fleep  were  feal'<i. 

The  flavering  cudden,  propp'd  upon  his  ftaff. 
Stood  ready  gaping  with  a  grinning  laugh, 
To  welcome  her  awake ;  nor  durft  begin 
To  fpeak,  but  wifely  kept  the  fool  wirhin. 
Then  flie,  Wha  makes  you,  Cymon,  here  alone  ? 
(For  Cymon's  name  was  round  the  country  known 
Becaufe  defcended  of  a  noble  race, 
And  for  a  foul  ill  forted  with  his  face.) 

But  fti'.l  tht  fgt  ftood  fllent  with  ftrprife, 
With  fix'd  regard  on  her  new-open'd  eyes, 
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And  in  Lis  brcaft  receiv'd  th'  invenomM  dart, 
A  tickling  pain  that  pleas'd  amid  the  fmart. 
But,  coufcioiis  of  her  form,  with  quick  diftruft 
She  faw  his  fparkling  eyes,  and  fear'd  his  bruts'i 
'Jhis  to  prevent,  (he  wak'd  her  flcepy  crew,  [lull  : 
And,  rifing  hafty,  took  a  (hort  adieu. 

Then  Cymon  firft  his  ruftic  voice  effay'd. 
With  proffer'd  fervice  to  the  parting  maid 
'i'o  fee  her  fafe ;  hie  hand  flie  long  deny'd. 
But  took  at  length,  alham'd  of  fuch  a  guide. 
So  Cymon  led  her  home,  and  having  there, 
No  more  would  to  his  country  clowns  repair, 
But  fought  his  father's  houfe  with  better  mind, 
Re'fufing  in  the  farm  to  be  confin'd. 

The  lather  wonder'd  at  the  fon's  return, 
And  knew  not  whether  to  rejoice  or  mourn  ; 
But  doubtfully  receiv'd,  expei51ing  ftill 
To  learn  the  fecrct  caufcs  of  his  alter'd  will. 
Nor  was  he  long  delay 'd  :  the  firft  rcqueft 
He  made,  was  like  his  brothers  to  be  drefs'd, 
And,  as  his  birth  requir'd,  above  the  reft. 

With  cafe  his  fuit  was  granted  by  his  fire, 
Piftinguilhing  his  htir  by  rich  attire. 
His  body  thus  adorn'd,  he  next  defigu'd 
With  liberal  arts  to  cultivate  his  mind  : 
He  fought  a  tutor  of  his  own  accord. 
And  ftudy'd  icffons  he  beforo  abhorr'd. 

Thus  the  man-child  advanc'd,  and  learn'd  fo 
faft, 
That  in  ftiort  time  his  equals  he  furpaf-,'d  : 
His  brutal  manners  from  his  breaft  exil'd, 
His  mien  he  fafhion'd,  and  his  tongue  he  fil'd  ; 
In  every  exercife  of  all  admir'd. 
He  fcem'd,  nor  only  feem'd,  but  vi'as  infpji'd  : 
Jnfpir'd  by  love,  whofe  bufmefs  is  to  pieafe  ; 
He  rode,  he  fenc'd,  he  mov'd  with  graceful  cafe, 
I^lore  fani'd  for  fenfe,  for  courtly  carriage  more, 
'J'han  for  his  brutal  folly  known  before. 

What  then  of  alter'd  Cymon  ftiall  we  fay. 
But  that  the  fire  which  chok'd  in  afties  lay. 
A  load  too  heavy  for  his  foul  to  move,  [love. 

Wa«  upward  blown  below,  and  brufh'd  away  by 
I.ove  made  an  aflive  progrefs  through  his  nund. 
The  duflcy  parts  he  clcat'd,  the  grofii  rcfin'd, 
'J"he  drowfy  wak'd ;  and  as  he  went  iniprtfb'd 
The  Maker's  image  on  the  human  brcaft. 
Thus  was  the  man  amended  by  dtfire. 
And  though  he  lov'd  perhaps  with  too  mucli  fire, 
His  father  all  hie  faults  with  reafon  ftann'd, 
And  lik'd  an  error  of  tlic  better  hand; 
Jlxcus'd  the  cxcefs  of  p-jfiion  in  his  mind, 
By  flames  too  fierce,  perhaps  too  muci.  rcfin'd  : 
t)0  Cymon,  fince  his  fire  indulg'd  his  will, 
Impetuous  lov'd,  and  would  be  Cymon  dill: 
Galcfus  he  difown'd,  and  chofc  to  bear 
The   name   of    fuol  confirni'd,   and  biftiopM  by 
the  fair. 

To  Cipfcus  by  his  friends  his  fuit  he  mov'd, 
Cipfcus  the  father  of  the  fair  ].e  lov'd  : 
Put  he  was  pre-engag'd  by  former  tics, 
While  Cymon  was  endeavouring  to  be  wife  : 
And  Iphigene,  oblig'd  by  former  vowi, 
Had  given  lur  faith  to  wed  a  foreign  fpoufc  : 
Her  fire  and  ftie  to  Rhodian  Pafimund, 
Though  toth  lepcntinjf,  were  by  ptomifc  bound. 


I  Nor  could  retradt ;  and  thus,  as  fate  decreed, 
j  Though  better  lov'd,  he  fpoke  too  late  to  fpeed. 

The  doom  was  paft,  tl.e  fhip  already  fcut 
'  Did  all  his  tardy  diligence  prevent : 
!ji(:;h'd  to  herfclf  the  fair  unhappy  maid, 
^vt^lc  ftormy  Cymon  thus  in  feeret  laid  : 
The  time  is  come  for  Iphigene  to  find 
The  Siiracle  (he  wrought  upon  my  mind  : 
?Ier  charms  htve  made  me  man,  her  ravidi'd  lore 
In  rank  fhall  [)lace  me  with  the  blef-^'d  above. 
For  mine  by  love,  by  force  (he  fliall  be  mine. 
Or  death,  if  force  fliould  fail,  (hall  fiuifli  my  defign, 
Refolv'd  he  faid  ;  and  rigg'd  with  fpeedy  care 
A  veffel  ftroDg,  and  well  equipp'd  for  war. 
The  feeret  fhip  with  chofen  friends  he  ftoi'd  ; 
And,  bent  to  die  or  conquer,  went  aboard. 
Ambulh'd  he  lay  behind  the  Cyprian  (liore, 
Waiting  the  fail  that  all  his  wiihes  bore  ; 
Nor  long  expetfied,  for  the  following  tide 
Sent  out  the  hoftilc  fliip  and  beauteous  bride. 
To  Rhodes  the  rival  bark  dire i5lly  fteer'd, 
When  Cymon  fiidden  at  her  back  aji^ear'd, 
And  ftopp'd  herilight;  then,  (landing  on  hisprow^ 
In  haughty  terms  he  thus  defy'd  the  foe  ; 
Or  ftrike  your  fails  at  fummons,  or  prepare 
To  prove  the  laft  extremities  of  war. 
I'huswarn'd.the  Rhodiansforthe  fight  provide;"! 
Already  were  the  velTels  fide  by  fide,  / 

Thefe  obftinate  to  fave,  and  thofc  to  feizt  the  C 
bride.  J 

But  Cymon  fonn  his  crooked  grapples  caft,         "1 
Which  with  tenacious  hold  his  foes  cmhrac'd,     ( 
And, arm'd with  fword  and  fliicld,amid  the  prcfsf 
he  pafs'd.  3 

Fierce  was  the  fight,  but,  haftening  to  his  prey. 
By  force  the  furious  lover  freed  his  way  : 
Himfelf  alone  difpers'd  the  Rhodian  crew. 
The  we.ik  difdain'd,  the  val  ant  overthrew  ; 
Cheap   conqueft   for   his    following    friends    rc- 

main'd. 
He  reap'd  the  field,  and  they  but  only  glean'd. 

Hisvidory  confcfh'd,  the  foes  retreat, 
And  caft  the  weapons  at  the  viiflof's  feet. 
Wlxrm  thus  he    cheer'd  :    O    Rhodian    youth,  I 
For  love  alone,  nor  other  booty  fought  :      [fought 
Your  lives  arc  fafe  ;  your  vefTcl  I  refign  ; 
Yours  be  your  own,  reftoring  what  is  mine  : 
In  Iphigcnc  I  claim  my  rightful  due, 
Robb'd  by  my  rival,  and  detain'd  by  yoa  : 
Your  PaCmond  a  lawlels  bargain  drove. 
The  parent  could  not  fell  the  daughter's  love  ; 
Or,  if  he  could,  my  love  difdains  the  laws, 
Anii  like  a  king  by  conqueft  gains  his  caufe  : 
Where  arms  take  place,  all  other  pleas  arc  vain, 
i-ove  taught  me  force,  and  force  Ihall  love  main- 
tain. 
Yon,  what  by  ftrength  you  conld  not  keep,  rtleafe  , 
And'at  an  cafy  ranl'om  by  your  peace. 

Fear  on  the  conqucr'd  fide  (oon  fign'd  th'  ac- 
cord. 
And  Iphigene  to  Cymon  was  reftor'd  : 
While  fo  his  arms  the  blulbing  bride  he  took  ; 
To  fccming  fadnefs  (he  compob'd  her  look ; 
.^s  if  by  force  fubje(fted  to  his  will, 
Though  pleas'd,  diflVnibling,  and  a  woman  Alili 
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AtiA,  for  (he  wept,  he  wip'd  her  falling  tears. 
And  pray'd  her  to  difmifs  her  empty  fears ; 
For  your's  I  am,  he  faid,  and  has  deferv'd 
Your  love  much  better  whom  fo  long  I  ferv'd, 
Then  he  to  whom  your  formal  father  ty'd 
Your  voWs,  and  fold  a  flave,  not  fent  a  bride. 
Thus  while  he  fpoke,  he  feiz'd  the  willing  prey, 
As  Paris  bore  the  Spartan  fpoufe  away. 
Faintly  fbe  fcream'd,  and  ev'n  her  eyes  cr.nfefs'd 
She  rather  would  be  thought,  than  was  diftrefs'd 
Who  now  exults  but  Cymon  in  his  mind  ? 
Vain  hopes  and  empty  joys  of  human  kind, 
Proud  of  the  prefent,  to  the  future  blind  ! 
Secure  of  fate,  while  Cymon  plows  the  fea. 
And  fleers  to  Candy  with  his  conquer'd  prey. 
Scarce  the  third  glafs  of  meafur'd  hours  was  run. 
When  like  a  fiery  meteor  funk  the  fun  ; 
The  promife  of  a  florm  ;  the  {hifting  gales 
Forfake  by  fits,  and  fill  the  flagging  fails  ; 
Hoarfe  murmurs  of  the  nrain  from  far  were  heard, 
And  night  came  on,  not  by  degrees  prepar'd, 
But  all  at  once  ;  at  once  the  winds  arife. 
The  thunders  roll,  the  forky  lightning  flies. 
In  vain  the  maflcr  ilTues  out  commands, 
In  vain  the  trembling  failors  ply  their  hands  : 
The  tempeft  unforfeen  prevents  their  care, 
And  from  the  firft  they  labour  in  defpair. 
The  giddy  fhip  betwixt  the  winds  and  tides, 
Forc'd  back,  and  forwards,  in  a  circle  rides, 
Stunn'd   with   the   different  blows ;  then  flioots 

amain. 
Till,  counterhuff'd.fiie  fiop',  and  fleeps  again. 
Not  more  aghaft  the  proud  archangel  fell, 
Plung'd  from  the  height  of  heaven  to  deepeft  hell. 
Than  ftood  the  lover  of  his  love  poiTefs'd, 
Now  curs'd   the  more,   the  more  he  had  been 

blefs'd ; 
More  anxious  for  her  danger  than  his  own, 
Death  he  defies ;  but  would  be  loft  alone. 

Sad  Iphigene  to  womanifh  complaints 
Adds  pious  prayers,  and  wearies  all  the  faints ; 
Ev'n  if  flie  could,  her  love  (he  would  repent. 
But,  fince  flie  cannot,  dreads  the  punilhment; 
Her  forfeit  faith  and  Pafimond  betray'd. 
Are  evei-  prefent,  and  her  crime  upbraid. 
She  blames  herfelf,  nor  blames  her  lover  lefs. 
Augments  her  anger,  as  her  fears  increafe  : 
From  her  own  back  the  burden  would  remove. 
And  lays  the  load  on  his  ungovern'd  love, 
Which  interpofing  durit,  in  heaven's  defpite. 
Invade,  and  violate  another's  right : 
The  powers  incens'd  a  while  defcrr'd  his  pain, 
And  made  him  mafter  of  his  vows  in  vain  : 
But  foon  they  punifli'd  his  prefumtuous  pride ;  ") 
That  for  his  daring  enterprife  Ihe  dy'd  ;  v 

Who  rather  not  refifted,  than  comply'd.  j 

Then,  impotent  of  mind,  with  alter'd  fenfe. 
She  hugg'd  th'  offender,  and  forgave  th'  offence. 
Sex  to  the  laft,  mean  time  with  fails  declin'd 
The  wondering  vcficl  drove  before  the  wind : 
Tofb'd  and  retofs'd,  aloft,  and  then  below,         "J 
Nor  port  they  feek,   nor   certain  courfe  they  f 
know,  r 

Eut  every  moment  wait  the  coming  blow,        3 


Thus  blindly  driven,  by  breaking  day  they  view'«? 
The  land  before  them,  and  their  fears  renew'd; 
The  land  was  welcome,  but  the  tenipcft  bora 
The  threaten'd  Ihip  againft  a  rocky  fliore. 

A  winding  bay  was  near;  to  this  they  bent. 
And  )uft  efcap'd;  their  force  already  fpent : 
Secure  from  ftorms,  and  panting  from  the  fea. 
The  land  unknown  at  leifure  they  furvey  ; 
And  faw  (but  foon  their  fickly  fight  withdrew) 
The  riling  towers  of  Rhodes  at  difbant  view  ; 
And  curs'd  the  hoflile  fiiore  of  Pafimond, 
Sav'dfrom  thefeas,and  (liipwreck'd  on  the  ground. 

The   flighted  failors  try'd   their   ftrength   ia 
vain 
To  turn  the  flern,  and  tempt  the  ftormy  main  ; 
But  the  IHff  wind  withllood  the  labouring  oar. 
And  forc'd  them  forward  on  the  fatal  fhore  ! 
The  crooked  keel  now  bites  the  Rhodian  ftrand. 
And  the  fhip  moor'd  conftrains  the  crew  to  land  : 
Yet  ftill  they  might  be  fafe,  btcaufe  unknown, 
Rut,  as  ill  fortune  feldom  comes  alone. 
The  veffe!  they  difmifs'd  was  driven  before. 
Already  fhelter'd  on  their  native  fliore  ; 
Known  each,  they  know ;  but  each  with  change 

of  cheer; 
The  vanquifh'd  fide  exults ;  the  vi(51:ors  fear ; 
Not  them  but  theirs,  made  prifoners  e'er  they  fight, 
Dcfpairing  conqueft,  and  depriv'd  of  flight. 

The  country  rings  around  with  loud  alarms. 
And  raw  in  fields  the  rude  militia  fwarms; 
Mouths  without  hands,  niaintain'd  at  vaft  expencc. 
In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence  : 
Stout  once  a  month  they  march,  ablufteringband. 
And  ever,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  hand; 
This  was  the  morn  when,  iffuing  on  the  guard. 
Drawn  up  in  rank  and  file  they  ftood  prepar'd 
Of  feeming  arms  to  make  a  fhort  eifay. 
Then  haften  to  be  drunk,  the  bufineO  of  the  da7. 

The  cowards  would  have  fled,  but  that  thej; 
knew 
Themfi.lves  fo  many,  and  their  foes  fo  few : 
But,  crowding  on,  the  laft  the  firft  impel : 
Till  dverliorn  with  weight  the  Cyprians  fell, 
Cymon  enflav'd,  who  firft  the  war  begun, 
And  Iphigene  once  more  is  loft  and  won. 

Deep  in  a  dungeon  was  the  captive  caft, 
Depriv'd  of  day,  and  held  in  fetters  faft  : 
His  life  was  only  fpar'd  at  their  requeft. 
Whom  taken  he  fo  nobly  had  releas'd  : 
But  Iphigenia  was  the  ladies'  care. 
Each  in  their  turn  addrefi'd  to  treat  the  fair 
While  Pafimond  and  his  the  nuptial  feaft 
pare. 

J-Ier  fecret  foul  to  Cymon  was  inclin'd,  ^ 

But  fhe  muft  fuffer  what  her  fates  afiigaM ;        > 
So  paflive  is  the  church  of  womankind.  J. 

What  worfe  to  Cymon  could  his  fortune  deal, 
Roll'd  to  the  lovveft  fpoke  of  all  her  wheel  i 
It  reftcd  to  difmifs  the  downward  weight. 
Or  raife  him  upward  to  his  former  height. 
The  latter  pleas'd ;  and  love  (concern'd  the  mcii[l)> 
Prepar'd  th'  amends,  for  what  by  love  he  lofl. 

The  fire  of  Pafimond  had  left  afon, 
Though  younger,  yet  for  courage  early  known» 
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Ortrifda  call'd,  to  whom  by  promife  ty'd, 
A  Rhodian  beauty  was  the  dtftin'd  bride. 
Caflandra  was  her  name,  above  the  reft 
Renown'd  for  birth,  with  fortune  amply  blefs'd. 
Lyfimachus,  who  rul'd  the  Rhodian  ftate, 
"Was  then  by  choice  their  annual  magiftrate  : 
He  lov'd  Caflandra  too  with  equal  fire. 
But  fortune  had  not  favour'd  his  defire  ; 
Crofs'd  by  her  friends,  by  her  not  difapprov'd. 
Nor  yet  prcferr'd,  or  like  Ormifda  lov'd  ; 
Ko  ftood  th*  affair  :  feme  little  hope  remain'd, 
That,  fhould  his  rival  chance  to  lofe,  he  gain'd. 
Mean  time  young  Pafimond  his  marriage  prefs'd, 
Ordain'd  the  nuptial  day,  prepar'd  the  feafh; 
And  frugally  refolv'd  (the  charge  to  fhun,  *) 

Which  would  be  double  fhould  he  wed  alone)    > 
To  join  his  brother's  bridal  with  his  own.  J 

Lyfimachus,  opprefs'd  with  mortal  grief, 
Receiv'd  the  news,  and  ftudy'd  quick  relief  : 
The  fatal  day  approach'd ;  if  force  were  us'd, 
The  magiftrate  his  public  truft  abus'd  ; 
To  juflice  liable,  as  law  requit'd; 
For,  when  his  office  ceas'd,  his  power  expir'd  : 
"While  power  remain'd,   the  means  were   in  his 

hand 
By  force  to  feize,  and  then  forfake  the  land  : 
Betwixt  extremes  he  knew  not  how  to  move, 
A  flave  to  fame,  but,  more  a  flave  to  love  : 
Reftraining  others,  yet  himfelf  not  free, 
Made  impotent  by  power,  debas'd  by  dignity. 
Both  fides  he  weigh'd  :  but,  after  much  debate, 
The  man  prevail'd  above  the  magiftrate. 

Love  never  fails  to  mafter  what  he  finds. 
But  works  a  different  way  in  different 
The  fool  enlightens,  and  the  wife  he  bl 
This  youth,  propofing  to  pofTefs  and  'fcape, 
Began  in  murder,  to  conclude  in  rape  : 
TJnprais'd  Jsy  me,  though  heaven  fometimes  may 
An  impiouA  a(5t  with  undefcrv"d  fucccfs  -,       [blefs 
The  great  it  feenis  are  privileg'd  alone 
To  punilh  all  injuftice  but  their  own. 
But  here  I  flop,  not  daring  to  proceed, 
Tet  blufh  to  flatter  a«  unrighteous  deed  : 
For  crimes  are  but  permitted,  not  decreed. 

Refolv'd  on  force,  his  wit  the  praetor  bent. 
To  find  the  means  that  might  fecure  th'  event ; 
Nor  long  he  labour'd,  for  his  lucky  thought 
In  captive  Cymon  found  the  friend  he  lought ; 
Th*    example   pleas'd  :  the  caiife  and   crime  the 
An  injur'd  lovtr,  and  a  ravifh'd  dame,      [fame; 
How  much  he  durft  he  knew  by  what  he  dar'd,"J 
The  Icfs  he  had  to  lofe,  the  lefs  he  car'd,  f 

To  manage  loathfomc  life  when  love  was  the  C 
reward.  j 

This  ponder'd  well,  and  fix'd  on  his  intent, 
In  depth  of  night  he  for  "the  prifoner  font ; 
in  fecrct  fcnt,  the  public  view  to  fliun. 
Then  with  a  fobcr  fmile  he  thus  begun. 
The  powers  above,  who  bounteoufly  bellow 
Their  gifts  and  graces  on  mankind  below, 
Yet  prove  our  merit  firft,  nor  blindly  give 
To  fuch  as  are  not  worthy  to  receive  : 
For  valour  and  for  virtue  they  provide 
Tbcii  due  rcwaid,  but  firft  they  muft  be  try'd ; 


IC. 

finds,  "^ 

minds,  > 

ilinds.  J 


Thefe  fruitful  feeds  within  your  mind  they  fow'd  j 
'Twas  your's  t'  improve  the  talent  they  beliow'd  ; 
They  gave  you  to  be  born  of  noble  kind, 
They  gave  you  love  to  lighten  up  your  mind, 
And  purge  the  grofTer  parts ;  they  gave  you  care 
To  pleafe,  and  courage  to  defe^rve  the  fair. 

Thus  far  they  try'd  you,  and  by  proof  they  found 
The  grain  intrufted  in  a  grateful  ground  : 
But  ftill  the  great  experiment  remaind. 
They  fufFer'd  you  to  lofe  the  prize  you  gain'd ; 
That  you  might  learn  the  gift  was  theirs  alone  : 
And  when  reftor'd,  to  them  the  blefling  own. 
Reftor'd  it  foon  will  be;  the  means  prepar'd. 
The  difficulty  fmooth'd,  the  danger  ftiar'd: 
Be  but  yourfelf,  the  care  to  me  refign. 
Then  Iphigene  is  your's,  Cafl"andra  mine. 
Your  rival  Pafimond  purfues  your  life. 
Impatient  to  revenge  his  ravilh'd  wife, 
But  yet  not  his  ;   to-morrow  is  behind. 
And  love  our  fortunes  in  one  band  has  join'd  : 
Two  brothers  are  our  fees,  Ormifda  mine. 
As  much  declar'd  as  Pafimond  is  thine  : 
To-morrow  muft  their  common  vows  be  ty'd  :"% 
With  love  to  friend,  and  fortune  for  our  guide,  C 
Let  both  refolve  to  die,  or  each  redeem  a  bride,  j 

Right  I  have  none,  nor  haft  thou  much  to  plead; 
'Tis  force,  when  done,  muft  juftify  the  deed  : 
Our  tafk  perform'd,  we  next  prepare  for  flight : 
And  let  the  lofers  talk  in  vain  of  right  : 
We  with  the  fair  will  fail  before  the  wind. 
If  they  are  griev'd,  I  leave  the  laws  behind. 
Speak  thy  refolves  ;  if  now  thy  courage  droop, 
Defpair  in  prifon,  and  abandon  hope : 
But  if  thou  dar'ft  in  arms  thy  love  regain 
(For  liberty  without  thy  love  were  vain); 
Then  fecond  my  defign  to  feize  the  prey. 
Or  lead  to  fecond  rape,  for    well  thou   know'ft 
the  way. 

Said  Cymon  overjoy 'd,  do  thou  propofc 
The  means  to  fight,  and  only  fhew  the  foes; 
For  from  the  firft,  when  love  had  fir'd  my  mind|^ 
Refolv'd  I  left  the  care  of  life  behind. 

To  this  the  bold  Lyfimachus  reply 'd. 
Let  heaven  be  neutrc,  and  the  fword  decide; 
The  fpoufals  are  prepar'd,  already  play 
The  minftrels,  and  provoke  the  tanly  day  : 
By  this  the  brides  are  wak'd,  their  grooms  zre'l 
drefs'd  ;  / 

All  Rh«des  is  fummon'd  to  the  nuptial  feaft,     f 
All  but  myfelf  the  folc  unbidden  gucft.  3 

Unbidden  though  I  am,  I  will  be  there. 
And  join'd  by  thee,  intend  to  joy  the  fair. 

Now  hear  the  reft ;  when  day  rcfigns  the  light; 
And  cheerful  torches  gild  the  jolly  night. 
Be  ready  at  my  call,  my  choftn  few 
With  arms  adminifter'd  fhall  aid  thy  crew. 
Then  entering  uncxpctSlcd  will  we  feize 
Our  deftin'd  prey,  from  men  diffolv'd  in  cafe; 
By  wine  difablcd,  unprepar'd  for  fight  : 
And  haftening  to  the  fcas,  fuborn  our  flight : 
The  feas  are  ours,  for  I  command  the  fort, 
A  ftiip  well-mann'd  expcvfts  us  in  the  port : 
If  they,  or  if  their  friends,  the  prize  contjft. 
Death  Aiall  attend  the  man  who  dares  tefiSt* 


CYMON    AND    IPHIGENIA. 


atS 


Tt  pUasM !  the  prlfoner  to  his  hold  retir'd,     ~% 
His  troop  with  equal  emulation  fir'd,  / 

All  fix'd  to  fight,  and  all  their  wonted  work  C 
requir'd.  j 

The  fun  arofe ;  the  ftreets  were  throng'd  around, 
The  palace  open'd,  and  the  polls  were  crown'd. 
The  double  bridegroom  at  the  door  attends 
Th'  expei5ted  fpoufe,  and  entertains  the  friends : 
They  meet,  they  lead  to  church,  the  priefts  invoke 
The  powers,  and  feed  the  flames  with  fragrant 

fmoke. 

This  done,  they  fcaft,  and  at  the  clofe  of  night  ~i 

By  kinkled  torches  vary  their  delight,  / 

Thefe  lead  the  lively  dance,  and  thofe  the  brim- 1* 

ming  bowls  invite.  3 

Now,  at  th'  appointed  place  and  hour  aflign'd 
With  fouls  refolv'd  the  ravifliers  were  join'd  : 
Three  bands  are  form'd ;  the  firft  is  fcnt  before 
To  favour  the  retreat,  and  guar'd  the  (hore  ; 
The  fecond  at  the  palace-gate  is  plac'd, 
And^p  the  lofty  (lairs  afcend  the  laft  : 
A  peaceful  troop  they  feem  with  (hining  vefts, 
But  coats  of  mail  beneath  fecure  their  brealls. 

Dauntlefs  they  enter,  Cymon  at  their  head. 
And  find  the  feaft  renew'd,  the  table  fpread  : 
Sweet  voices,  mix'd  with  inftrumental  founds, 
Afcend  the  vaulted  roof,  the  Taulted  roof  rebound*. 
"When  like  the  harpies  rufliing  through  the  hall 
The  fudden  troop  appears,  the  tables  fall, 
Their  fmoking  load  is  on  the  pavement  thrown ; 
Each  raviflier  prepares  to  feize  his  own ; 
The  brides,  invaded  with  a  rude  embrace, 
Shriek  out  for  aid,  confufion  fills  the  place. 
Quick  to  redeem  the  prey  their  plighted  lords 
Advance,  the  palace  gleams  with  fhining  fwords. 

But  late  is  all  defence,  and  fuccour  vain ; 
The  rape  is  made,  the  ravifliers  remain  : 
Two  fturdy  flares  were  only  fent  before 
To  bear  the  purchas'd  prize  in  fafety  to  the  fliore. 
The  troop  retires,  the  lovers  clofe  the  rear. 
With  forward  faces  not  confcfling  fear :      [mend ; 
Backward  they   move,  but  fcorn  their  pace  to 
Then  feek  the  (lairs,  and  with  flow  hafte  defcend 

Fierce  Pafimond,  their  pafiage  to  prevent, 
Thrufl  full  on  Cymon's  back  in  his  defcent_ 
Tile  blade  return'd  unbath'd,  and  to  the  handle 
bent. 


eicena. 
It,      -) 

landle  f 


Stout  Cymon  foon  remounts,  and  cleft  in  two 
His  rival's  head  with  one  defcending  blow: 
And  as  the  next  in  rank  Ormifda  flood,  "j 

He  turn'd  the  point ;  the  fword  iniir'd  to  blood,  f 
Bor'd  his   unguarded  bread,  which  pour'd  a  I* 

purple  flood.  j 

With  vow'd  revenge  the  gathering  crowd  purfues, 
The  ravifliers  turn  head,  the  fight  renews ; 
The  hall  is  heap'd  with  corps ;  the  fprinkled  gore 
Befmears  the  walls,  and  floats  the  marble  floor. 
Difpers'd  at  length  the  drunken  fquadron  flies,  "J 
The  vidors  to  their  vcflel  bear  the  prize  ;  f 

And  hear  behind  loud  groans,  and  lamentable  C 

cries.  y 

The  crew   with   merry  (houts  their  anchors') 

weigh,  I 

Then  ply  their  oars,  and  bru(h  the  buxom  fea,     ^ 
While  troops  of  gather'd  Rhodians  crowd  the  j 

key.  •    j^ 

What  (hould  the  people  do  when  left  alone  ? 
The  governor  and  government  are  gone. 
The  public  wealth  to  foreign  parts  convey'd ; 
Some  troops  dilbanded,  and  the  reft  unpaid. 
Rhodes  is  the  fovereign  of  the  fea  no  more ; 
Their   (hips    unrigg'd,    and    fpcnt    their    naval 

(lore; 
They  neither  could  defend,  nor  can  purfue. 
But  grinn'd  their  teeth,  and  caft  a  helplefs  view  : 
In  vain  with  darts  a  diftant  war  they  try. 
Short,  and  more  (hort,  the  milEve  weapons  fly.   • 
Meanwhile  the  ravilhers  their  crimes  enjoy. 
And  flying  fails  and  fweeping  oars  employ  : 
The  cliffs  of  Rhodes  in  little  fpace  are  loft, 
Jove's  ifle  they  feek  ;  nor  Jove  denies  his  coaft. 

In  fafety  landed  on  the  Candian  Ihore, 
With  generous  wines  .their  fpirits  they  reftore  : 
There  Cymon  with  his  Rhodian  friend  refides. 
Both  court,  and  wed  at  once  the  willing  brides, 
A  war  enfaes,  the  Cretans  own  their  caufe. 
Stiff  to  defend  their  hofpitable  laws : 
Both  parties  lofe  by  turns ;  and  neither  wins. 
Till  peace  propounded  by  a  truce  begins. 
The  kindred  of  the  flain  forgive  the  deed, 
But  a  (hort  exile  muft  for  (hew  precede  : 
The  term  expir'd,  from  Candia  they  remove  ; 
And  hjtppy  each,  at  home,  enjoys  his  lore 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM 


OFJD'S  METAMORPHOSES. 


To  the  Right  HonouraM* 


LORD    RADCLIFFE. 


Mr  LoKO» 

These  Mifcellany  Poems*  are  by  many  titles 
yours.  The  firft  they  claim  from  your  accept- 
ance of  my  promife  to  prefent  them  to  you,  be- 
fore feme  of  them  were  yet  in  being.  The  reft 
are  derived  from  your  own  merit,  the  exa<ftnefs 
of  your  judgment  in  poetry,  and  the  candour  of 
your  nature ;  cafy  to  forgive  fome  trivial  faults 
when  they  come  accompanied  with  countervailing 
beauties.  But,  after  all,  though  thefe  are  your  equi* 
table  daims  to  a  dedication  from  other  Poets,  yet  I 
mud  acknowledge  a  bribe  in  the  cafe,  which  is 
your  particular  liking  to  my  verfes.  It  is  a  vanity 
common  to  all  writers,  to  over-value  their  own 
produdliuns  ;  and  it  is  better  for  me  to  own  this 
failing  in  myfelf,  than  the  world  to  do  it  for  me. 
For  what  other  reafon  have  I  fpent  my  life  in  fo 
unprofitable  a  ftudy  ?  why  am  I  grown  old,  in 


«  Prefixed  to  the  Third  Voluote  9f  Dryd^n's  MifctN 
l^.ny  PQcmt,  printed  ia  1693. 


feeling  fo  barren  a  reward  as  fame  ?  The  fdnic 
parts  and  application,  which  have  made  me  a 
poet,  might  have  raifed  me  to  any  hnnours  of  the 
gown,  which  are  often  given  to  men  of  as  little 
learning  and  lefs  honefly  than  myfelf.  No  go- 
vernment has  ever  been,  or  ever  can  be,  wlierein 
tlme-fervers  and  blockheads  will  not  be  upper- 
mod.  The  perfons  are  only  changed,  but  the 
fame  jugglings  in  ftate,  the  fame  hypocrify  in  re- 
ligion, the  fame  felf-intereft,  and  mifmanagcment, 
will  remain  for  ever.  Blood  and  money  will  be 
lavifhed  in  all  ages,  only  for  the  preferment  ot 
new  faces,  with  old  confcicnces.  There  is  too 
often  a  jaundice  in  the  eyes  of  great  men  ;  they 
fee  not  thofe  whem  they  taife  in  che  fame  colours 
with  other  men.  All  whom  they  affeA,  look 
golden  to  them ;  when  the  gilding  is  only  in  their 
own  diilempered  light.  Thefe  confiderations 
have  given  mc  a  kind  of  contempt  for  thofe  who 
have  ruea  by  unworthy  ways.    1  am  not  alhamed| 


DEDICATION. 


to  be  little,  when  1  fee  them  fo  infamoufly  great ; 
neither  do  I  know  why  the  name  of  poet  fhould 
be  difhonourable  to  me  if  I  am  truly  one,  as  I 
hope  I  am ;  for  I  will  never  do  any  thing  that 
Ihall  diflionour  it.  The  notions  of  morality  are 
known  to  all  men :  none  can  pretend  ignorance 
of  thofe  ideas  which  are  in-born  in  mankind :  and 
if  I  fee  one  thing,  and  pradife  the  contrary,  1 
muft  be  difingenuous,  not  to  acknowledge  a  dear 
truth,  and  bafe  to  a<Sl  againft  the  light  of  my  own 
confcience.  For  the  reputation  of  my  honefty, 
no  man  can  queftion  it,  who  has  any  of  his  own  : 
for  that  of  my  poetry,  it  fhall  either  ftand  by  its 
own  merit ;  or  fall  for  want  of  it.  HI  writers  are 
ufually  the  fliarpeft  cenfors :  for  they  (as  the  befk 
poet  and  the  beft  patron  faid)  when  in  the  full 
perfedlion  of  decay,  turn  vinegar,  and  come  again 
in  play.  Thus  the  corruption  of  a  poet  is  the  ge- 
neration of  a  critic  :  I  mean  of  a  critic  in  the  ge- 
neral acceptation  of  this  age :  for  formerly  they 
were  quite  another  fpccies  of  men.  They  were 
defenders  of  poets,  and  commentators  on  their 
works ;  to  illullrate  obfcure  beauties ;   to  place 


comparlfon  ?  one  would  have  thought  he  had 
learned  Latin,  as  late  as  they  tell  us  he  did  Greek. 
Yet  he  came  off,  with  a  pace  tua,  by  your  good 
leave,  Lucan ;  he  called  him  not  by  thofe  outra- 
geous names,  of  fool,  booby,  and  blockhead  :  he 
had  fomewhat  more  of  good  manners  than  his 
fucceffors,  as  he  had  much  more  knowledge.  We 
have  two  forts  of  thofe  gentlemen  in  our  nation  ; 
fome  of  them  proceeding  with  a  feeming  modera- 
tion and  pretence  of  refpedl,  to  the  dramatic 
writers  of  the  laft  age,  only  fcorn  and  valify  the 
prefent  poets,  to  fet  up  their  predeceflbrs.  But 
this  is  only  in  appearance ;  for  their  real  deiign  is 
nothing  lefs  than  to  do  honour  to  any  man,  be- 
fides  themfelves,  Horace  took  notice  of  fuch  men 
in  his  age :  "  Non  ingeniis  favet  ille,  fepultis ; 
"  noftra  fed  impugnat ;  nos  noftraque  lividus 
"  odit,"  It  is  not  with  an  ultimate  intention  to 
pay  reverence  to  the  manes  of  Shakfpeare,  Fletcher, 
and  Ben  Jonfon,  that  they  commend  their  writ- 
ings, but  to  throw  dirt  on  the  writers  of  this  age  r 
their  declaration  is  one  thing,  and  their  pradice 
is  another.    By  a  feeming  veneration  to  our  fa- 


fome  paffages  in  a  better  light ;  to  redeem  others  *   thers,  they  would  thruft  out  as  their  lawful  iffue. 


from  malicious  interpretations;   to  help  out  an 
author's  modefly,  who  is  not  oftentatious  of  his 
wit ;  and,  in  Ihort,  to  fhield  him  from  the  ill  na- 
ture of  thofe  fellows,  who  were  then  called  Zoili 
9nd  Momi,  and  now  take  upon  themfelves  the 
venerable  name  of  cenfors.     But  neither  Zoilus, 
nor  he  who  endeavoured  to  defame  Virgil,  were 
ever  adopted  into  the  name  of  critics  by  the  an- 
cients :  what  their  reputation  was  then,  wc  know; 
and  their  fucceffors  in  this  age  deferve  no  better. 
Are  our  auxiliary  forces  turned  our  enemies  ?  are 
they,  who  at  beft  are  but  wits  of  the  fecond  or- 
der, and  whofe  only  credit  amongft   readers  is 
what  they  obtained  by  being  fubfervient  to  the 
fame  of  writers,  are  thefe  become  rebels  of  flaves, 
and  ufurpers  of  fubje<5ls ;  or,  to  fpeak  in  the  moft 
honourable  terms  of  them,  ate  they  from  our  fe- 
conds  become  principals  againft  us  ?  does  the  ivy 
undermine  the  oak,  which  fupports  its  weaknefs  ? 
>what  labour  would  it  coft  them  to  put  in  a  better 
line,  than  the  worft  of  thofe  which  they  expunge 
in  a  true  poet  ?  Petronius,  the  greateft  wit  per- 
haps of  all  the  Romans,  yet  when  his  envy  pre- 
vailed upon  his  judgment  to  fall  on  Lucan,  he  fell 
himfelf  in  his  attempt :  he  performed  worfe  in 
his  Effay  of  the  Civil  War,  than  the  author  of  the 
Pharfalia :    and  avoiding  his    errors,  has  made 
greater  of  his  own.*  Julius  Scaliger  would  needs 
turn  down  Homer,  and  abdicate  him  after  the 
poffeffion  of  three  thoufand  years  :    has  he  fuc- 
ceeded  in  his  attempt  ?  he  has  indeed  fhown  us 
fome  of  thofe  imperfedions  in  him,  which  are  in- 
cident to  human  kind :  but  who  had  not  rather 
be  that  Homer  than  this  Scaliger  ?  You  fee  the 
fame  hypercritic,  when  he  endeavours  to  mend 
the  beginning   of  Claudian   (a  fauUy  poet,  and 
living  in  ^  barbarous  age)  yet  how  Ihort  he  comes 
of  him,  and  fubftitutes  fuch  verfes  of  his  own  as 
deferve  the  ferula.     What  a  cenfure  has  he  made 
qf  Lucan,  that  he  rather  feems  to  bark  than  fmg  ? 
j^ould  any  but  a  dog,  have  wads  fo  fnarling  a 


and  govern  us  themfelves,  under  a  fpecious  pre- 
tence of  reformation.     If  they  could  compafs  their 
intent,  what  would  wit  and  learning  get  by  fuch 
a  change  ?  if  we  are  bad  poets,  they  are  worfe  ; 
and  when  any  of  their  woeful  pieces  come  abroad, 
the  difference  is  fo  great  betwixt  them  and  good 
writers,  that  there  need  no  criticifms  on  our  part 
to  decide  it.    When  they  defcribe  the  writers  o£ 
this  age,  they  draw  fuch  monftrous  figures  of  them, 
as  refemble  none  of  us :  our  pretended  pictures 
are  fo  unlike,  that  it  is  evident  we  never  fate  to 
them  ;  they  are  all  grotefque  ;   the  produds  of 
their  wild  imaginations,  things  out  of  nature,  fo 
far  from  being  copied  from  us,  that  they  refemble 
nothing  that  ever  was,  or  «ver  can  be.     But  there 
is  another  fort  of  infedts,  more  venomous  than  the 
former.    Thofe  who  manifeftly  aim  at  the  de- 
ftruftion  of  our  poetical  church  and  ftate ;  who 
allow  nothing  to  their  countrymen,  either  of  this 
or  of  the  former  age.     Thefe  attack  the  living  by 
raking  up  the  afhes  of  the  dead ;  well  knowing 
that  if  they  can  fubvert  their  original  title  to  the 
ftage,  we  who  claim  under  them  muft  fall  of 
courfe.    Peace  be  to  the  venerable  fhades  of  Shak- 
fpeare and  Ben  Jonfon :  none  of  the  living  will 
prefume  to  have  any  competition  with  them  :  as 
they   were  our  predeceffors,  fo  they  were  our 
mailers.     We  trail  our  plays  under  them  ;  but  (as 
at  the  funerals  of  a  Turkifh  emperor)  our  enfigns 
are  furled  or  dragged  upon  the  ground,  in  honour 
to  the  dead ;  fo  we  may  lawfully  advance  our 
own,  afterwards,  to  Ihew  that  we  fucceed :  if  lefs 
in  dignity,  yet  on  the  fame  foot  and  title,  which 
we  think  too  we  can  maintain  againft  the  info- 
lence  of  our  own  janizaries.     If  I  am  the  man,  as 
I  have  reafon  to  believe,  who  am  feemingly  court- 
ed, and  fecretly  undermined ;  I  chink   I  fhall  be 
able  to  defend  myfelf,  when  I  am  openly  attacked. 
And  to  fhew  befides  that  the  Greek  writers  only 
gave  us  the  rudiments  of  a  ftage  which  they  never 
fiaiihcd ;  that  mw^  cf  the  tr3g<:die$  iit  the  Iqiw&i! 
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ige  amongft  us,  were  without  comparifon  beyond 
thofe  of  Sophocles  and  Euripides.  But,  at  prefent, 
I  have  neither  the  leifure  nor  the  means  for  fuch 
an  undertaking.  It  is  ill  going  to  law  for  an 
fftate,  with  him  who  is  in  poffeflion  of  it,  and 
enjoys  the  prefent  profits,  to  feed  his  caufe.  But 
the  "  quantum  mutatus"  may  be  remembered  in 
due  time.  In  the  mean  while,  I  leave  the  world 
to  judge,  who  gave  the  provocation. 

This,  my  Lord,  is,  I  confefs,  a  long  digrefllon 
from  Mifccllany  Poems  to  Modern  Tragedies : 
but  I  have  the  ordinary  excufe  of  an  injured  man, 
who  will  be  telling  his  tale  unfeafonably  to  his 
betters ;  though,  at  the  fame  time,  I  am  certain, 
you  are  fo  good  a  friend,  as  to  take  a  concern  in 
all  things  which  belong  to  one  who  fo  truly  ho- 
nours you.  And  befides,  being  yourfelf  a  critic 
of  the  genuine  fort,  who  have  read  the  beft  au- 
thors in  their  own  languages,  who  perfeftly  diftin- 
gulfli  of  their  feveral  merits,  and  in  general  prefer 
them  to  the  moderns;  yet,  I  know,  you  judge  for 
the  Englifh  tragedies,  againft  the  Greek  and  La- 
tin, as  well  as  againft  the  French,  Italian,  and 
Spanifh,  of  thefe  latter  ages.  Indeed,  there  is  a 
vail  difference  betwixt  arguing  like  Perault  in  be- 
half of  the  French  poets  againft  Homer  and  Vir- 
gil, and  betwixt  giving  the  Engliik  poets  their 
undoubted  due  of  excelling  ^fchylus,  Euripides, 
and  Sophocles  :  for  if  we,  or  our  greater  fathers, 
have  not  yet  brought  the  drama  to  an  abfolutc 
perfcdion  ;  yet,  at  leaft,  we  have  carried  it  much 
farther  than  thofe  ancient  Greeks ;  who,  begin- 
ning from  a  chorus,  could  never  totally  exclude 
it,  as  we  have  done ;  who  find  it  an  unprofitable 
incumbrance,  without  any  neceffity  of  entertain- 
ing it  amongft  us,  and  without  the  poffibility  of 
eftabliftiing  it  here,  unlefs  it  were  fupported  by  a 
public  charge.  Neither  can  we  accept  of  thofe 
lay-bifliops,  as  fome  call  them,  who,  under  pre- 
tence of  reforming  the  ftage,  would  intrude  them- 
felves  upon  us  as  our  fuperiors;  being,  indeed, 
incompetent  judges  of  vvhat  is  manners,  what^ re- 
ligion, and,  leaft  of  all,  what  is  poetry  and  go«d 
ienfe.  I  can  tell  them,  in  behalf  of  all  my  fel- 
lows, that,  when  they  come  to  exercife  a  jurifdic- 
tion  over  us,  they  fhall  have  the  ftage  to  them- 
ielves,  as  they  have  the  laurel.  As  little  can  I 
grant,  that  the  French  dramatic  writers  excel  the 
£ngliih  :  our  authors  as  far  furpafs  them  in  ge- 
nius, as  our  foldiers  excel  theirs  in  courage  :  it  is 
true,  in  condudl  they  furpafs  us  either  way  ;  yet 
that  proceeds  not  fo  much  from  their  greater 
knowledge,  as  from  the  difference  of  taftes  in  the 
two  nations.  They  content  themfelvcs  with  a 
thin  defign,  without  epifodes,  and  managed  by 
few  perfons.  Our  audience  will  not  be  plcafed 
but  with  variety  of  accidents,  an  underplot,  and 
niany  adlors.  I'hcy  follow  the  ancients  too  fer- 
vilely,  in  the  mechanic  rules ;  and  we  affume  too 
riuch  liccnfe  to  ourftlves,  in  keeping  them  only 
in  view,  at  too  great  a  diftancc.  But  if  our  au- 
Jicncc  had  their  taftes,  our  poets  could  more  cafi- 
Jy  comply  with  them,  than  the  French  writers 
could  tome  up  to  the  fubliinity  of  our  thoughts, 
or  to  the  difficult  variety  of  cur  dcCgns.     Howe- 


ver it  be,  I  dare  eftablifli  it  for  a  rule  of  prafllfe 
on  the  ftage,  that  we  are  bound  to  pleafe  thofe 
whom  we  pretend  to  entertain  ;  and  that  at  any 
price,  religion  and  good-manners  only  excepted : 
and  I  care  not  much,  if  I  give  this  handle  to  our 
bad,  illiterate  poetafters,  for  the  defence  of  their 
Scriptions,  as  they  call  them.  There  is  a  fort  of  • 
merit  in  delighting  the  fpedatots;  which  is  a 
name  more  proper  for  them  than  that  of  auditors; 
or  elfe  Horace  is  in  the  wrong,  when  he  com- 
mends Lucilius  for  it.  But  thefe  common-places 
I  mean  to  treat  at  greater  leifure ;  in  the  mean 
time  fubmitting  that  little  I  have  faid  to  your 
Lordfliip's  approbation  or  your  cenfure,  and 
choofing  rather  to  entertain  you  this  way,  as  you 
are  a  judge  of  writing,  than  to  opprefs  your  mo- 
defty  with  other  commendations ;  which,  though 
they  are  your  due,  yet  would  not  be  equally  re- 
ceived in  this  fatirical  and  cenforious  age.  That 
which  cannot  without  injury  be  denied  to  you,  is 
the  eafinefs  of  your  converfation,  far  from  affedla- 
tion  or  pride;  not  denying  even  to  enemies  their 
juft  prailcs :  and  this,  if  I  would  dwell  on  any 
theme  of  this  nature,  is  no  vulgar  commendation 
to  your  Lordfliip.  Without  flattery,  my  Lord, 
you  have  it  in  your  nature,  to  be  a  patron  and 
encourager  of  good  poets ;  but  your  fortune  has 
not  yet  put  into  your  hands  the  opportunity  of  ex- 
preffmg  it.  What  you  will  be  hereafter,  may  be 
more  than  gueffcd,  by  what  you  are  at  prefent. 
You  maintain  the  charadler  of  a  nobleman,  with- 
out that  haughtinefs  which  generally  attends  too 
many  of  the  nobility;  and  when  you  converfc 
with  gentlemen,  you  forget  not  that  you  have 
been  of  their  order.  You  are  married  to  the 
daughter  of  a  king;  who,  amongft  her  other  high 
perfedtions,  has  derived  from  him  a  charming  be- 
haviour, a  winning  goodnefs,  and  a  majeftic  per- 
fon.  The  Mufes  and  the  Graces  are  the  orna- 
ments of  your  family  :  while  the  Mufe  fings,  the 
Grace  accompanies  her  voice  :  even  the  fervants 
of  the  Mufes  have  fomctimes  had  the  happinef»  to 
hear  her,  and  to  receive  their  infpirations  from 
her. 

I  will  not  give  myfelf  the  liberty  of  going  far- 
ther ;  for  it  is  fo  fweet  to  wander  in  a  pleafing 
way,  that  I  fhould  never  arrive  at  my  journey's 
end.  To  keep  myfelf  from  being  belated  in  my 
letter,  and  tiring  your  attention,  I  muft  return  to 
the  place  where  1  was  fetting  out.  I  humbly  de- 
dicate to  your  Lordfhip  my  own  labours  in  this 
Mifcellany  ;  at  the  fame  time  not  arrogating  to 
myfelf  the  privilege  of  infcribing  to  you  the 
works  of  others  who  are  joined  with  me  in  this 
undertaking,  over  which  I  can  pretend  no  right. 
Your  lady  and  you  have  done  me  the  favour  to 
hear  me  read  my  tranflations  of  Ovid  ;  and  you 
both  feemed  not  to  be  difpleaied  with  them. 
Whether  it  be  the  partiality  of  an  old  man  to  his 
youngeft  child,  1  know  not ;  but  they  appear  to 
me  the  beft  of  all  my  endeavours  in  this  kind. 
Perhaps  this  poet  is  more  eafy  to  be  tranflated 
than  fome  others  whom  1  have  lately  attempted ; 
perhaps  too,  he  was  more  according  to  my  genius. 
He  i«  certainly  more  palatable  to  the  reader  tha^ 
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any  of  the  Roman  wits;  tlioiigh  fome  of  them  are 
iTiore  lofty,  fome  more  inllrudive,  and  others 
more  corre<ft.  He  had  learning  enough  to  make 
liim  equal  to  the  belt :  but  as  his  verfe  came  eafi- 
ly,  he  wanted  the  toil  of  application  to  amend  it. 
He  is  often  luxuriant,  both  in  his  fancy  and  ex- 
preflions  r  and,  as  it  has  lately  been  obferved,  not 
always  natural.  If  wit  be  pleafantry,  he  has  it  to 
exccfs ;  but  if  it  be  propriety,  JLucrctius,  Horace, 
and  above  all,  Virgil,  are  his  fuperiors.  I  have 
faid  fo  much  of  him  already,  in  my  preface  to  his 
Heroical  Epiftlcs,  that  there  remains  little  to  be 
added  in  this  place.  For  my  own  part,  1  have  en- 
deavoured to  copy  his  chara(fler  what  I  could  in 
this  tranflation,  even  perhaps  farther  than  I  fliould 
have  done,  to  his  very  faults.  Mr.  Chapman,  in 
his  tranflation  of  Homer,  profelTcs  to  have  done  it 
fomewhat  paraphraflically,  and  that  on  fet  pur- 
pofe  ;  his  opinion  being,  that  a  good  poet  is  to  be 
tranflated  in  that  manner.  I  remember  not  the 
reafon  which  he  gives  for  it ;  but  I  fuppofe  it  is, 
for  fear  of  omitting  any  of  his  excellencies.  Sure 
1  am,  that,  if  it  be  a  fault,  it  is  much  more  par- 
donable than  that  of  thofe  who  run  into  the  other 
extreme  of  a  literal  and  clofe  tranflation,  where 
•the  poet  is  confined  fo  ftreightly  to  his  author's 
•  words,  that  he  wants  elbow-room  to  exprefs  his 
.  elegancies.  He  leaves  him  obfcure ;  he  leaves 
him  profe,  where  he  found  him  verfe  :  and  no 
better  than  thus  has  Ovid  been  ferved  by  the  fo 
much  admired  Sandys.  This  is  at  leall  the  idea 
which  I  have  remaining  of  his  tranflation  ;  for  I 
never  read  him  fince  I  was  a  boy.  Tliey  who 
take  him  upon  content,  from  the  praifes  which 
their  fathers  gave  him,  may  inform  their  judg- 
ment by  reading  him  again ;  and  fee  (if  they  im- 
ijerftand  the  original)  what  is  become  of  Ovid's 
poetry,  in  his  verfiuu  ;  whether  it  be  not  all,  or 
the  greateft  part  of  it,  evaporated  :  but  this  pro- 
ceeded from  the  wrong  judgment  of  the  age  in 
which  he  lived.  They  neither  knew  good  verfe, 
nor  loved  it.  They  were  fcholars,  it  is  true;  but 
they  were  pedants.  And  for  a  juft  reward  of 
their  pedantic  pains,  all  their  tranflations  want  to 
be  tranflated  into  Englifn. 

If  I  flatter  not  myfelf,'  or  if  my  friends  have  not 
flattered  me,  1  have  given  my  author's  fenfe,  for 
the  mofl;  part,  truly  :  for  to  miflake  fometimes, 
is  incident  to  all  men  :  and  not  to  follow  the 
Dutch  commentators  always,  may  be  forgiven  to 
a  man  who  thinks  them,  in  the  general,  heavy, 
grofs-witted  fellows,  fit  only  to  gbfs  on  their  own 
dull  poets.  But  I  leave  a  farther  fatire  on  their 
■wit,  till  I  have  a  better  opportunity  to  fhew  how 
much  1  love  and  honour  them,  1  have  likewife 
attempted  to  reflore  Ovid  to  his  native  fvveetnefs, 
eafinefs,  and  fmoothnefs ;  and  to  give  my  poetry 
a  kind  of  cadence,  and,  as  we  call  it,  a  run  of 
verfe,  as  like  the  original,  as  the  Englifli  can  come 
up  to  the  Latin.  As  he  feldom  ufes  any  Synale- 
phas ;  fo  I  have  endeavoured  to  avoid  them  as  of- 
ten as  I  could.  1  have  likewife  given  him  his  own 
turns,  both  on  the  words  and  on  the  thought, 
■which  I  cawiot  fay  are  inimitable,  becaufe  I  have 
copied  them ;  and  fo  may  others,  if  they  ufe  the 
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fame  diligence  :  but  certainly  they  are  wonder- 
fully graceful  in  this  poet.  Since  I  have  named 
the  Synaiepha,  which  is  cutting  off  one  vowel  im- 
mediately before  another,  I  will  give  an  example 
of  it  from  Chapman's  Homer,  which  lies  before 
me,  for  the  benefit  of  thofe  who  underftand  cot 
the  Latin  Profodia.  It  is  in  the  firli  line  of  the 
argument  to  the  firft  Iliad. 

Apollo's  prieft  to  th' Argivc  fleet  doth  bring,  &c. 

There  we  fee  he  makes  it  not  the  Arglve,  but  th* 
Argive,  to  fhun  the  ftiock  of  the  two  vowels,  im- 
mediately following  each  other;  but,  in  his  fe- 
cond  argument,  in  the  lame  page,  he  gives  a  bad 
example  of  the  quite  contrary  kind  : 

Alpha  the  prayer  of  Chryfes  fings  ; 
The  array's  plague,  the  lirife  of  kings. 

In  thefe  words  the  armys,  the  ending  with  a  vovrel, 
and  armys  beginning  with  another  vowel,  with- 
out cutting  ofr  the  firft,  which  by  it  had  been  th' 
army's,  there  remains  a  mofl  horrible  ill-founding 
gap  betwixt  thofe  words.  I  cannot  fay  that  C 
have  every  way  obferved  the  rule  of  the  Syna- 
iepha in  my  tranflation  ;  but  wherefoever  I  have 
not,  it  is  a  fault  in  the  found :  the  French  and 
the  Italians  have  made  it  an  inviolable  precept  in 
their  verfification  ;  therein  following  the  fcvere 
example  of  the  Latin  poet.  Our  countrymen  have 
not  yet  reformed  their  poetry  fo  far,  but  content 
themfelves  with  following  the  licentious  pradtice 
of  the  Greeks  ;  who,  though  they  fcnnecimes  ufe 
Synalephas,  yet  make  no  difficulty,  vc;iy  often,  to 
found  one  vowel  upon  another,  as  Homer  docs,  in 
the  very  firft  line  of  Alpha.  Mji//»  i.ii'Si  Gt» 
'nn>.r,toiSio)  'A.xi>-w.  It  is  true,  indeed,  that  in  the 
fecond  line,  in  thefe  vi'ords,  f/.vp)  'A;i^ais7;,  and 
aXyi  »('j;x£v.  the  Synaelpha  in  revenge  is  twice  ob- 
ferved. But  it  becomes  us,  for  the  lake  of  Eu- 
phony, rather  "  Mufas  colere  I'everiore.-i,"  with 
the  Romans,  than  to  givj  into  the  loofesefs  of  the 
Grecians. 

I  have  tired  myfelf,  and  have  been  fummoned 
by  the  prefs  to  fend  away  this  Dedication,  ocher- 
wife  I  had  expofed  fome  ether  faults,  which  are 
daily  committed  by  our  Englifh  poets ;  which, 
with  care  and  obfervation,  miijht  be  amended. 
For,  after  all,  our  language  is  both  copious,  figni- 
ficant,  and  majeflical,  and  might  be  reduced  into 
a  more  harmonious  found.  But,  lor  want  of 
public  encouragement,  in  this  iron  age,  we  are  fo 
far  from  making  any  progrefs  in  the  improve- 
ment of  our  tongue,  that  in  a  few  years  we  fhall 
fpeak  and  write  as  barbaroufly  as  our  neigh-, 
hours. 

Notwithftanding  my  hafte,  I  cannot  forbear  to 
tell  your  Lordfliip,  that  there  are  tv^o  fragments 
of  Homer  tranflated  in  this  Mifcellany,  one  by- 
Mr.  Congreve  (whom  I  cannot  mention  without 
the  honour  which  is  du&  to  his  excellent  parts, 
and  that  entire  affeifiion  which  I  bear  him)  and 
the  other  by  myfelf.  Both  the  fubjedis  are  patheti- 
cal,  and  I  am  fure  my  friend  has  added  to  the 
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tendernefs  which  h;  found  in  the  original,  and, 
without  flattery,  I'urpaffed  his  author.  Yet  I  muft 
needs  fay  this  in  reference  to  Ho;Tier,  that  he  is 
much  more  capable  of  exciting  the  manly  paflions 
than  thofe  of  grief  and  pity :  To  caufc  admira- 
tion, is  indeed  the  proper  and  adequate  defign  of 
an  epic  poem  :  and  in  that  he  has  excelled  even 
Virgil;  yet,  without  prefuming  to  arraign  our 
mafLcr,  I  may  venture  to  affirm,  that  he  is  fome- 
what  too  talkative,  and  more  than  fomewhat  too 
digreflive.  This  is  fo  manifeft,  tliat  it  cannot  be 
denied  in  that  little  parcel  which  I  have  tranflat- 
ed,  perhaps  too  literally  :  there  Androraach?,  in 
the  midft  of  her  concernment,  and  fright  for 
HeAor,  runs  off  her  biafs,  to  tell  him  a  ftory  of 
her  pedigree,  and  of  the  lamentable  dcatii  of  her 
father,  her  mother,  and  her  feven  brothers.  Th: 
devil  was  in  He(5lor  if  he  knew  not  all  this  mat- 
ter, as  well  as  fhe  who  told  it  him ;  for  fhe  had 
been  his  bedfellow  for  many  years  together ;  and 
if  he  knew  it,  then  it  muft  be  confeffcd,  that  Ho- 
mer, in  this  long  digreflion,  has  rather  given  her 
his  own  chara^er,  than  that  of  the  fair  lady 
whom  he  paints.  His  dear  friends  the  commen- 
tators, -who  never  fail  him  at  a  pinch,  will  needs 
excufc  him,  by  making  the  prefent  forrow  of  An- 
dromaclic,  to  occafion  the  remembrance  of  all  the 
pall ;  but  other3  think  fhe  had  enough  to  do  with 
that  grief  which  now  oppreffed  her,  without 
running  for  aOiftance  to  her  family.  Virgil,  I  am 
confident,  would  have  emitted  fuch  a  work  of  fu- 
pererogation.  But  Virgil  had  the  gift  of  expref- 
iing  much  in  little,  and  fometimes  in  filence  ;  for 
though  he  yielded  much  to  Homer  in  invention, 
he  more  excelled  him  in  his  admirable  judgment. 
He  drew  the  paflion  of  Dido  for  ^neas,  in  the 
moft  lively  and  mofl  natural  colours  imaginable  : 
Homer  was  ambitious  enough  of  movir>g  pity ; 
for  lie  has  attempted  twice  on  the  fame  fubjed;  of 
Hector's  death  :  firft,  when  Priam  and  Hecuba 
beheld  his  corpfe,  which  was  dragged  after  the 
chariot  of  Achilles;  and  then  in  the  lamentation 
which  was  made  over  him,  when  his  body  was 
redeemed  by  Priam  ;  and  the  fame  perfons  again 
bewailed  his  death,  with  a  chorus  of  others  to 
help  the  cry.  But  if  this  laft  excite  compaflion  in 
you,  as  I  doubt  not  but  it  will,  you  are  more 
obliged  to  the  tranflator  than  the  poet :  for  Ho- 
nierj  as  I  obferved  before,  can  move  rage  better 
than  he  can  pity  :  he  ftirs  up  the  irafcibie  appe- 


tite, as  our  philofophers  call  it ;  he  provoke*  to 
murder,  and  the  deftru<3:ion  of  God's  images  ;  he 
forms  and  equips  thofe  ungodly  man-killers,  whom 
we  poets,  when  we  flatter  them,  call  heroes;  a 
race  of  men  who  can  never  enjoy  quiet  in  them- 
felves,  till  they  have  taken  it  from  all  the  world. 
This  is  Homer's  commendation  ;  and  fuch  as  it  is, 
the  lovers  of  peace,  or  at  leaft  of  more  moderate 
heroifm,  will  never  envy  him.  But  let  Homer 
and  Virgil  contend  for  the  prize  of  honour  be- 
twixt themfelves;  lam  fatisficd  they  will  never 
have  a  third  concurrent.  I  wifli  Mr.  Congreve 
had  the  leifure  to  tranflate  him,  and  the  world  the 
good-nature  and  jufticc  to  encourage  him  in  that 
noble  defign,  of  which  he  is  more  capable  than 
any  man  I  know.  The  Earl  of  Mulgrave  and 
Mr.  Waller,  two  the  beft  judges  of  our  age,  have 
affured  me,  that  they  could  never  read  over  the 
tranflation  of  Chapman,  without  incredible  plea- 
fure  and  extreme  tranfport.  This  admiration  of 
theirs  mnft  needs  proceed  from  the  author  him- 
felf ;  for  the  tranflator  Ivs  thrown  him  down  as 
low,  as  harfh  numbers,  improper  Englifh,  and  a 
monftrous  length  of  verfe,  could  carry  him.  What 
then  would  he  appear  in  the  harmonious  verfion 
of  one  of  the  beft  writers,  living  in  a  much  bet-r 
ter  age  than  was  the  laft  ?  I  mean  for  verfifica- 
tion,  and  the  art  of  numbers:  for  in  the  drama 
we  have  not  arrived  to  the  pitch  of  Shakfpeare 
and  Ben  Jonfon.  But  here,  'my  Lord,  I  am  for- 
ced to  break  off  abruptly,  without  endeavouring  at 
a  compliment  in  the  clofe.  This  Mifcellany  is, 
without  difpute,  one  of  the  beft  of  the  kind, 
which  has  hitherto  been  extant  in  our  tongue. 
At  leaft,  as  Sir  Samuel  Tuke  has  faid  before  mCj 
a  modeft  man  may  praife  what  is  not  his  .own. 
My  fellows  have  no  need  of  any  proteAion  :  but 
I  humbly  recommend  my  psirt  of  it,  as  much  as 
it  deferves,  to  your  patronage  and  acceptance^ 
and  all  the  reft  to  your  forgivenefs. 


I  am, 


^y  Lord, 

Your  Lordfliip's  moft 
Obedient  Servant, 

JOHN  DRYDEN. 


THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF 


OriB'S   METAMORPHOSES. 


Of  bodies  chang'd  to  various  forms  I  fing  ; 

Ye  Gods,  from  whence  thefe  miracles  did  fpring, 

Tnfpire  my  numbers  with  celeftial  heat, 

"tiW  I  my  long  laborious  work  complete  ; 

And  add  perpetnal  tenor  to  ray  rhymes, 

iDjduc'd  from  nature's  birth,  to  Cjefar's  times. 

B/?fore  the  feas,  and  this  terreftrial  ball, 

And  heaven's  high  canopy,  that  covers  all, 

One  was  the  face  of  nature,  if  a  face ; 

Rather  a  rude  arid  indigefted  mafs : 

A  lifelefs  lump,  unfafliion'd,  and  urifram'd, 

Of  jarring  feeds,  and  juftly  Chaos  nam'd, 

No  fun  was  lighted  up  the  world  to  view ; 

No  moon  did  yet  her  blunted  horns  renew  : 

Nor  yet  was  earth  fufpended  in  the  Iky ; 

Nor,  pois'd,  did  on  her  own  foundations  lie 

Nor  feas  about  the  ftiores  their  arms  had  thrown  ; 

But  earth,  and  air,  and  water,  were  in  one. 
Thus  air  was  void  of  light,  and  earth  unftable, 
And  water's  dark  abyfs  unnavigable. 

No  certain  form  on  any  was  impreft ; 

All  were  confus'd,  and  each  difturb'd  the  reft. 

For  hot  and  cold  were  in  one  body  fixt. 

And  foft  with  hard,  and  light  with  heavy  mixt. 
But  Godj  or  Nature,  while  they  thus  contend, 

"to  thefe  inteftirie  difcords  put  an  end. 

Then  earth  from  air,  and  feas  from  earth  were 
driven. 

And  groffer  air  funk  from  sthereal  heaven, 

Vot.  vr. 


TRus  <fifembrnird,  they  take  their  proper  place ; 
The  next  of  kin  contiguoufly  embrace; 
And  foes  are  funder'd  by  a  larger  fpace. 
The  force  of  fire  afcended  flrft  on  high,  . 

And  took  its  dwelling  in  the  vaulted  Iky. 
Then  air  fucceeds,  in  likeijefs  next  to  fire ; 
Whofe  atoms  from  unatStive  earth  retire. 
Earth  finks  beneath,  and  draws  a  numerous  throng 
Of  ponderous,  thick,  unwieldy  feeds  along. 
Abeut  her  coafts  unruly  waters  roar. 
And,  rifing  on  a  ridge,  infult  the  fliore. 
Thus  when  the  Qod,  whatever  God  was  he, 
Had  form'd  the  whole,  and  made  the  parts  agreCi 
That  no  unequal  portions  might  be  found, 
He  moulded  earth  into  a  fpacious  round  : 
Then,  with  a  breath,  he  gave  the  winds  to  blow's 
And  bade  the  congregated  waters  flow. 
Hs  adds  the  running  fpriugs,  and  fltinding  lakes; 
And  bounding  banks  for  winding  rivers  makes. 
Some  part,  in  earth  are  fwallow'd  up,  the  moll 
In  ample  oceans,  difembogued,  are  loft. 
He  fhades  the  woods,  the  vallies  he  reflraina 
With  rocky  mountains,  and  extends  the  plains. 
And  as  five  zones  th'  aetherial  regions  bind, 
Five,  correfpondent,  are  to  earth  affign'd  : 
The  fun  with  rays,  direftly  darting  down, 
Fires  all  beneath,  and  fries  the  middle  zone  : 
The  two  beneath  the  diftant  poles  complaia 
Of  endlefs  winter,  and  perpetual  rain, 
T 


iffe 


THE    WORKS     OF    DR"VDE>f. 


Betwixt  th'  extremes,  two  happier  climates  hold 
The  temper  that  partakes  of  hot  and  cold. 
The  fields  of  liquid  air,  inclofing  all, 
Surround  the  compafs  of  this  earthly  ball  ; 
The  lighter  parts  lie  next  the  fires  above  ; 
The  grolTcr  near  the  watery  furface  move  : 
Thick  clouds  are  fprcad,  and  ftorms  engender" 

there,  [tear, 

And  thunder's  voice,  which  wretched  mortals 
And  winds  that  on   their  wings   cold  winter 

bear. 

Nor  were  thofe  bhiftering  brethren  left  at  large, 
On  feas  and  ihores  their  fury  to  difcharge  : 
Bound  as  they  are,  and  circumfcrib'd  in  place, 
They  rend  the  world,  refiftlefs,  where  they  pafs; 
And  mighty  marks  of  mifchief  leave  behind  ; 
Such  is  the  rage  cf  their  tempeftuous  kind. 
Firft  Eurus  to  the  rifing  morn  is  fent, 
(The  regions  of  the  baimy  continent) 
And  Eaiiern  realms,  where  early  Perfiansrun, 
To  greet  the  bleft  appearance  of  the  fun, 
Weiiward  the  wanton  Zephyr  wings  his  flight, 
Pleas'd  with  the  remnants  of  departing  light : 
Fierce  Boreas  with  his  offspring  iffues  forth, 
T'  invade  the  frozen  waggon  of  the  North. 
"While  frowning  Aufter  feeks  the  fouthern  fphere. 
And  rots,  with  cndlcfs    rain,   th'  unwholfome 

year. 
High  o'er  the  clouds,   and  empty  realms    of 

wind. 
The  God  a  clearer  fpace  for  heaven  defign'd  ; 
Where  fields  of  light  and  liquid  sether  flow, 
Pufg'd   from  the  ponderous  dregs  of  earth   be- 
low. 
Scarce  had  the  power  diflinguifh'd  thefc,  when 

ftraighc 
The  ftars,  no  longer  overlaid  with  weight, 
Fxert  their  heads  from  underneath  the  mafs,      ~j 
And  upward  (hont,  and  kindle  as  they  pals,       / 
And  with  difTufive  light  adorn  the  heavenly  f 

place.  J 

Then,  every  void  of  nature  to  fupply. 
With  forms  of  Gods  he  fills  the  vacant  fky  : 
Mew  herds  of   beafts   he  feiidp,  the   plains   toT 

fliare ;  ( 

New  colonies  of  birds,  to  people  air ;  C 

And  to  their  oozy  beds  the  finny  Ifli  repair.      J 
A  creature  of  a  more  exalted  kind 
Was  wanting  yet,  and  then  was  man  defign'd  : 
Confcious  of  thought,  of  more  capacious  breaft, 
Tor  empire  form'd,  and  fit  to  rule  the  reft  ; 
Whether  with  particles  of  heavenly  fire 
The  God  of  nature  did  his  foul  inlpirc ; 
Or  earth,  but  now  divided  fmm  the  fky, 
And  pliant  ftill,  retain'd  th'  attherial  energy  : 
Which  wife  Prometheus  tempcr'd  into  parte. 
And,  mixt  with  living  ftreams,  the  godlike  image 

cafl. 
Thus,  while  the  mute  creation  downward  bend 
Their  fight,  and  to  their  earthly  mother  tend, 
Alan  looks  aloft,  and  with  erecfted  eyes 
Behcids  his  own  hereditary  (kits. 
From  fuch  rude  principles  our  form  began, 
And  earth  was  mctamorphos'd  into  man., 


THE  GOLDEN  AC^. 

The  golden  age  was  firft ;  when  man,  yet"^ 
new,  / 

No  rule  but  uncorrupted  reafian  knew ;  C 

And,  with  a  native  bent,  did  good  purfue.  3 

Unforc'd  by  puniftiment,  unaw'd  by  fear, 
His  words  were  fimple,  and  his  foul  finccre  : 
Needlefs  was  written  law,  where  none  opprcft; 
The  law  of  man  was  written  in  his  breaft  : 
No  fuppliant  crowds  before  the  judge  appear'd ;  "y 
Nor  court  erected  yet,  nor  caufe  was  heard  ,       > 
But  all  was  fafe,  for  confcience  was  their  guard,  J 
The  mountain  trees  in  diftant  profpedl  pleafe, 
E'er  yet  the  pine  defcendcd  to  the  feas; 
E'er  fails  were  fpread  new  oceans  to  explore  ; 
And  happy  mortals,  unconcern'd  for  more, 
Confin'd  their  wilhes  to  their  native  fiiore. 
No  walls   were  yet,  nor  fence,   nor   mote,    nor 

mound ; 
Nor  drum  was  heard,  nor  trumpet's  angry  found : 
Nor  fwords  w-erc   forg'd ;  but,  void  of  caie  and 
The  foft  creation  flept  away  their  time.      [crime» 
The  teeming  earth,  yet  guiltlefs  of  the  plough. 
And  unprovok'd,  did  fruitful  ftores  allow  : 
Content  with  food,  which  nature  freely  bred, 
On  wildings  and  on  ftrawberries  they  fed ; 
Cornels  and  bramble-berries  gave  the  reft. 
And  falling  acorns  furnifli'd  out  a  feaft. 
The  flowers  unfown  in  fields  and  meadows  reign'd; 
And  weftern  winds  immortal  Spring  maintain'd. 
In  following  years  the  bearded  corn  enfu'd 
From  earth  unafk'd,  nor  was  that  earth  renew'd. 
From  veins  of  vallies  n-.ilk  and  nedlar  broke  ; 
.\nd  honey  fweating  from  the  pores  of  oak. 


THE  SILVER  ACE. 

But  when  good  Saturn,  banilh'd  from  above. 
Was  driven  to  hell,  the  world  was  under  Jove. 
Succeeding  times  a  filver  age  behold. 
Excelling  brafs,  but  more  excell'd  by  gold. 
Then  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter,  did  appear ; 
And  Spring  was  but  a  fcafon  of  the  year. 
The  fun  his  annual  courfe  obliquely  made. 
Good  days  contrai'ited,  and  enlarg'd  the  bad. 
Then  air  with  fultry  heats  began  to  glow, 
The  wings  of  winds  were  clogg'd  with  ice  and 
And  Ihivcring  mortals,  into  houiet  driven,  [fnow  ; 
Sought  Ihclter  from  th'  inclemency  of  heaven, 
rhofe  houfes,  then,  were  caves,  or  homely  fheds. 
With  twining  oziers  fenc'd,  and  mofs  their  beds. 
Then  ploughs,  for  feed,  the  fruitful  furrows  broke. 
And  oxen  Jabour'd  firft  beneath  the  yoke. 


THE  BRAZEN  ACE. 

To  this  next  came  in  courfe  the  brazen  age, 
A  warlike  offspring,  prompt  to  bloody  rage, 
Not  impious  yet 


•TRANSLATIONS  FROM   OVID, 


4<jl 


THE  IRON  AGE. 

——Hard  fteel  fucceeded  then  ; 
And  ftubborn  as  the  metal  were  the  men. 
Truth,  Modefty,  and  Shame;  the  world  forfook  : 
Fraud,  Avarice,  and  Force,  their  places  took. 
Then  fails  were  fpread  to  every  wind  that  blew ; 
Raw  were  the  failors,  and  the  depths  were  new  : 
Trees  rudely  hollow'd,  did  the- waves  fuftain  : 
E'er  ihips  in  triumph  plow'd  the  watery  plain. 
Then  hnd-marks  limited  to  each  hi?  right : 
For  all  before  was  common  as  the  light. 
Nor  was  the  ground  alone  requir'd  to  bear 
Her  annual  income  to  the  crooked  fliare ; 
But  greedy  mortals,  rummaging  her  flore, 
Di_?g'd  from  her  entrails  firft  the  precious  ore; 
"Uiiich  next  to  hell  the  prudent  God  had  laid ; 
And  that  alluring  ill  to  fight  difplay'd  ; 
Thus  curfed  fteel,  and  more  accurfed  gold. 
Gave  mifchief  birth,  and  made  that  milchief  bold  : 
And  double  death  did  wretched  man  invade, 
By  fteel  affaulted,  and  by  gold  betray'd. 
Now     (brandifti'd   weapons    glittering   in    their 

handjj 
Mankind  is  broken  loofe  from  moral  bands ; 
Nor  rights  of  hofpitality  remain  : 
The  gueft,  by  him  who  harbour'd  him,  is  flain  : 
The  fon-in-law  purfues  the  father's  life  : 
The  wife  her  hufoand  murders,  he  the  wife. 
The  ftep-dame  poifon  for  the  fon  prepares, 
The  fon  inquires  into  his  father's  years. 
Faith  flies,  and  Piety  in  exile  mourns ; 
And  Juftice,  here  oppreft,  to  heaven  returnj. 


THE  GIANTS  WAR. 

Now  were   the   Gods  themfelves  more  fafe 
above : 
Againft  beleaguer'd  heaven  the  giants  move. 
Hills  pil'd  on  hills,  on  mountains  mountains  lie, 
To  make  their  mad  approaches  to  the  Iky. 
Till  Jove,  no  longer  patient,  took  his  time 
T'  avenge  with  thunder  their  audacious  crime  : 
Red  lightning  play'd  along  the  firmament, 
And  their  demolifti'd  works  to  pieces  rent. 
Sing'd  with  theflames,  andwith  the  bolts  transfix'd, 
With  native  earth  their  blood  the  monfters  mix'd; 
The  blood,  indued  with  animating  heat. 
Did  in  th'  impregnate  earth  new  fons  beget : 
They,  like  the  feed  from  which  they  fprung,  ac- 
Againft  the  Gods  immortal  hatred  nurll :     [curft. 
An  imvious,  arrogant,  and  cruel  brood  ; 
Exprefling  their  original  from  blood. 
"Which  when  the  king  of  Gods  beheld  fronl  high 
(Withal  revolving  in  his  memory, 
What  he  himfelf  had  found  on  earth  of  late, 
Lycaon's  guilt,  and  his  inhuman  treat) 
He  figh'd,  nor  longer  with  his  pity  ftrovc  ; 
But  kindled  to  a  wrath  becoming  Jove ; 
Then  call'd  a  general  council  of  the  Gods ; 
Who,  funimon'd,  iffue  from  their  bleft  abodes, 
Xud  fill  th'  affembly  with  a  fliining  train, 
A  way  there  is,  ia  heaven's  expanded  plain, 


Which,  when  the  fkies  are  clear,  is  feen  below, 
And  mortals  by  the  name  of  rriilky  know. 
The  ground-work  is  of  ftars ;  through  which  ths 
Lies  open  to  the  thunderer's  abode.  [road 

The  Gods  of  greater  nations  dwell  around. 
And  on  the  right  and  left  the  palace  bound  ; 
The  commons  where  they  can  ;  the  nobler  fort. 
With  winding  doors  wide  open,  front  the  court. 
This  place,  as  far  as  earth  with  heaven  may  vie, 
I  dare  to  call  the  Louvre  of  the  fky. 
When  all  were  plac'd    in  feats  ditlindlly  known. 
And  he  their  father  had  affum'd  the  throne. 
Upon  his  ivory  fceptre  firft  he  leant. 
Then  ftiook  his  head,  that  fhook  the  firmament : 
Air,  earth,  and  feas,  obey'd  th'  alrnighty  nod; 
Arid,  with  a  general  fear,  confefs'd  the  God. 
At  length  with  indignation,  thus  he  broke 
His  awful  filence,  and  the  powers  befpoke  i 

I  was  not  more  concern'd  in  that  debate 
Of  empire,  when  our  univerfal  ftate 
Was  put  to  hazard,  and  the  giant  race 
Our  captive  Ikies  were  ready  to  embrace  : 
For,  though  the  foe  was  fierce,  the  feeas  of  all 
Rebellion  fprung  from  one  original : 
Now  wherefoever  ambient  waters  glide. 
All  are  corrupt,  and  all  muft  be  deftroy'd. 
Let  me  this  holy  proteftation  make : 
By  hell  and  hell's  inviolable  lake, 
I  try'd  whatever  in  the  Godhead  lay,  "y 

But  gangren'd  members  mull  be  lopt  away,       > 
Before  the  nobler  parts  are  tainted  to  decay.      j 
There  dwells  below  a  race  of  demi-gods, 
Of  nymphs  in  waters,  and  of  fawns  in  woods : 
Who,  thuugh  not  worthy  yet  in  heaven  to  live. 
Let  them  at  leaft  enjoy  that  earth  we  give.  , 
Can  thefe  be  thought  fecurely  lodg'd  below. 
When  I  myfelf,  who  no  fuperior  know, 
I,  who  have  heaven  and  earth  at  my  command. 
Have  been  attempted  by  Lycaon's  hand  .' 

At  this  a  murmur  through  the  fynod  went. 
And  with  one  voice  they  vote  his  punifhment. 
Thus,  when  confpiring  traitors  dar'd  to  doom 
The  fall  of  Csefar,  and  in  him  of  Rome, 
The  nations  trembled  with  a  pious  fear  ; 
All  anxious  for  their  earthly  thunderer : 
Nor  was  their  care,  O  Cfefar,  lefs  efteem'd 
By  thee,    than  that  of   heaven    for  Jove  was 

deem'd  : 
Who  with  his  hand,  and  voice,  did  firft:  reftrain 
Their  murmurs,  then  refum'd  his  fpeech  again. 
The  Gods  to  filence  were  compos'd,  and  late 
With  reverence  due  to  his  fuperior  ftate. 

Cancel  your  pious  cares;  already  he 
Has  paid  his  debt  to  juftice,  and  to  me. 
Yet  what  his  crimes,  and  what  my  judgments  were, 
Remains  for  me  thus  briefly  to  -Jeclare. 
The  clamours  of  this  vile  degen:?rrite  age. 
The  cries  of  orphans,  and  th'  cpi-efior's  rage. 
Had  reach'd  the  ftars ;  1  will  dtfcsnd,  faid  I, 
In  hope  to  prove  this  loud  cor.:c!?.int  a  lie. 
Difguis'd  in  human  fhape,  I  travtl'd  round 
The  world,  and  more  than  whrit  I  heard,  I  found, 
O'er  Msebalus  I  took  my  fteepy  way. 
By  cavyrns  inramoiis for  bealts  of  prey; 
Tij 
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Then  crofs'd  Cyllene,  and  the  piny  Ihade, 

•More  infamous  by  curil  l^ycaon  made  : 

Dark  night  had  rover'd~  heaven  and  Cirth,  before 

1  enter'd  his  unhofpitable  door. 

Juft  at  my  entrance,  1  difplay'd  the  fign 

That  fomcwhat  was  approaching  of  divine. 

The  proftrate  people  pray,  the  tyrant  grias; 

And,  adding  prophanation  to  his  fins, 

I'll  try,  faid  he,  and  if  a  God  appear, 

To  prove  his  deity  fhall  cod  him  dear. 

'  Twas  late ;  the  gracclefs  wretch  my  death  prepares, 

When  I  {hould  foundly  fleep,  oppreft  with  cares : 

Tliis  dire  experiment  he  chofe,  to  prove 

If  I  were  mortal,  or  undoubted  Jove  : 

But  firfl  he  had  refolv'd  to  tafte  my  powrer  : 

Not  long  before,  but  in  a  lucklefs  hour. 

Some  legates  fent  from  the  Moloflian  flate, 

"Were  on  a  peaceful  errand  come  to  treat : 

Of  thefe  he  murders  one,  he  boils  the  flefh, 

And  lays  the  mangled  morfebin  a  difh : 

Some  part  he  roads,  and  fcrves  it  up  fo  draft. 

And  bids  me  welcome  to  this  human  feaft, 

Mov'd  with  difdain,  the  table  I  o'erturn'd; 

And  with  avenging  flames  the  palace  burn'd. 

The  tyrant  in  a  fright,  for  flielter  gains 

The  neighbouring  fields,andfcours  along  the  plains. 

Howling  he  fled,  and  fain  he  would  have  fpoke, 

But  human  voice  his  brutal  tongue  forfook. 

About  his  lips  the  gather'd  foam  he  churns,^       T 

Xnd,    breathing   daughter,    dill   with  rage  he  > 

But  on  the  bleating  flock  his  fury  turns.  [  l3urns,j 

His  mantle,  now  his  hide,  with  rugged  hairs 

Cleaves  to  his  back  ;  a  famifli'd  face  he  bears  ; 

His  arms  defcend,  his  fhouldcrs  fink  away, 

To  multiply  his  legs  for  chace  of  prey. 

He  grows  a  wojf,  his  hoarinefs  remains. 

And  the  fame  rage  in  other  members  reigns. 

His  eyes  dill  fparkle  in  a  narrower  fpace. 

His  jaws  retain  the  grin  and  violence  of  his  face. 

This  was  a  fingle  ruin,  but  not  one 
Deferves  fo  jud  a  punifliment  alone. 
Mankind  's  a  monder,  and  ih'  ungodly  times. 
Confederate  into  guilt,  or  fworn  to  crimes- 
All  are  alike  involv'd  in  ill,  and  all 
Mad  by  the  fame  relentlefs  fury  fall. 

Thus  ended  he  ;  the  greater  Gods  affent, 
,By  clani.'iirs  urging  his  fevere  intent; 
T'he  lefs  fill  up  the  cry  for  punifliment. 
Yet  dill  with  pity  they  remember  man  ; 
Ami  mourn  as  much  as  heavenly  fpirits  can. 
'J'l'.fy.afk,  when  thofc  were  lod  of  human  birth, 
What  he  would  do  with  all  his  wade  of  earth  ? 
If  his  difpeopled  world  he  would  refign 
To  beads,  a  mute,  and  more  ignoble  line  ? 
JNegleiSlcd  altars  mud  no  longer  fraoke, 
If  none  were  left  to  worfhip  and  invoke. 
To  whom  the  father  of  the  Gods  rcply'd  : 
Lay  that  unneceflary  fear  aCdc  : 
Mine  be  the  care  new  people  to  provide. 
1  will  from  wondrous  priucipks  ordain 
A  race  unlike  the  fird,  and  try  my  ikill  again 

Already  had  he  tof>'d  the  flaming  brand. 
And  roU'd  the  thunder  in  his  fpacious  hand 
i'rtpajing  to  dil'chargc  on  kas  ajid  land 


•! 


But  ftopt,  for  fear  thus  violently  driven , 
The  fparks  fhould  catch  the  axle-tree  of  heavctr. 
Remembering,  in  the  Fates,  a  time  when  fire 
Should  to  the  battlements  of  heaven  afpire, 
And  all  his  blazing  worlds  above  diould  burn, 
And  all  th*  inferior  globe  to  cinders  turn. 
His  dire  artillery  thus  difmifs'd,  he  bent 
His  thoughts  to  fome  fecurer  putiifhment : 
Concludes  to  pour  a  watery  deluge  down  ; 
And,  what  he  durd  not  burn,  refolves  to  drown. 

The   northern  breath,  that  freezes  floods,  he 
binds ; 
With  all  the  race  of  doud-difpelling  wind;- 
The  South  he  loos'd,  who  night  and  horrot       igs ; 
And  fogs  are  fhaken  from  his  flaggy  wings. 
From  his  divided  beard  two  dreams  he  pours  ; 
His  head  and  rheumy  eyes  didil  in  fliowers. 
With  rain  his  robe  and  heavy  mantle  flow  : 
And  lazy  mids  are  lowering  on  his  brow, 
Still  as  he  fwept  alopg,  with  his  clench'd  fid. 
He  fqucez'd  the  clouds;    th'   imprifon'd   cloudt 

refid  : 

The  fkies,  from  pole  to  pole,  with  peals  refound; 
Andfhowers  enlarg'd  come  pouring  on  the  ground. 
Then  clad  in  colours  of  a  various  dye, 
Junonlan  Iris  breeds  a  new  fupply. 
To  feed  the  cloiids  impetuous  rain  defcends ; 
The  bearded  corn  beneath  the  burthen  bends : 
Defrauded  clowns  deplore  their  perifh'd  grain  ; 
And  the  long  labours  of  the  year  arc  vain. 

Nor  from  his  patrimonial  heaven  alone 
Is  Jove  content  to  pour  his  vengeance  down  : 
Aid  from  his  brother  of  the  feas  he  craves, 
To  help  him  with  auxiliary  waves. 
The  watery  tyrant  calls  his  brooks  and  floods. 
Who  roll  from  mofTy  caves,  their  moid  abodes ; 
And  with  perpetual  urns  his  palace  fill : 
To  whom  in  brief  he  thus  imparts  his  will : 

Small  exhortation  needs;  your  powers  employ  . 
And  this  bad  world  (fo  Jove  requires)  dedroy. 
Let  loofe  the  reins  to  all  your  watery  dore : 
Bear  down  the  dams,  and  open  every  door. 

The  floods,  by  nature  enemies  to  land, 
And  proudly  fwelling  with  their  new  command, 
Remove  the  living  dones  that  dopp'd  their  wav. 
And,  gudiing  from  their  fource,  augment  tlic  lea 
I'hen,  with  his  mace,  their  monarch  druck  the 

ground  : 
With  inwaidtremblingearthi^Ww'dthewound;       . 
And  rifing  dreams  a  rtady  p.ifTagc  found.  1 

Th*  expanded  vk'aters  gather  on  the  plain,  ^ 

They  float  the  fields,  and  overtop  the  grain  : 
Then,  rufhiug  onwards,  with  a  I'weepy  I'way, 
Bear  flocks,  and  folds,  and  labiJhriftg  hinds  away. 
Nor  fafc  their  dwellings  were;  for.lap'd  by  floods,- 
Their  h(<ufes  fell  upon  their  houl'ehold  Gods. 
The  folid  piles,  too  drongly  built  to  fall, 
High  o'er  their  heads  behold  a  watery  wall. 
Now  feas  and  earth  were  in  confufion  lod  ; 
A  world  of  waters,  and  without  a  coad. 
One  climbs  a  clifl";  one  in  hia  boat  is  borne. 
And  ploughs  above,  where  late  he  fow'd  his  com. 
Others  o'er  the  chimney  tops  and  ttirrct*  row, 
And  drop  thtir  anchors  on  the  meads  below  : 
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Or,  downward  driven,  they  bruife  the  tender  vine ; 

Or,  tofs'd  aloft,  are  knock'd  againfl;  a  pine. 

And  where  of  Jate  the  kids  had  cropp'd  the  grafs, 

The  monfters  of  the  deep  now  take  their  place. 

Infulting  Nereids  on  the  cities  ride, 

A-nd  wondering  dolphins  o'er  the  palace  glide. 

On  leaves,  and  mafls  of  mighty  oaks,  they  brouze  ; 

And  their  broad  fins  entangle  in  the  boughs. 

The  frighted  wolf  now  fwims  among  the  fnccp ; 

The  yellow  lion  wanders  in  the  deep  : 

His  rapid  force  no  longer  helps  the  boar  : 

The  ftag  fwims  fafler  than  he  ran  before. 

The  fowls,  long  beating  on  their  wings  in  vain, 

De'"    ir  of  land,  and  drop  into  the  main. 

Now  hills  and  vales  no  more  diftin(5lion  know, 

A-nd  level'd  nature  lies  opprefs'd  below. 

The  moft  of  mortals  perifh  in  the  flood, 

The  fmall  remainder  dies  for  want  of  food. 

A  -mountain  of  fhipendous  height  there  ftands 
Betwixt  th'  Athenian  and  Bceotian  lands. 
The  bound  of  fruitful  fields,  while  fields  they 

were. 
But  then  a  field  of  waters  did  appear  : 
Parnafius  in  its  nature,  whofe  forky  rife       [fkies. 
Mounts  through  the  clouds,  and  mates  the  lofty 
High  on  the  fummit  of  this  dubious  clrfF, 
Deucalion  wafting  moor''d  his  little  fkiff. 
He  with  his  wife  were  only  left  behind 
Of  perifli'd  man  ;  they  two  were  humanlkind. 
The  mountain  nymphs  and  Themis  they  adore, 
And  from  her  oracles  relief  implore. 
The  moll  upright  of  mortal  men  was  he  ; 
The  mofl  fmcere  and  holy  woman  flie. 

When  Jupiter,  furveying  carih  from  high, 
Beheld  it  in  a  lake  of  water  lie, 
That,  where  fo  many  millions  lately  liv'd, 
But  two,  the  beft  of  cither  fex,  furviv'd. 
He  loos'xi  the  northern  wind  ;  fierce  Boreas  flies 
To  puff  away  the  clouds,  and  purge  the  Ikies  : 
Serenely,  while  he  blov/s,  the  vapours  driven 
Difcover  heaven  to  earth,  and  earth  to  heaven. 
The  billows  fall,  while  Neptune  lays  his  mace 
On  the  rough  fea,  and  fmooths  its  furrow'd  face. 
Already  Triton,  at  his  call,  appears,  y 

Abo-ve  the  waves  :  a  Tyrian  robe  he  wears  ;       > 
And  in  his  hand  a  crooked  trumpet  bears.  j 

The  fovereign  bids  him  peacefu-1  founds  infpire. 
And  give  the  waves  the  fignal  to  retire. 
His-writhen  ftieiJ^e  tskes,  whofe  narrow  vent 
Orows  by  degrees  into  a  large  extent ;  [found. 

Then  gives  it   br«rth-,  the  blaft,  with  doubling 
Runs  the  wide  circuit  of  the  world  around. 
The  fun  firfl  heard  it,  in  his  earthly  Eafl, 
And  met  the  rattling  echoes  in  the  Weft. 
The  waters,  liftening  to  the  trumpet's  roar, 
■Obey  the  fummons,  and  forfake  the  ftiore. 

A  thin  circumference  of  land  appears; 
And  earth,  but  not  at  once,  her  vifage  rears. 
And  peeps  upon  the  feas  from  upper  grounds: 
The  flreams,  but  juft  contain'd  within  their  bounds, 
By  flow  degrees  into  their  channels  crawl ; 
And  earth  increafes  as  the  waters  fall. 
In  longer  time  the  tops  of  trees  appear, 
\YJiich  mud  on  their  diflionoyr'd  branches  bear. 


At  length  the  world  was  all  reftor'd  to  vievr, 
But  defolate,  and  of  a  fickly  hue  : 
Nature  beheld  herfelf,  and  ftood  aghafl, 
A  difniul  defert,  and  a  filent  wafte. 
Which  when  Deucalion,  with  a  piteous  look. 
Beheld,  he  wept,  and  thus  to  fyrrha  fpoke  : 
Oh  wife,  oh  filler,  oh  of  all  thy  kind  "> 

The  beft,  and  only  creature  left  behind,  > 

By  kindred,  love,  and  now  by  dangers  join'd ;    j 
Of  multitudes,  who  breath'd  the  common  air,  ,  . 
We  two  remain  ;  a  fpecies  in  a  pair  ; 
The  reft  the  feas  have  fwallovi^'d ;  nor  have  we 
Ev'n  ef  this  wretched  life  a  certainty. 
The  clouds  are  ftill  above;   and,  while  I  fpeak, 
A  fec-ond  deluge  o'er  otir  heads  may  break. 
Should  I  be  fnatch'd  from  hence,  and  thou  re-"j 

main,  / 

Without  relief,  or  partner  of  thy  pain,  f 

How  could"ft  thou  fuch  a  wretched  life  fuftain  ?3 
Should  I  be  left,  and  thou  be  loft,  the  fea 
That  bury'd  her  I  lov'd,  ftiould  bury  me. 
Oh  could  our  father  his  old  arts  infpire. 
And  make  me  heir  of  his  informing  fire. 
That  fo  1  might  abolifh'd  man  retrieve, 
Aiid  perifli'd  people  in  new  fouls  might  live  I 
But  Heaven  is  pleas'd,  nor  ought  we  to  complain, 
That  we  th'  examples  of  mankind,  remain. 
He  faid  ;  the  careful  couple  join  their  tears. 
And  then  invoke  the  Gods  with  pious  prayers. 
Thus  in  devotion  having  eas'd  their  grief. 
From  facred  oiades  they  feck  relief  : 
And  to  Cephifus'  brook  their  way  purfue  : 
The  iTreani  was  troubled,  but  the  ford  they  knew. 
With  living  water?  in  the  fountain  bred,  '\ 

They  fprinkle   firft    their   garments  a-nd  their/ 

head,  r 

Then  took  the  way  which  to  the  ten-.ple  led.      j 
The  roofs  were  all  defil'd  with  mofs  and  mire, 
The  defert  altars  void  of  folemn  fire. 
Beforethe  gradual  proftrate  they  ador'd, 
The  pavement  kiis'd,  and  thus  the  faint  implor'd, 
O  righteous  Themis,  if  the  j>owers  above 
By  prayers  are  bent  to  pity,  and  to  love  ; 
If  human  miferies  can  move  their  m.ind  ; 
If  yet  they  can  forgive,  and  yet  be  kind  ; 
Tell  how  we  may  reftore,  by  I'econd  birth, 
Mankind,  and  people  def(;hrtd  earth. 
Then  thus  the  gracious  Goddefs,  nodding,  faid:; 
Depart,  and  with  your  veftments  veil  yo-jr  head  : 
And  ftooping  lowly  df^vn,  with  loofen'd"zones. 
Throw  each  behind  your  backs  your  mighty  mo« 

ther's  bones. 
Amaz'd  the  pair,  and  mute  with  v\-onder  ftand. 
Till  Pyrrha  firft  refub'd  the  dire  command. 
Forbid  it  heaven,  faid  flie,  that  I  fhould  tear 
Thofe  holy  relics  from  the  fepulchre. 
They  pondered  the  myfterious  words  again. 
For  fome  new  fenfe ;  and  long  they  fought  in  va 
At  length  Deucalion  clear'd  his  cloudy  brow, 
And  faid.  The  dark  xnigma  will  allow 
A  meaning;  which  if  well  I  underfland. 
From  facrilege  will  free  the  God's  command 
This  earth  our  mighty  mother  is,  the  ftou; 
In  her  caji acious  body  are  her  bones  :     . 
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1 

face ;       J- 

race.       j 


'Ihefe  we  rriuft  caft  behind.     With  hope,  and  fear, 

The  woman  did  the  new  fo'.utioa  hear  ; 

The  man  diffides  in  his  own  augury, 

And  doubts  the  Gods ;  yet  both  refolve  to  try. 

Defcending  from  the  mount,  they  firft  unbind 

Their  vefts,  and  veil'd  they  caft  the  ft.ines  behind  : 

The  ftones  (a  miracle  to  mortal  view. 

But  long  tradition  makes  it  pafs  for  true) 

Did  firft  the  rigour  of  ti.eir  kind  expel, 

Ar ,1  fuppled  into  foftncfs  as  they  fell  : 

Then  fwellM,  and  fwelling  by  degrees  j^rew  warm; 

And  took  the  rudiments  of  human  form ; 

Imperfedb  fhapes,  in  marble  fuch  are  feen. 

When  the  rude  chiffel  does  the  man  begin  ; 

While  yet  the  roughnefs  of  the  ftone  remains. 

Without  the  rifing  mufcles  of  the  veins. 

The  fappy  part?,  and  next  refembling  juice. 

Were  turn'd  to  moifture,  for  the  body's  ufe  : 

•Supplying  humours,  blood,  and  nouriftiment : 

The  reft,  too  folid  to  receive  a  bent. 

Converts  to  bones;  and  v/hat  was  once  a  vein. 

Its  former  name  and  nature  did  retain. 

13y  lielp  of  power  divine,  in  little  fpace, 

What  the  man  threw  airun\'d  a  manly 

And  what  the  wife,  renew'd  a  female 

Hence  v/e  derive  our  raturc,  born  to  bear 

Lahorioui  life,  and  harden'd  into  care. 

The  reft  of  animals,  from  teeming  earth 
Produc'd,  in  various  forms  receiv'd  their  birth. 
The  native  moiflure,  in  its  clol'e  retreat, 
Digefted  by  the  fun's  artherial  heat, 
As  in  a  kindly  womb,  bef  an  to  breed  : 
Then  fwell'd,  and  quicken'd  by  the  vital  feed. 
And  fome  in  lefs,  and  fome  in  longer  fpace. 
Were  ripen'd  into  form,  and  took  a  feveral  face. 
Thus  when  the  Nile  from  Pharian  fields  is  fled, 
And  feeks  with  ebbing  tides  his  ancient  bed. 
The  fat  manure  Avith  heavenly  fire  is  warm'd ; 
And  crufted  creatures,  as  in  wombs,  are  form'd  : 
Thefe,  when  they  turn   the  glebe,  the  peafants 

find: 
Some  rude,  and  yet  unfinifli'd  in  their  kind  : 
Short  of  their  limbs,  a  lame  imperfeift  birth  ; 
One  half  alive,  and  one  of  lifclefs  earth. 

For  heat  and  moifture  when  in  bodies  join'd. 
The  temper  that  refults  from  either  kind 
Conception  makes;  and,  fighting  till  they  mi}!;, 
Their  mingled  atoms  in  each  other  fix. 
Thus  na'ure's  hand  the  genial  bed  prepares 
With  friendly  difcord,  and  with  fruitful  wars. 
From   hence   the   furface   of  the  ground  with 
mud 
A:id  flime  befmear'd  (the  faeces  of  the  flood) 
Receiv'd  the  rays  cf  heaven  ;  and,  fucking  in 
The  feeds  of  heat,  new  creatures  did  begin  : 
Some  were  of  fewral  ftrts  produc'd  before; 
But  of  new  monftcrs  earth  created  more, 
XInwillingly,  but  yet  flie  brought  to  light  •^ 

Thee,  Python  too,   the  wondering  world  to  ( 
fright,  ^ 

And  the  new  rations,  with  fo  dire  a  fight.         J 
S"i  nionftrous  was  his  bulk,  fo  large  a  fpace 
Did  his  vaft  body  anii  long  train  embrace  : 
Whom  Phctbus  balking  on  a  bank  efpy'd. 
E'er  now  the  God  his  arrows  had  not  try'd, 


But  on  the  trembling  deer,  or  mountain  goat ; 
At  this  new  quarry  he  prepares  to  (hoot. 
Though  every  fliaft  took  place,  he  fpent  the"% 

ftore  ( 

Of  his  full  quiver;    and  'twas  long  before  f^ 

Th'  expiring  ferpent  wallow'd  in  his  gore.         J 
Then,  to  preferve  the  fame  of  fuch  a  deed. 
For  Python  flain,  he  Pythian  games  decreed, 
Where  noble  youths  for  mafterftiip  (hould  ftrive. 
To  quoit,  to  run,  and  fteeds  and  chariots  drive. 
The  prize  was  fame,  in  witnefs  of  renown. 
An  oaken  garland  did  the  vi<5lor  crown. 
The  laurel  was  not  yet  for  triumphs  born  ;        "> 
But  every  green  alike  for  Phoebus  worn,  ( 

Did,  with  promifcuous  grace,  his  flowing  locks f" 

adorn.  J 


THE    TRANSFORMATION    OF    DAPHNE    INTO 
A    LAUREL. 

The  firft  and  falreft  of  his  loves  was  flie. 
Whom  not  blind  Fortune,  but  the  dire  decree 
Of  angry  Cupid,  forc'd  him  to  deCre  : 
Daphne  her  name ;  and  Peneus  was  her  fire. 
Swell'd  with  the  pride  that  new  fuccefs  attends, 
He  fees  the  ftripling,  while  his  bow  he  bends. 
And  thus  infults  him  :  Thou  lafcivious  boy. 
Are  arms  like  thefe  for  children  to  employ  .' 
Know,  fuch  atchievements  are  my  proper  claim. 
Due  to  my  vigour  and  unerring  aim  : 
Refiftlefs  are  my  fhafts;  and  Python  late, 
In  fuch  a  feather'd  death,  has  found  his  fate. 
Take  up  thy  torch,  and  lay  my  weapons  by  ; 
With  that  the  feeble  fouls  of  lovers  fry. 
To  whom  the  fon  of  Venus  thus  reply 'd  : 
Phoebus,  thy  fhafts  are  fure  on  all  bcQde ; 
But  mine  on  Phcebus  :    mire  the  fame  fliall  be 
Of  all  thy  conquefts,  when  I  conquer  thee. 

He    faid ;     and,    foaring,    fwiftly   wing'd   his 
flight ; 
Nor  ftopt,  but  on  ParnalTus'  airy  height. 
Two  different  fhafts  he  from  his  quiver  draws ; 
One  to  repel  defire,  and  one  to  caufe. 
One  fhaft  is  pointed  with  refulgent  gold. 
To  bribe  the  love,  and  make  the  lover  bold ; 
One  blunt,  and  tipt  with  lead,  whofe  bafe  allay  j 

Provokes  difdain,  and  drives  defire  away. 
The  blunted  bolt  againft  the  nymph  he  dreft  ; 
But  with  the  fliarp  ttansfix'd  Apollo's  breaft.  ji 

Th'  enamour'd  Deity  purfues  the  chace  ;  I 

The  fcornful  damfel  ftiuns  his  Ibath'd  embrace,  1' 

In  hunting  beafts  of  prey  her  youth  employs, 
And  Phcebe  rivals  iu  her  rural  joy»  : 
With  naked  neck  flie  goes,  and  flioulders  bare, 
And  with  a  fillet  binds  her  flowing  hair  : 
By  many  fuitors  fought,  Ihe  mocks  their  pains. 
And  ftill  her  vow'd  virginity  maintains : 
Impatient  of  a  yoke,  the  name  of  bride 
She  fhuns,  and  hates  the  joys  fhe  never  try'd  : 
On  wilds  and  wood  ftie  fixes  her  defire. 
Nor  knows  what  youth  and  kindly  love  infpire. 
Her  father  chides  her  oft :     Thou  ow'fl,  fs'yi 

he, 
A  hulbsnd  ;o  thyfdf,  a  fon  to  vac. 


TRANSLATIONS    FROM    OVID. 
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She,  like  a  crime,  abhofs  the  nuptial  bed ; 
She  glows  with  bluflies,  and  fhe  hangs  her  head  : 
Then,  calling  round  his  neck  her  tender  arms, 
Soothes  him  with  blandifhments  and  filial  charms: 
Give  me,  my  lord,  flie  faid,  to  lie  and  die 
A  fpotlefs  maid,  without  the  marriage  tie. 
'Tis  but  a  fmall  requeft  :    I  beg  no  more 
Than  what  Diana's  father  gave  before. 
The  good  old  fire  was  foften'd  to  confent ; 
Bat  faid,  her  wifh  would  prove  her  punifliment : 
For  fo  much  youth,  and  fo  much  beauty  juin'd, 
Oppos'd  the  ftate  which  her  defires  defigu'd 

The  God  of  light,  afpiring  to  her  bed, 
Hopes  what  he  feeks,  with  flattering  fancies 

fed. 
And  is  by  his  own  oracles  mifled. 
And  as  in  empty  fields  the  ftubble  burns. 
Or  nightly  travellers,  when  day  returns, 
Their  ufelefs  torches  on  dry  hedges  throw, 
That  catch  the  flames,  and  kindle  all  the  row  ; 
So  burns  the  God,  coiifuming  in  defire. 
And  feeding  in  his  breaft  the  I'ruitlefs  fire. 
Her  well-turn'd  neck  he  view'd  (her  neck  was 

bare) 
And  on  her  flioulders  her  diflievel'd  hair : 
Oh,  were  it  comb'd,  faid  he,  with  what  a  grace 
"Would  every  waving  curl  become  her  face  1 
He   view'd  her  eyes,  like  heavenly  lamps  that 

flione; 
He  view'd  her  lips,  too  fweet  to  view  alone, 
Her  taper  fingers,  and  her  panting  breaft.  T 

He  praifes  all  he  fees  ;  and,  for  the  reft,  > 

Believes  the  beauties  yet  unfeen  are  bcft.  J 

Swift  as  the  wind,  the  damfel  fled  away. 
Nor  did  for  tfaefe  alluring  fpeeches  ftay. 
Stay,  nymph,  he  cry'd,  I  follow,  not  a  foe. 
Thus  from  the  lion  trips  the  trembling  doe  ; 
Thus  from  the  wolf  the  frighten'd  lamb  re^  -j 
moves,  I 

And  from  purfuing  falcons  fearful  doves.  J» 

Thou  fliunn'fl:  a  God,  and  fliunii'ft  a  God  that  | 
loves.  J 

Ah,  left  fonie  thorn  fliould  pierce  thy  tender  foot, 
Or  thou  fliould'll  fall,  in  flying  my  purfuit, 
To  fliarp,  uneven  ways  thy  fteps  decline ; 
Abate  thy  fpeed,  and  I  will  bate  of  mine. 
Yet  think  from  whom  thou  doft  fo  raflily  fly : 
Nor  bafely  born,  nor  ftiepherd's  fwain  am  I. 
Perhaps  thou  know'ft  not  my  fuperior  ftate  ; 
And  from  that  ignorance  proceeds  thy  hate. 
Me  Ciaros,  Delphos,  Tenedos,  obey  ; 
Thefe  harids  the  Patareian  fceptre  fway. 
The  King  of  Gods  begot  me  :    what  fliall  be, 
Or  is,  or  ever  was,  in  fate,  I  fee. 
Mine  is  th'  invention  of  the  charming  lyre ; 
Sweet  notes  and  heavenly  numbers  I  infpire. 
Sure  is  my  bow,  unerring  is  my  dart ; 
But,  ah!  more  deadly  his,  who  pierc'd  my  heart 
Medicine  is  mine :  what  herbs  and  fimples  grow 
Jn  fields  and  forefts,  all  their  powers  I  know 
And  am  the  great  phyCcian  call'd  below. 
Alas,  that  fields  and  forefts  can  afford 
No  remedies  to  heal  their  love-fick  lord  ! 
To  cure  the  pains  of  love,  no  plant  avails; 
^nd  liis  own  phyCc  the  phyliclan  fails. 


rowT 


She  heard  not  half,  fo  furJoufly  fiie  flies ; 
And  on  her  ear  th'  imperfecfl  accent  dies. 
Fear  gave  her  wings;  and,  as  ftie  fled,  the  wind, 
Increafing,  fpread  her  flowing  hair  behind. 
And  left  her  legs  and  thighs  expos'd  to  view. 
Which  made  the  God  more  eager  to  purfue. 
The  God  was  young,  and  was  too  hotly  bent 
To  lofe  his  time  in  empty  compliment ; 
But,  led  by  love,  and  fir'd  by  fuch  a  fight, 
Impttuoufly  purfued  his  near  delight. 

As  when  th'  impatient  greyhound,  flipt  frnni 
far, 
Bounds  o'er  the  glebe,  to  courfe  the  fearful  hare. 
She  in  her  fpeed  does  all  her  fafety  lay  ; 
And  he  with  double  fpeed  purfues  the  prey, 
O'er-runs  her  at  the  fitting  turn,  and  licks      ■ 
His  chaps  in  vain,  and  blows  upon  the  flix  : 
She    'fcapes,    and   for   the   neighbouring    covert 

ftrives, 
And,  gaining  flielter,  doubts  if  yet  flie  li-res  : 
If  little  things  with  great  we  may  compare. 
Such  was  the  God,  and  fuch  the  flying  fair  : 
She,  urg'd  by  fear,  her  feet  did  fwif'ly  move ; 
But  he  more  fvviftly,  who  was  urg'd  by  love. 
He  gathers  ground  upon  her  in  the  chace  ;         ~) 
Now  breathes  upon  her  hair,  with  nearer  pace;  C 
And  juft  is  faftening  on  the  wifti'd  embrace.      j 
The  nymph  grew  pale,  and  in  a  mortal  fright. 
Spent  with  the  labour  of  fo  long  a  flight ; 
And  now  defpairing,  caft  a  mournful  look 
Upon  the  ftreams  of  her  paternal  brook ; 
Oh,  help,  ftie  cry'd,  in  this  extreme"ft  need, 
If  Water-Gods  are  Deities  indeed  : 
Gape,  earth,  and  this  unhappy  wretch  intomb  ; 
Or  change   my   form,   whence   all   my  forrows 

come. 
Scarce  had  flie  finifli'd,  when  her  feet  ftie  found 
Benumb'd  with  cold,  and  faften'd  to  the  ground  : 
A  filmy  rind  about  her  body  grows; 
Her  hair  to  leaves;  her  arms  extend  to  bout^hs  : 
The  nymph  is  all  into  a  laurel  gone  : 
The  fmoothnefs  of  her  fkiu  remains  alone. 
Yet  Phcbus  loves  her  ftiil ;  and,  carting  round 
Her  bole  his  arms,  fome  little  warmth  he  found. 
The  tree  ftill  panred  in  th'  unSniih'd  part. 
Not  whdlly  vegetive,  and  heav'd  her  heart. 
He  fix'd  his  lips  upon  the  trembling  rind  : 
It  fwcrv'd  afide,  and  his  embrace  decljn'd. 
To  whom  the  God  :    Becaufe  thou  canft  not  be 
My  miftrefs,  I  cfpoufe  thee  for  my  tree  : 
Be  thou  the  prize  of  honour  and  renown  ; 
The  df  athlefs  poet,  and  the  poem,  crown. 
Thou  flialt  the  Roman  feftivals  adorn ; 
And,  after  poets,  be  by  vivStors  worn. 
Thou  ftialt  returning  Csfar's  triumph  grace. 
When  pumps  ftiall  in  a  long  procelfion  pafs  ; 
Wreath'd  on  the  poft,  before  his  palace  wait. 
And  be  the  facred  guardian  of  the  gate  : 
Secure  from  thunder,  and  unharm'd  by  Jove, 
Unfading  as  th'  immortal  powers  above  : 
And  as  the  locks  of  Phoebus  are  unfhorn. 
So  ftiall  perpetual  green  thy  boughs  adorn. 
The  grateful  tree  was  pleas'd  with  what  he  faid. 
And  ihock  the  ftiady  honours  of  her  head, 
T  iiij 
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THE    WORKS    OF    DRYDHN. 


THE    TRANSFORMATION    OF    10    INTO 

AN    HEIFER. 


An  ancient  foreft  in  Theffalia  grows. 
Which  Tempe's  pleafant  valley  does  inclofe  : 
Through  this  the  rapid  Peneus  takes  his  courfe, 
From  l^indus  rolling  with  impetuous  force  : 
Mifts  from  the  river's  mighty  fall  arife. 
And  deadly  damps  inclofe  the  cloudy  ikies; 
Perpetual  fogs  are  hanging  o'er  the  wood, 
And  founds  of  waters  deaf  the  neighbourhood  : 
Deep,  in  a  rocky  cave,  he  makes  abode  : 
A  manfinn,  proper  for  a  mourning  God. 
Here  he  gives  audience  ;  iffuing  out  decrees 
To  rivers,  his  dependent  Deities. 
On  this  occafion,  hither  they  refort. 
To  pay  their  homage,  and  to  make  their  court ; 
All  doubtful,  whether  to  congratulate 
JHis  daughter's  honour,  or  lament  her  fate. 
Sperchseus,  crown'd  with  poplar,  firft  appears ; 
Then  old  Apidanus  came  crown'd  with  years ; 
Enipeus,  turbulent ;  Amphryfos,  tame  ; 
And  ^a»  laft,  with  lagging  waters,  came. 
Then  of  his  kindred  brooks  a  numerous  throng 
Condole  his  lofs,  and  bring  their  urns  along. 
Ivfot  one  was  wanting  of  the  watery  train. 
That  fiU'd  his  flood,  or  mingled  with  the  main, 
'But  Inachus,  who,  in  his  cave  alone. 
Wept  not  another's  loffes,  but  his  own  ; 
Tor  his  dear  lo,  whether  flray'd  or  dead. 
To  him  uncertain,  doubtful  tears  he  fhed. 
He  fought  her  through  the  world,  but  fought  in 

vain; 
And,  no  where  finding,  rather  fear'd  her  flain. 
Her,  juft  returning  from  her  father's  brook, 
Jove  had  beheld,  with  a  defiring  look  ; 
JKnd,  oh,  fair  daughter  of  the  flood,  he  faid, 
Worthy  alone  of  Jove's  imperial  bed, 
Happy  whoever  fi;all  thofe  charms  poffefsl 
The  King  of  Gods  (nor  is  thy  lover  lefs) 
Invites  thee  to  yon  cooler  fhades,  to  fliun 
The  fcorching  rays  of  the  meridian  fun. 
Nor  fhalt  thou  tempt  the  dangers  of  the  grove 
j\ione,  without  a  guide;  thy  guide  is  Jove. 
1^0  puny  power;  but  he,  whofe  high  command 
Is  unconfin'd,  who  rules  the  feas  and  land, 
And  tempers  thunder  in  his  awful  hand. 
Oh,  fly  not  (for  fhe  fled  from  his  embrace 
O'er  Lerna's  paftures)  :    he  purfued  the  chace 
Along  the  fliades  of  the  I  yrcrean  plain  : 
At  length  the  God  who  never  afks  in  vain, 
Involv'd  with  \apours,  imitating  night,  "^ 

JBoth  air  and  earth ;   and  then  fupprefs'd  her  ( 
fliglit;  [delight.^ 

And,  mingling  force  with  love,  cnjoy'd  the  fulO 
Mean-time  the  jealous  Juno,  from  on  high, 
Survey'd  the  fruitful  fields  of  Arcady  ; 
And  wonder'd,  that  the  mift  fliould  over-run 
The  face  of  day-light,  and  obfcurc  the  fun. 
No  natural  caufc  flie  found,  from  brooks  or  bogs, 
Or  marfliy  lowlands,  to  produce  the  fogs  : 
Then  round  the  fkics  flie  fought  for  Jupiter, 
Her  faithiefs  liufband  ;  but  no  Jove  was  there, 
feufpcdirig  now  the  worfl.  Or  J,  fhe  faid. 
Am  much  nii|lakcn,  or  am  much  betray "d. 


With  fury  fhe  precipitates  her  flight, 

Difpels  the  fhadows  of  diflembled  night. 

And  to  the  day  reftores  his  native  light. 

Th'  almighty  leacher,  careful  to  prevent 

The  confequence,  forefeeing  her  defcent. 

Transforms  his  miftrefs  in  a  trice  :    and  now. 

In  lo's  place  appears  a  lovely  cow. 

So  fleek  her  fkin,  fo  faultlefs  was  her  make, 

Ev'n  Juno  did  unwilling  pleafure  take, 

To  fee  To  fair  a  rival  of  her  love  ; 

And  what  fhe  was,  and  whence,  inquir'd  of  Jove: 

Of  what  fair  herd,  and  from  what  pedigree  ? 

The  God,  half-caught,  was  forc'd  upon  a  lie ; 

And  faid,  flie  fprung  from  earth.     She  took  the. 

word, 
Ajid  begg'd  the  beauteous  heifer  of  her  lord. 
What  fliould  he  do  ?    'twas  equal  fliame  to  Jove, 
Or  to  relinquifli,  or  betray  his  love  : 
Yet  to  refufe  fo  flight  a  gift,  would  be 
But  more  t'  increafe  his  confort's  jealoufy. 
Thus  fear  and  love  by  turns  his  heart  affail'd  ; 
And  flrongcr  love  had  fure  at  length  prevail'd  ; 
But  fome  faint  hope  remain'd,  his  jealous  queen 
Had  not  the  miftrefs  through  the  heifer  feen. 
The  cautious  Goddefs,  of  her  gift  poffeft. 
Yet  harbour'd  anxious  thoughts  within  her  breaft; 
As  fhe  who  knew  the  falfehood  of  her  Jove, 
And  juftly  fear'd  fome  new  relapfe  of  love  ; 
Which  to  prevent,  and  to  fecure  her  care. 
To  trufty  Argus  flic  commits  the  fair. 

The  head  of  Argus  (as  with  flats  the  flcies) 
Was  compafs'd  round,  and  wore  an  hundred  eyes. 
But  two,  by  turns,  their  lids  in  flumber  fleep ;   "^ 
The  reft  on  duty  ftill  their  ftation  keep  ;  > 

Nor  could  the  total  conftellation  fleep.  j 

Thus,  ever  prefent  to  his  eyes  and  mind. 
His  charge  was  ftill  before  him,  though  behind. 
In  fields  he  fufler'd  her  to  feed  by  day ; 
But,  when  the  fetting  fun  to  night  gave  way. 
The  captive  cow  he  fummon'd  with  a  call, 
And  drove  her  back,  and  ty'd  her  to  the  ftall. 
On  leaves  of  trees,  and  bitter  herbs,  fhe  fed  : 
Heaven  was  her  canopy,  bare  earth  her  bed  : 
So  hardly  lodg'd  :    and,  to  digeft  her  food. 
She    drank   from  troubled  ftreams,  defil'd  with. 

mud. 
Her  woeful  ftory  fain  fhe  would  have  told. 
With  hands  upheld,  but  had  no  hands  to  hold  : 
Her  head  to  her  ungentle  keeper  bow'd  : 
She    ftrove   to  fpeak  :     fhe  fpoke  not,    but  flio 

low'd. 
Affrighted  with  the  noife,  fhe  look'd  around. 
And  feem'd  t'  inquire  the  author  of  the  found. 

Once  on  the  banks  where  often  fhe  had  play'd 
(Her  father's  banks)  flie  came,  and  there  furvey'd 
Her  altcr'd  vifage,  and  her  branching  head  ; 
And,  ftarting  from  herfelf,  fhe  would  have  fled. 
Her  fellow-nymphs,  familiar  to  her  eyes, 
Beheld,  but  knew  litr  not  in  tliis  difguife. 
Ev'n  Inachus  hinifelf  was  ignorant ; 
And,  in  his  daughter,  did  his  daughter  want. 
She  follow'd  where  her  fellows  went,  as  ihe 
Were  ftill  a  partner  of  the  company  : 
They  flruke  her  neck  :    the  gentle  heifer  ftands, 
And  her  lUck  offers  19  their  ftroking  hands. 


TRANSLATIONS    FROM    OVID. 
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Her  father  gave  her  grafs  :    the  grafs  fhe  took,  T 
And  lick'd  his  palms,  and  caft  a  piteous  look  ;     > 
And,  in  the  language  of  her  eyes,  fhe  fpoke.      j 
She  would  have  told  her  name,  and  alk'd  relief ; 
But,  wanting  words,  in  tears  fhe  tells  her  grief; 
Which,  with  her  foot,  fhe  makes  him  underlland, 
And  prints  the  name  of  lo  in  the  fand. 
Ah,  wretched  me  !  her  mournful  father  cry'd  : 
She,  with  a  figh,  to  luretched  me  reply'd. 
About  her  milk-white  neck  his  arms  he  threw, 
And  wept ;  and  then  thefe  tender  words  enfue  : 
And  art  thou  fhe,  whom  I  have  fought  around 
The  world,  and  have  at  length  io  fadly  found  ? 
So  found,  is  worfe  than  loft  :    with  mutual  words 
Thou  anfwer'ft  not ;  no  voice  thy  tongue  affords  •, 
But  iighs  are  deeply  drawn  from  out  thy  bread ; 
And  fpeech  deny'd,  by  lowing  is  eXj'^refs'd. 
Unknowing,  I  prepar'd  thy  bridal  bed, 
"With  empty  hopes  of  happy  iffue  fed  : 
But  now  the  hufband  of  a  herd  muft  be 
Thy  mate,  and  bellowing  fons  thy  progeny. 
Oh,  were  I  mortal,  death  might  bring  relief! 
But  now  my  God-head  but  extends  my  gtief ; 
Prolongs  my  woes,  of  which  no  end  I  fee  ; 
And  makes  me  curfe  my  immortality. 
More  had  he  faid ;  but,  fearful  of  her  ftay. 
The  ftarry  guardian  drove  his  charge  away 
To  fome  frefh  pafture ;  on  a  hilly  height 
He  fate  himfelf,  and  kept  her  flill  in  fight. 


the  eyes  of  argus  transformed  into  a 
peacock's  train. 

Now  Jove  no  longer  could  her  fufferings  bear  ; 
But  call'd  in  hafte  his  airy  meffenger. 
The  fon  of  Maia,  with  feverc  decree 
To  kill  the  keeper,  and  to  fet  her  free. 
With  all  his  harnefs,  foon  the  God  was  fped ; 
His  flying  hat  was  failen'd  on  his  head ; 
Wings  on  his  heels  were  hung  ;  and  in  his  hand 
He  holds  the  virtue  of  the  fnaky  wand  : 
The  liquid  air  his  moving  pinions  wound ; 
And,  in  the  moment,  fhoot  him  on  the  ground. 
Before  he  came  in  fight,  the  crafty  God 
His  wings  difmifs'd,  but  flill  retain'd  his  rod  : 
That  fleep-procuring  wand  wife  Hermes  took, 
But  made  it  feem  to  fight  a  fhepherd's  hook. 
With  this  he  did  a  herd  of  goats  control ; 
Which  by  the  way  he  met,  and  flily  flole. 
Clad  like  a  country  fwain,  he  pip'd  and  fung. 
And,  playing,  drove  his  jolly  troop  along. 

W  ith  pleafure  Argus  the  mufician  heeds. 
But  wonders  much  at  thofe  new  vocal  reeds ; 
And  whofoe'er  thou  art,  my  friend,  faid  he, 
Up  hither  drive  thy  goats,  and  play  by  me 
This  bill  has  brcuze  for  them,  and  ihade 

thee. 
The  God,  who  was  with  eafe  induc'd  to  climb, 
Began  difcourfe,  to  pafs  away  the  time ; 
And  ftill  betwixt  his  tuneful  pipe  he  plies; 
And  watch'd  his  hour,  to  clofe  the  keeper's  eyee 
With  much  ado,  he  partly  kept  awake, 
Not  fuffering  all  his  eyes  repole  to  take 


is; 
leforf 


A 


And  afk'd  the  flranger,  who  did  reeds  invent. 
And  whence  became  fo  rare  an  inflrument. 


THE    TRANSFORMATION    OF    SYRINX    INTO 
REEDS. 

Then  Hermes  thus :    a  nymph  of  late  there 

was, 
Whofe  heavenly  form  her  fellows  did  furpafs: 
The  pride  and  joy  of  fair  Arcadia's  plains; 
Belov'd  by  Deities,  ador'd  by  fwains  : 
Syrinx  her  name,  by  Sylvans  oft  purfu'd ; 
As  oft  fhe  did  the  luftful  G-ds  delude  ; 
The  rural  and  the  wood-land  powers  difdain'd  ; 
With  Cynthia  hunted,  and  her  rites  maintain'd : 
Like  Phoebe  clad,  ev'n  Phoebe's  felf  (he  feems. 
So  tall,  fo  ftraight,  fuch  well-proportioned  li^Tibs; 
The  niceft  eye  did  no  diftinilion  know. 
But  that  the  Goddefs  bore  a  golden  bow  ; 
Diftinguiili'd  thus,  the  fight'flje  cheated  too. 
Defcending  from  Lycasus,  Pan  admires 
The   niatchlefs  nymph,  and  burns  with  new  de- 

fires. 
A  crown  of  pine  upon  his  head  he  wore; 
And  thus  began  her  pity  to  implore. 
But,  ere  he  thus  began,  fhe  took  her  flighf. 
So  fwift,  fhe  was  already  out  of  fight ; 
Nor  ftay'd  to  hear  the  courtfhip  of  the  God, 
But  beat  h«r  courfe  to  Ladon's  gentle  flood  : 
There  by  the  river  llopt,  and  tir'd  before. 
Relief  from  water-nymphs  her  prayers  implore. 
Now   while   the  luftful  God,   with  fpeedyj 

pace,  ^  I 

Jufl  thought  to  ftrain  her  in  a  ftrlft  embrace,    > 
He  fills  his  arms  with  reeds,  new  rifing  on  the  | 

place  :  J  ■ 

And  while  he  Cghs  his  ill  fuccefs  to  find. 
The  tender  canes  were  fhaken  by  the  wind; 
And  breath'd  a  mournful  air,  unheard  before  ; 
That,  much  furprifing  Pan,  yet  pleas'd  hini  more. 
Admiring  this  new  mufic.  Thou,  he  faid. 
Who  canfl  not  be  the  partner  of  my  bed. 
At  leafl  Ihall  be  the  conforc  of  my  mind. 
And  often,  often,  to  my  lips  be  jom'd. 
He  form'd  the  reeds,  proportion'd  as  they  are ;  "J 
Unequal  in  their  length,  and  wax'd  with  care,  / 
They  flill  retain  the  name  of  his  ungrateful  I 

fair.  3 

While   Hermes  pip'd,  and  fung,  and  told  Ins 

tak. 
The  keeper's  winking  eyes  began  to  fail. 
And  drowfy  flumber  on  the  lids  to  creep  ; 
Till  all  the  watchman  was  at  length  afleep. 
Then  foon  the  God  his  voice  and  fong  fuppre&. 
And  with  his  powerful  rod  confirm'd  his  reft ; 
Without  delay  his  crooked  falchion  drew, 
And  at  one  fatal  ftroke  the  keeper  flew. 
Down  from  the  rock  fell  the  diffever'd  head. 
Opening  its  eyes  in  death  ;  and,  fallirg,  b'ed; 
And  mark'd  the  paffage  with  a  crimfon  trail. 
Thus  Argus  lies  in  pieces,  cold  and  pale  ; 
And  all  his  hundred  eyes,  with  all  their  light. 
Are  clos'd  at  once,  in  ene  perpetual  nigl:t. 
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Thefe  Juno  takes,  that  thsy  no  more  may  fail ; 
And  fprcads  them  in  her  peacock's  gaudy  tail. 

Impatient  to  revenge  her  injur'd  bed, 
She  wreaks  her  anger  on  her  rival's  head, 
"With  furies  frights  htr  from  her  native  home. 
And    drives    her  gadding   round   the   world   to 

roam  : 
Nor  ceas'd  her  macnefs  and  her  flight,  before 
tjhe  touch'd  the  limits  of  the  Pharian  (hore. 
At  length,  arriving  on  the  banks  of  Nile, 
Wearied  wiih  length  of  ways,  and  worn  with 

toil. 
She  laid  her  down ;  and,  leaning  on  her  knees, 
Invok'd  the  caufe  of  all  her  mifcries ; 
And  cad  her  languifhing  regards  above, 
Jor  help  from  heaven,  and  her  ungrateful  Jove. 
She  Cgh'd,  flie  wept,  (he  low'd;    'twas  all  flie 

could ; 
And  with  unkindnefs  feem'd  to  tax  the  God. 
L.afl,  with  an  humble  prayer,  flie  begg'd  repofe, 
Or  death  at  lead,  to  finifli  all  her  woes. 
Jove  heard  fcer  vows;  and,  with  a  flattering  look, 
In  her  behalf  to  jealous  Juno  fpoke. 
He  caft.  his  arms  about  her  neck,  and  fjid. 
Dame,  reft  fecure  ;  no  more  thy  nuptial  bed 
This  nymph  fliall  violate ;  by  Styx  I  fwear. 
And  every  oath  that  binds  the  Thunderer. 
The  Goddefs  was  appeas'd ;  and  at  the  word 
Was  lo  to  her  former  fliape  reftor'd. 
The  rugged  hair  began  to  fall  away  ; 
The  fweetnefs  of  her  eyes  did  only  ftay, 
Though  not  fo  large ;    her  crooked  horns  de- 

creafe ; 
The  widenefs  of  her  jaws  and  noftrils  ceafe  ; 
Her  hoofs  to  hands  return,  ii>  little  fpace  ; 
The  five  long  taper  fingers  take  their  place  ; 
And  nothing  of  the  heifer  now  is  feen, 
Befide  the  native  whitenefs  of  her  Ikin. 
Erefled  on  her  feet,  flie  walks  again ; 
And  two  the  duty  of  the  four  fuftain. 
She  tries  her  tongue,  her  filence  foftly  breaks, 
^nd  fears  her  former  lowings  when  ftie  fpeaks. 
A  Goddefs  now  through  all  th'  Egyptian  flate ; 
And  ferv'^d  by  priefts,  who  in  white  linen  wait. 

Her  fon  was  Epaphus,  at  length  believ'd 
The  fen  of  Jove,  and  as  a  God  receiv'd  : 
With  faciifice  ador'd,  and  public  prayers. 
He  common  temples  with  his  mother  fliares. 
Equal  in  years,  and  rival  in  renown  ") 

With  Epaphus,  the  youthful  Phaeton  > 

Like  honour  claims,  and  boafts  his  fire  the  fun.  j 


i 


His  haughty  looks,  and  his  afluming  3ir, 

The  fon  of  ICs  could  no  longer  bear  : 

Thou  tak'fl  thy  mother's  word  too  far,  faid  he, 

And  haft  ufurp'd  thy  boafted  pedigree  : 

Go,  bafe  pretender  to  a  borrow'd  name  ! 

Thus  tax'd,  he  blufli'd   with  anger  and  with 

fliame  : 
But  fhame  reprcfs'd  bis  rage.-  The  daunted  youtl^ 
Soon  feeks  his  mother,  and  inquires  the  truth. 
Mother,  faid  he,  this  infamy  was  thrown 
By  Epaphus  on  you,  and  me,  your  fon. 
He  fpoke  in  public,  told  it  to  my  face ; 
Nor  durft  I  vindicate  the  dire  difgrace  : 
Ev'n  I,  the  bold,  the  fenfible  of  wrong, 
Reftrain'd    by   ibame,    was  'forc'd   to   hold   my 

tongue. 
To  hear  an  o;-^n  flandcr,  is  a  curfe; 
But  not  to  find  an  anfwer,  is  a  worfe. 
If  I  am  heaven-begot,  alTert  your  fon 
By    fome    fure    fign;    and    make    my   father  ( 

known. 
To  right  my  honour,  and  redeem  your  own. 
He  faid  ;  and,  faying,  caft  his  arms  about 
Her  neck,  and  begg'd  her  to  refolve  the  doubt. 
'Tis  hard  to  judge,  if  Clymene  were  mov'd 
More  by  his  prayer,  whom  flie  fo  dearly  lov'd  ; 
Or  more  with  fury  fir'd,  to  find  her  name 
Traduc'd,  and  made  the  fport  of  common  fame. 
She   ftretch'd  her  arms  to  heaven,  and  fix'd  her 

eyes 
On  that  fair  planet  that  adorns  the  flcies  : 
Now  by  thofe  beams,  faid  flie,  whofc  holy  fires 
Confume  my  breaft,  and  kindle  my  defires; 
By  him  who  fees  us  both,  and  cheers  our  fight; 
By  him,  the  public  minifter  of  light, 
I  fwear,  that  Sun  begot  thee  :    if  I  lie. 
Let  him  hia  cheerful  influence  deny ; 
Let  him  no  more  this  perjur'd  creature  fee, 
And  ftiine  on  all  the  world,  but  only  me. 
If  ftill  you  doubt  my  mother's  innocence. 
His  eaftern  manfion  is  not  far  from  hence  ; 
With  little  pains  you  to  his  levee  go. 
And  from  himfelf  your  parentage  may  know. 
With  joy  th*  ambitious  youth  his  mother  heard  ; 
And,  eager  for  the  journey,  foon  prepar'd. 
He  longs  the  world  beneath  him  to  furvey. 
To  guide  the  chariot,  and  to  give  the  day  : 
From  Meroe's  burning  fands  he  bends  his  courfc, 
Nor  lefs  in  India  feels  his  father's  force  ; 
His  travel  urging,  till  he  came  in  fight, 
Apd  faw  the  palace  by  the  purple  light. 
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MEL  EAGER  AND  AT  ALA  NT  A 


OUT  OF  THE  EIGHTH  BOOK  OF 


OVID'S    METAMORPHOSES, 


=f=^ 


ConneBion  to  the  former  Story. 

Ovid,  having  told  how  Thefeus  had  freed  Athens  from  the  tribute  of  children,  which  was  impofed 
on  them  by  Minos,  king  of  Creta,  by  killing  the  Minotaur,  here  makes  a  digreffion  to  the 
ftory  of  Meleagcr  and  Atalanta,  which  is  one  of  the  moft  inartificial  connexions  in  all  the  Me- 
tamorphofes :  for  he  only  fays,  that  Thefeus  obtained  fuch  honour  from  that  combat,  that  all 
Greece  had  recourfe  to  him  in  their  neceflities ;  and,  amongft  others,  Calydon ;  though  the  hero 
of  that  country,  prince  Meleager,  was  then  living. 


XROM  him  the  Caledonians  fought  relief. 
Though  valiant  Meleagrus  was  their  chief: 
The  caufe,  a  boar,  who  ravag'd  far  and  near ; 
Of  Cynthia's  wrath,  th'  avenging  minifter  : 
For  Oeneus,  with  autumnal  plenty  blefs'd. 
In  gifts  to  heaven  his  gratitude  exprefs'd ; 
CuU'd  (heaves  to  Ceres ;  to  Lyseus,  wine  ; 
To  Pan,  and  Pales,  ofFer'd  fheep  and  kine  ; 
And  fat  of  olives,  to  Minerva's  (hrine. 
Beginning  from  the  rural  Gods,  his  hand 
Was  liberal  to  the  powers  of  high  command  : 
Each  Deity,  in  every  kind,  was  blefs'd ; 
Till  at  Diana's  fane  th'  invidious  honour  ceas'd. 
Wrath  touches  ev'n  the   Gods :     the  queen  of 

night, 
Fir'd  with  difdain,  and  jealous  of  her  right, 
Unhonour'd  though  1  am,  at  leafl,  faid  fhe, 
i^ot  unreveng'd  that  impious  a^  Hiall  be. 


Swift  as  the  word,  Ihe  fped  the  boar  away, 
With  charge  on  thofe  devoted  fields  to  prey : 
No  larger  bulls  th'  Egyptian  paftures  feed. 
And  none  fo  large  Sicilian  meadows  breed  : 
His    eye-balls    glare    with    fire,    fulfus'd    with 

blood ; 
His  neck  Ihoots  up  a  thickfet,  thorny  wood ; 
His  briftled  back  a  trench  impal'd  appears. 
And  ftands  ereifted,  like  a  field  of  fpears : 
Froth  fills  his  chaps ;  he  fends  a  grunting  found  ; 
And    part    he    churns,    and    part  befoams  the 

ground  : 
For  tulks,  with  Indian  Elephants  he  ftrove ; 
And  Jove's  own  thunder  from   his  mouth  he 

drove. 
He  burns  the  leaves:     the  fcorchiiig  blaft  in- 
vades 
The  tender  corn,  and  Ihrivels  up  the  blades  j 
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Or,  fufFeriag  not  their  yellow  beards  to  rear, 
He  tramples  down  the  fpikes,  and  intercepts  the 

year. 
"In  vain  the  barns  expecfl  their  promis'd  load  ; 
Nor  barns  at  home,  nor  reeks  are  heap'd  abroad  : 
In  vain  the  hinds  the  threfhing-floor  prepare, 
.^nd  exercife  their  flails  in  empty  air. 
With  olives,  ever  green,  the  ground  is  ftrew'd ; 
And    grapes,    ungather'd,    fhed    their    generous 

blood. 
Amid  the  fold  he  rages,  nor  the  deep 
Their  fliepherds,  nor  the  grooms  their  bulls  can 

keep.  -  ■- 

From  fields  to  walls  the  frighted  rabble  run, 
Nor  think  themfelves  fecure  within  the  town  : 
Till  Meleagrus,  and  his  chofen  crew, 
Contemn  the  danger,  and  the  praife  purfue. 
Fair  Leda's  twins,  (in  time  to  ftars  decreed) 
One  fought  on  foot,  one  curb'd  the  fiery  Heed  ; 
Then  iffu'd  forth  faniM  Jafon  after  thefe, 
Who  mann'd  the  foremoft  fliip  that  fail'd  the  feas; 
Then  Thefeus  join'd  with  bold  Pirithous  came  : 
A  fingle  concord  in  a  double  name  : 
The  Theflian  fons,  Idas  who  fwiftly  ran. 
And  Ceneus,  once  a  woman,  now  a  man. 
X.ynceu3,  with  eagle's  eyes  and  lion's  heart ; 
Leucippus,  with  his  never-erring  dart ; 
Acaftus,  Phileus,  Phsenix,  Telamon,  T 

Echion,  Lelex,  and  Eurytion,  > 

Achilles'  father,  and  great  Phocus*  fon  ;  J 

iDryas  the  fierce,  and  Hippafus  the  ftrong ; 
With  twice  old  tolas,  and  Neftor  then  but  yoyng. 
Laertes  active,  and  AncseSs  bold  ;  T 

Mopfus  the  fage,  who  future  things  foretold ;     > 
And  t'  other  feer  yet  by  his  wife  unfold.  j 

A  thoufand  others  of  immortal  fame  ; 
Among  the  reft  fair  Atalanta  came, 
Grace  of  the  woods;  a  diamond  buckle  bound 
Her  vcft  behind,  that  elfe  had  llow'd  upon  the 

ground, 
And  fhew'd  her  bullcin'd  legs ;  her  head  was  bare, 
But  for  her  native  ornament  of  hair ; 
Which  in  a  fimple  knot  was  ty'd  above. 
Sweet  negligence,  unheeded  bait  of  love  ! 
Her  founding  quiver  on  her  flioulder  ty'd, 
One  hand  a  dart,  and  one  a  bow  fupply'd. 
Such  was  her  face,  as  in  a  nymph  dilplay'd 
A  fair  "fierce  boy,  or  in  a  boy  betray'd 
The  blufhing  beauties  of  a  modeft  maid. 
The  Caledonian  chief  at  once  the  dame 
Seheld,  at  once  his  heart  receiv'd  the  flame, 
With  heavens  averfe.     O  happy  youth,  he  cry'd; 
For  whom  thy  fates  refcrve  fo  fair  a  bride  ! 
He  figh'd,  and  had  no  Icifure  more  to  fay  : 
His  honour  call'd  his  eyes  another  way. 
And  foic'd  him  to  purfue  the  now  negleiSed 

prey. 
There  flood  a  forefl  on  the  mountain's  brow. 
Which  over-look'd  the  fliadcd  plains  bsJow, 
No  founding  ax  prefum'd  thole  trees  to  bite  ; 
Coeval  with  the  world,  a  venerable  fight. 
The  heroes  there  arriv'd,  fome  fpread  around 
The   toils,   fome   fcarch   the  footllcps   on 

ground, 
fome  from  the  chains  the  faithful  dogs  unbound 


>d    -) 
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Of  adtion  eager,  and  intent  on  thought, 
The  chiefs  their  honourable  danger  fought : 
A  valley  flood  below ;  the  common  drain 
Of  waters  from  above,  and  falling  rain  : 
The  bottom  was  a  moid  and  marlhy  ground, 
Whofe  edges  were  with  bending  ofiers  crown'd ;      J 
The  knotty  bulrufti  next  in  order  fl;ood,  .    1 

And  all  within  of  reeds  a  trembling  wood.  ^ 

From  hence  the  boar  was  rous'd,  and  fprung 

amain. 
Like  lightning  fuddffn  on  the  warrior  train  ;  i 

Beats  down  the  trees  before  him,  fliaies  the"!     1 

ground,  f     '\ 

The  forefl:  echoes  to  the  craclcling  found  :  f"      ' 

Shout  the  fierce  youth, and  clamours  ring  around,  j 
All  flood  with  their  protended  fpears  prepar'd. 
With  broad   fteel  heads  the  brandifti'd  weapons 

glar'd. 
The  beaft  impetuous  with  his  tufks  afide 
Deals  glanciag  wounds ;  the  fearful  dogs  divide: 
All  fpend  their  mouth  aloft,  but  none  abide. 
Echion  threw  the  firft,  but  mifs'd  his  mark, 
And  ftuck  his  boar-fpear  on  a  maple's  bark. 
Then  Jafon  ;  and  his  javelin  feem'd  to  take, 
But  fail'd  with  over-f»rce,  and  whizz'd  above  his 

back. 
Mopfus  was  next ;  but  ere  he  threw,  addrefs'd 
To  PhcEDUs  thus  :  O  patron,  help  thy  prieft. 
If  I  adore,  and  ever  have  ador'd 
Thy  power  divine,  thy  prefent  aid  afford  ; 
That  I  may  reach  the  beaft.     The  God  allow'd 
His  prayer,  and,  fmiling.gave  him  what  he  could : 
He  reach'd  the  favage,  but  no  blood  he  drew, 
Dian  uiiarm'd  the  javelin  as  it  flew. 

This  chaff" 'd  the  boar,  his  noftrils  flames  expire. 
And  his  red  eye-balls  roll  with  living  fire. 
Whirl'd  from  a  fling,  or  from  an  engine  thrown, 
Amidft  the  foes,  fo  flies  a  mighty  ftone. 
As  flew  the  beaft  ;  the  left  wing  put  to  flight, 
The  chiefs  o'erborji,  he  rufhes  on  the  right. 
Empalamos  and  Pelagon  he  laid 
In  duft,  and  next  to  death,  but  for  their  fellows  aid, 
Onefimus  far'd  worfe,  prepar'd  to  fly  ; 
The  fatal  fang  drove  deep  within  his  thigh. 
And  cut  the  nerves ;  the  nerves  no  more  luftain 
The  bulk ;  the  bulk  unprop'd  falls  headlong  on 

the  plain. 
Neftor  had  fail'd  the  fall  of  Troy  to  fee. 
But,  leaning  on  his  lance,  he  vaulted  on  a  tree  ; 
Then,  gathering  up  his  feet,  look'd  down  with 

fear, 
And  thought  his  monftrous  foe  was  fiill  too  near. 
Againft  a  ftump  his  tuik  the  monfter  grinds. 
And  in  the  fliarpen'd  edge  new  vigour  finds ; 
Then.trufting  to  his  arms,  young  Othrys  found, 
And  ranch'd  his  hips  with  one  continu'd  wound.] 
Now  Leda's  twins,  the  future  ftars,  appear  : 
White  were  their  habits,  white  their  horfes  were; 
Confpicuous  both,  and  both  in  a(5l  to  throw, 
Their  trembling  lances  brandifti'd  at  the  foe  : 
Nor  had  they  mifs'd  ;  but  he  to  thickets  fled, 
Conceal'd  from  aiming  fpears,  not  pervious  to  the 

ftecd. 
But  Telamon  ruflj'd  in,  and  happ'd  to  meet 
A  rifing  root,  that  held  his  faften'd  feet ; 
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So  down  he  fell,  whom,  fprawling  on  the  ground, 
,  His  brother  from  the  wooden  gyves  unbound. 
Meantime  the  virgin-huntrefs  was  not  flow 
T'  expel  the  fhaft  from  her  contracfted  bow  ; 
Beneath  his  ear  the  faften'd  arrow  flood. 
And  from  the  wound  appear'd  the  trickling  blood. 
She  blulh'd  for  joy  :  But  Meleagrus  rais'd 
His  voice  with  loud  applaufe,  and  the  fair  archer 

prais'd. 
He  was  the  firfl  to  fee,  and  firfl  to  fhow 
His  friends  the  marks  of  the  fuccefsful  blow. 
Nor  fhall  thy  valour  want  the  praifes  due, 
He  faid ;  a  virtuous  envy  feiz'd  the  crew. 
They  fhout ;  the  fhouting  animates  their  hearts, 
And  all  at  once  employ  their  thronging  darts ; 
But,  out  of  order  thrown,  in  air  they  join ; 
And  multitude  makes  fruflrate  the  defign. 
With  both  his  hands  the  proud  Ancaeus  takes. 
And  flourilhes  his  double-biting  ax  : 
Then,  forward  to  his  fats,  he  took  a  flride 
Before  the  refV,  and  to  his  fellows  cry'd. 
Give  place,  and  mark  the  difference,  if  you  can, 
Between  a  woman-warrior  and  a  man ; 
The  boar  is  doom'd  ;  nor,  though  Diana  lend 
Her  aid,  Diana  can  her  bead  defend. 
Thus  boafted  he ;  then  flretch'd,  on  tiptoe  flood, 
.  Secure  to  make  his  empty  promife  good. 
But  the  more  wary  beaft  prevents  the  blow, 
And  upward  rips  the  groin  of  his  audacious  foe. 
Ancseus  falls ;  his  bowels  from  the  wound 
Rufli  out,  and  clotted  blood  diflains  the  ground. 

Pirithous,  no  fmall  portion  of  the  war, 
Prefs'd  on,  and  Ihook  his  lance  ;  to  whom  from 

far. 
Thus  Thefeus  cry'd  :  O  flay,  my  better  part. 
My  more  than  miftrefs ;  of  my  heart,  the  heart. 
The  ftrong  may  fight  aloof  :  Ancseus  try'd 
His  force  too  near,  and  by  prefuming  dy'd  ; 
He  faid,  and  while  he  fpake,  his  javelin  threw  ; 
Hiffing  in  air  th'  unerring  weapon  flew  ; 
But  on'  an  arm  of  oak,  that  flood  betwixt 
The  markfman  and  the  mark,  his  lance  he  fixt. 
Once  more  bold  Ja£on  threw,  but  fail'd  to" 

wound 
The  boar,  and  flew  an  undeferving  hound  ; 
And  through  the  dog  the  dart  was  nail'd  to 

ground. 
Two  fpears  from  Meleager's  hand  were  fent, 
With  equal  force,  but  various  in  th'  event : 
The  firft  was  fix'd  in  earth,  the  fecond  fl:ood 
On  the  boar's  briftled  back,  and  deeply  drank  his 

blood. 
Now  while  the  tortur'd  favage  turns  around. 
And  flings  about  his  foam,  impatfSnt  of  the  wound. 
The  wound's  great   author    clofe   at  hand  pro- 
vokes 
His  ragej  and  plies  him  with  redoubled  ftrokes  ; 
Wheels  as  he  wheels ;  and  with  his  pointed  dart 
Explores  the  neareft.  pafiage  to  his  heart. 
Quick  and  more  quick  he  fpins  in  giddy  gires, 
Then  falls,  and  in  much  foam  his  foul  expires. 
This  a6l  with  fhouts   heaven  high  the  friendly 

band 
Applaudj  and  ftrain  in  theirs  the  vi(2:or's  hand. 


Then  all  approach  the  flain  with  vaft  furprife, 
Admire  on  what  a  breadth  of  earth  he  lies ; 
And,  fcarce  fecure,  reach  out  their  fpears  afar, 
And  blood  their  points,  to  prove  their  partnerfhip 

of  war. 
But  he,  the  conquering  chief,  his  foot  imprefs'd 
On  the  itrong  neck  of  that  deftruflive  beaft ; 
And,  gazing  on  the  nymph  with  ardent  eyes. 
Accept,  faid  he,  fair  Nonacrine,  my  prize, 
And,  though  inferior,  fuffer  me  to  join 
My  labours,  and  my  part  of  praife,  with  thine  : 
At  this  prefents  her  with  the  tuflcy  head 
And  chine,  with  rifing  briftles  roughly  fpread. 
Glad,  flie  receiv'd  the  gift ;  and  feem'd  to  take 
With  double  pleafure,  for  the  giver's  fake. 
The  reft  were  feia'd  with  fullen  difeontent. 
And  a  deaf  murmur  through  the  fquadron  went : 
All  envy'd;  but  the  Theftyan  brethren  fhow'd 
The  leaft  refpeft,  and  thus  they  vent  their  fpleen 

aloud  : 
Lay  down  thofe  honour'd  fpoils,  nor  think  to  fliarc, 
Weak  woman  as  thou  art,  the  prize  of  war : 
Ours  is  the  title,  thine  a  foreign  claim. 
Since  Meleagrus  from  our  lineage  came. 
Truft  not  thy  beauty  ;  but  reftore  the  prize. 
Which  he,  befotted  on  that  face  and  eyes, 
Would  rend  from  us.   At  this,  inflam'd  with  fpltej 
From  her  they  fnatch'd  the  gift,  from  him  the 

giver's  right. 
Butfoon  th'  impatient  prince  his  fauchion  drew, 
And  cry'd,  Ye  robbers  of  another's  due. 
Now  learn  the  difference,  at  your  proper  coft, 
Betwixt  true  valour,  and  an  empty  boaft. 
At  this  advanc'd,  and  fudden  as  the  word,. 
In  proud  Plexippus'  bofom  plung'd  the  fword : 
Toxeus  amaz'd,  and  with  amazement  flow, 
Or  to  revenge,  or  ward  the  coming  blow, 
Stood   doubting ;    and,  while   doubting   thus  he 

flood, 
Receiv'd  the  fteel  bath'd  in  his  brother's  blood. 
Pleas'd   with  the   firft,  unknown    the  fecond 

news, 
Alth^a  to  the  temples  pays  their  dues 
For  her  fon's  conqueft  ;  when  at  length  appear  "l 
Her  grifly  brethren  ftretch'd  upon  the  bier  :       f 
Pale,  at  the  fudden  fight,   ftie   chang'd  herT 

cheer,  J^ 

And  with  her  cheer  her  robes ;  but  hearing  tell 
The  caufe,  the  manner,  and  by  whom  they  fell, 
'Twas  grief  no  more,  or  grief  and  rage  were  one 
Within  her  foul ;  at  laft  'twas  rage  alone  ; 
Which  burning  upwards  In  fucceffion  dries 
The  tears  that  ftood  conCdering  in  her  eyes. 

There  lay  a  log  unlighted  on  the  earth  : 
When  fhe  was  labouring  in  the  throes  of  birth  : 
For  th'  unborn  chief  the  fatal  Cfters  came. 
And  rais'd  it  up,  and  tofs'd  it  on  the  flame  t 
Then  on  the  rock  a  fcanty  meafure  place 
Of  vital  flax,  and  turn'd  the  heel  apace  ; 
And  turning  fung.  To  this  red  brand  and  thee, 
O  new-born  babe,  we  give  an  equal  deftiny  : 
So  vanifli'd  out  of  view.     The  frighted  dame 
Sprung  hafty  from  her  bed^  and  iiucnih'd  tkft 

flame ;  - 
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The  log  in  fecret  lock'd,  flie  kept  with  care, 
And  that,  while  thus  preferv'd,  preferv'd  her  heir. 
This  brand  (he  now  produc'd;  and  firft  (he  ftrows 
The  hearth  with  heaps  of  chips,  and  after  blows ; 
Thrice  heav'd  her  hand,  and,  heav'd,  (he  thrice' 

reprefs'd : 
The  fiftcr  and  the  mother  long  conteft. 
Two  doubtful  titles  in  one  tender  breaft ; 
And  now  her  eyes  and  cheeks  with  fury  glow, 
Now  pale  her  cheeks,  her  eyes  with  pity  flow ; 
Now  lowering  looks  prefage  approachiag  ftorms. 
And  now  prevailing  love  her  face  reforms  : 
Refolv'd,  (he  doubts  again;  the  tears,  (he  dry'd 
With  blu(hing  rage,  are  by  new  tears  fupply'd  : 
And  as  a  (hip,  which  winds  and  waves  alfail,     ~\ 
Now  with  the  current  drives,  now  with  the  / 
gale,  C 

Both  oppofitc,  and  neither  long  prevail.  j 

She  feels  a  double  force,  by  turns  obeys 
Th'  imperious  tempeft,  and  th'  impetuous  feas : 
So  fares  Akhxa's  mind  ;  firft  (he  relents 
"With  pity,  of  that  pity  then  repents : 
Sifter  and  mother  long  the  fcales  divide, 
JBut  the  beam  nodded  on  the  fifter's  fjde. 
Sometimes  (he  foftly  figh'd,  then  roar'd  aloud  ; 
But  fighs  were  ftifled  in  the  cries  of  blood. 

The  pious  impious  wretch  at  length  decreed, 
To  plcafe  her  brother's  ghofts,  her  fon  (hould 

bleed ; 
And  when  the  funeral  flames  began  to  rife, 
Receive,  (he  faid,  a  filkr's  facrifice  : 
A  mother's  bowels  burn  :  high  in  her  hand. 
Thus  while  (he  ("poke,  (he  held  the  fatal  brand ; 
Then  thrice  before  the  kindled  pile  ftie  bow'd. 
And  the  three  Furies  thrice  invok'd  aloud  : 
Come,  come,  revenging  fifters,  come  and  view 
A  After  paying  a  dead  brother's  due  : 
A  crime  I  puniJh,  and  a  crime  commit ; 
But  blood  for  blood,  and  death  for  death,  is  fit : 
Great  crimes  muft  be  with  greater  crimes  repaid, 
And  fecond  funerals  on  the  former  laid. 
Let  the  whole  houlhold  in  one  ruin  fall. 
And  may  Diana's  curfe  o'ertake  us  all ! 
Shall  fate  to  happy  Oeneus  ftill  allow 
One  fon,  while  Theftius  ftands  «iep: 
Better  three  loft,  than  one  unpunifh'd  g 
Take  then,  dear  ghofts,  (while  yet  admitted  new 
In  hell  you  wait  my  duty)  take  your  due  : 
A  coftly  offering  on  your  tomb  is  laid. 
When  with  my  blood  the  price  of  yours  is  paid. 

Ah  !  whether  am  I  hurry'd  ?  Ah  1  forgive, 
Ye  fhades,  and  let  your  fifter's  iflfue  live  : 
A  mother  cannot  give  him  death ;  though  he 
Deferves  it,  he  defervcs  it  not  from  me. 

Then  (hall  th'  unpunifti'd   wretch  infalt  the 
flain, 
Triumphaot  live,  not  only  live,  but  reign  ? 
While  you  thin  (hades,  the  fport  of  winds,  are  toft 
O'er  dreary  plains,  or  tread  the  burning  coaft. 
1  cannot,  cannot  bear ;  'tis  paft,  'tis  done ; 
Perifh  this  impious,  this  detefted  fon ; 
Perifh  his  fire,  and  perilh  1  withal ; 
^nd  let  the  houie's  heir^  and  the^  bop'd  kingdom 
fall. 


dlow  "^ 

spriv'd  of  two  ?  V 
lilh'd  go.  3 


Where  is  the  mother  fled,  her  pioMs  love, 
And  where  the  pains  which  with  ten  tnonths  t 

ftrove  ! 
Ah  1  had'ft  thou  dy'd,  my  fon,  in  infant  years, 
I'hy  little  herfe  had  been  bedew'd  with  tears. 

Thou  liv'ft  by  me  ;  to  me  thy  breath  refign  ; 
Mine  is  the  merit,  the  demerit  thine. 
Thy  life  by  double  title  1  require  ; 
Once  given  at  birth,  and  once  preferv'd  from  fire: 
One  murder  pay,  or  add  one  murder  more, 
And  me  to  them  who  fell  by  thee  reftore. 

I  would,  but  cannot :  my  fon's  image  ftands 
Before  my  fight ;  and  now  their  anj;ry  hands 
My  brothers  hold,  and  vengeance  thefe  exact. 
This  pleads  compaflion,  and  repents  the  fa<5. 

He  pleads  in  vain,  and  I  pronounce  his  doom  : 
My  brothers,  though  unjuftly,  (hall  o'ercome. 
But,  having  pay'd  theii  injur'd  ghofts  their  due. 
My  fon  requires   my  death,  and  mine  (hall  hi» 
purfue. 
At  this  for  the  laft  time  (he  lifts  her  hand. 
Averts  her  eyes,   and  half   unwilling  drops  the 

brand. 
The  brand,  amid  the  flaming  fuel  thrown. 
Or  drew,  or  feem'd  to  draw,  a  dying  groan  ; 
The  (ires  themftlves  but  faintly  lick'd  their  prey. 
Then  loath'd  their  impious  food,  and  would  have 
Ihrunk  away. 
Jnft  then  the  hero  caft  a  doleful  cr>'. 
And  in  thofe  abfent  flames  began  to  fry : 
The  blind  contagion  rag'd  within  his  veins; 
But  he  with  manly  patience  bore  his  pains  : 
He  fear'd  not  fate,  but  only  griev'd  to  dte 
Without  an  honeft  wound,  and  by  a  death  fo  dry. 
Happy  Ancsiis,  thrice  aloud  he  cry'd, 
With  what  becoming  fate  in  arms  he  dy'd  ! 
Then  call'd  his  brothers,  fifters  fire,  around. 
And  her  to  whom  his  nuptial  vows  were  bound; 
Perhaps  his  mother  ;  a  long  figh  he  drew, 
And,  his  voice  failing,  took  his  laft  adieu  : 
For  as  the  flames  augment,  and  as  they  ftay 
At  their  full  height,  then  languifh  to  decay. 
They  rife,  and  fink  by  fits ;  at  laft  they  four 
In  one  bright  blaze,  and  then  defcend  no  more; 
Tuft  fo  his  inv/ard  heats,  at  height,  impair. 
Till  the  laft  burning  breath  (hoots  out  the  foul 
in  air. 
Now  lofty  Calydon  in  ruins  lies; 
All  ages,  all  degrees,  unfluice  their  eyes ; 
And  heaven  and  earth  refound  with  murmursi, 

groans,  and  cries. 
Matrons  and  maidens  beat  their  breafts,  and  tear 
Their  habits,  and  root  up  their  fcattcr'd  hair. 
The  wretched  father,  father  now  no  more, 
With  forrow  funk,  lies  proftrate  on  the  floor, 
Deforms  his  hoary  locks  with  duft  obfcciie, 
And  curfes  age,  and  loaths  a  life  prolong'd  with 

pain. 
By  fteel  her  ftubborn  foul  his  mother  freed, 
And  puniih'don  herfelf  her  impious  deed. 
Had  1  an  hundred  tongues,  a  wit  fo  large 
As  could  their  hundred  offices  difchargt ; 
Had  Phabus  all  his  Helicon  beftow'd. 
In  all  the  iircams  infpirin^  all  the  Gcd  j 
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Thofe  tongnes,  that  tvit,  thofe  ftreanis,  that  God, 

in  vain 
Would  offer  to  defcribe  his  fifters'  pain  : 
They  beat  their  breafts  with  many  a  bruifing  blow, 
Till  they  turn  livid,  and  corrupt  the  fnow. 
The  corpfe  they  cherilh,  while  the  corpfe  remains, 
And  esercife  and  rub  with  fruitlefs  pains ; 
And  when  to  funeral  flames  'tis  borne  away. 
They  kifs  the  bed  en  which  the  body  lay : 
And  when  thofe  funeral  flames  no  longer  burn 
(The  duft  compos'd  within  a  pious  urn), 
Ev'n  in  that  urn  their  brother  they  confefs. 
And  hug  it  in  their  arms,  and  to  their  bofoms 

preis. 


His  tomb  is  rais'd;  then,  flretch'd  along  ths 
ground, 
Thofe  living  monuments  his  tomb  furround : 
Ev'n  to  his  name,  infcrib'd,  their  tears  they  pay, 
Till  tears  and  kifl'es  wear  his  name  away. 

But  Cynthia  now  had  all  her  fury  fpent. 
Not  with  Icfs  ruin,  than  a  race,  content : 
Excepting  Gorge,  perifh'd  all  the  feed, 
Ar.d  her  whom  heaven  for  Hercules  decreed. 
Satiate  at  laft,  no  longer  Ihe  purfu'd 
The  weeping  fillers;  but,  with  wings  ecdu'd. 
And  horny  beaks,  and  fent  to  flit  in  air ; 
Who  yearly  round  the  tomb  in  featfaer'd  flocks 
repair. 


BAUCIS  AND  PHILEMON: 


OUT  OF  THE  EIGHTH  BOOK!  OF 


OVID'S   METAMORPHOSES/ 


The  author,  purfuing  the  deeds  of  Thefeus,  relates  how  he,  with  his  friend  Pirithous,  were  invited 
by  Achelous,  the  River  God,  to  ftay  with  him,  till  his  waters  were  abated.  Achelous  CHtcrtains 
them  with  a  relation  of  his  own  love  to  Perimele,  who  was  changed-  into  an  ifland  by  Neptune, 
at  his  requeft.  Pirithous,  being  an  Atheift,  derides  the  legend,  and  denies  the  power  of  the 
Gods  to  work  that  miracle.  Lelex,  another  companion  of  Thefeus,  to  confirm  the  flory  of 
Achelous,  relates  another  metamorphofis  of  Baucis  and  Philemon  into  trees :  of  which  he  was 
partly  an  eye-witnefs. 


Tnus  Achelous  ends :  his  audience  hear 
With  admiration,  and  admiring  fear 
The  powers  of  heaven  ;  except  Ixion's  fon. 
Who  laugh'd  at  all  the  Gods,  believ'd  in  none  ; 
He  (hook  his  impious  head,  and  thus  replies, 
Thefe  legends  are  no  more  than  pious  lies  : 
You  attribute  too  much  to  heavenly  fway, 
To  think  they  give  us  forms,  and  take  away. 

The  reft,  of  better  minds,  their  fenfe  declar'd 
Againft  this  doftrine,  and  with  horror  heard. 
Then  Lelex  rofe,  an  old  expericnc'd  man, 
And  thus  with  fober  gravity  began  : 
Heaven's  power  is  infinite  :  earth,  air,  and  fea, 
'The  manufatfture  mafs,  the  making  power  obey  : 
By  proof  to  clear  your  doubt ;  in  Phrygian  ground 
Two  neighbouring  trees,  with  walls  encouipafs'd 

round, 
Stand  on  a  moderate  rife,  wirh  wonder  fhowi^ 
One  a  hard  oak,  a  fofter  linden  one  : 
1  faw  the  place  and  them,  by  Pittheus  fent 
To  Phrygian  realms,  my  grandfire's  governmciHi 
i 


Not  far  from  thence  is  feen  a  lake,  the  haunt 
Of  coots,  and  of  the  fifliing  cormorant ! 
Here  Jove  with  Hermes  came  ;  but  in  difgulfe 
Of  mortal  men  conceal'd  their  Deities : 
One  laid  afide  his  thunder,  one  his  rod ; 
And  many  toilfome  fteps  together  trod  ; 
For  harbour  at  a  thoufand  doors  they  knock'd, 
Not  one  of  all  the  thoufand  but  was  lock'd. 
At  laft  an  hofpltable  houfe  they  found,  " 

A  homely  flied  ;  the  roof,  not  far  from  ground,  { 
Was  thatch'd  with  reeds  and  flraw  together  T 
bound.  3 

There  Baucis  and  Philemon  liv'd,  and  there 
Had  liv'd  long  married,  and  a  happy  pair  : 
Now  old  in  love ;  though  little  was  their  ftore,  ~i 
Inur'd  to  want,  tlftir  poverty  they  bore,  > 

Nor  aim'd  at  wealth,  profefTing  to  be  poor.         j 
For  mafter  or  for  fcrvant  here  to  call. 
Was  all  alike,  where  only  two  were  all. 
Command  was  none  where  equal  love  was  pard; 
Or  rather  both  commanded,  both  obey'd. 
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From  lofty  roofs  the  Gods  repuls'd  before, 
Now  ftooping,  erter'd  through  the  little  door  ; 
The  man  (their  hearty  welcome  firft  exprels'd) 
A  common  fettle  drew  for  either  gueft, 
Inviting  each  his  weary  limbs  to  rcfl. 
But  e'er  they  fat,  officious  Baucis  lays 
Two  cufliions  fluiF'd  with  flraw,  the  feat  to  raife ; 
Coarfe,  but  the  beft  fhe  had ;  then  takes  the  load 
Of  afhes  from  the  hearth,  and  fpreads  abroad 
The  living  coals,  and  left  they  fhould  expire. 
With  leaves  and  barks  fhe  feeds  her  infant-fire  : 
It   fmokes,  and  then  with  trembling  breath  fhe 

blows, 
Till  in  a  cheerful  blaze  the  flames  arofe. 
With  Iwulh-wood  and  with  chips  fhe  ftrengthens 

thefe, 
And  adds  at  laft  the  boughs  of  rotten  trees- 
The  fire  thus  form'd,  fhe  fets  the  kettle  on, 
(Like  burnifh'd  gold  the  little  feether  fhone) 
Next  took  the  coleworts  which  her  hufband  got 
From  his  own  ground  (a  fmall  well-water'd  fpot) ; 
She  flripp'd  the  ftalks  of  alJ  their  leaves;  the  befl 
She  cull'd,  and  then  with  handy  care  fhe  drefi'd. 
High  o'er  the  hearth  a  chine  of  bacon  hung ; 
Good  old  Philemon  feiz'd  it  with  a  prong. 
And  from  the  footy  rafter  drew  it  down, 
Then  cut  a  flice,  but  fcarce  enough  for  one  : 
Yet  a  large  portion  of  a  little  ftore. 
Which  for  their  fakes  alone  he  wifh'd  were  more. 
This  in  the  pot  he  plung'd  without  delay, 
To  tame  the  flefh,  and  drain  the  fait  away. 
The  time  between,  btfore  the  fire  they  fat, 
And  fherten'd  the  delay  by  pleafing  chat. 

A  beam  there  was,  on  which  a  bccchen  pail 
Hung  by  the  handle,  on  a  driven  nail : 
This  fiU'd  with  water,  gently  warm'd,  they  fet  "J 
Before  their  guefts;  in  this  they  bath'd  their  f 

feet,  r 

And  after  with  clean  towels  dry'd  their  fweat :  J 
This  done,  the  hofl  produc'd  the  genial  bed,  T 
Sallow  the  foot,  the  borders,.and  the  fled,  C 

Which  with  no  coflly  coverftt  they  fpread  ;        j 
But  coarfe  old  garments,  yet  fuch  robes  as  thefe 
They  laid  alone,  at  feafls,  on  holydays. 
The  good  old  houfewife,  tucking  up  her  gown. 
The  tables  fet ;  th'  invited  Gods  lie  down. 
The  triveNtable  of  a  foot  was  lame, 
A  blot  which  prudent  Baucis  overcame, 
Who  thrufl,  beneath  the  limping  leg,  a  fherd, 
So  was  the  mended  board  exacflly  rear'd  : 
Then  rubb'd  it  o'er  with  newly-gather'd  mint, 
A  wholefome  herb,  that  breath'd  a  grateful  fcent. 
Pallas  began  the  feaft,  where  firft  vras  feen 
The  party-colour'd  olive,  black  and  green  : 
Autumnal  cornels  next  in  order  ferv'd, 
In  lees  of  wine  well  pickled  and  preferv'd : 
A  garden  fallad  was  the  third  fupply, 
Of  endive,  radifhes,  and  fuccory  ; 
Then  curds  and  cream,  the  flower  of  country'J 
fare,  / 

And  new-laid  eggs,  which  Baucis'  bufy  care  C 
Turn'd  by  a  gentle  fire,  and  roafted  rare.  j 

All  thefe  in  earthen  ware  were  ferv'd  to  board ;  ~\ 
And  next  in  place,  an  earthen  pitcher  ftor'd        i 
With  liquor  of  the  beft  tl^e  cottage  could  afford,  j 
Vol.  VI. 
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This  was  the  table's  ornament  and  pride, 
With  figures  wrought  :  like  pages  at  his  fide 
Stood   bcechen   bowls  5    and  thefe   were  Ihining 

clean, 
Varnifh'd  with  wax  without,  and  lin'd  within. 
By  this  the  boiling  kettle  had  prepar'd. 
And  to  the  table  fent  the  fmoking  lard  ; 
On  which  with  eager  appetite  they  dine, 
A  favory  bit,  that  ferv'd  to  rellfli  wine  : 
The  wine  itfelf  was  fuiting  to  the  reft. 
Still  vt'orking  in  the  muft,  and  lately  prefs'd. 
The  fecond  courfe  facceeds  like  that  before. 
Plums,  apples,  nuts,  and,  of  their  wintery  ftore. 
Dry  figs  and  grapes,  and  wrinkled  dates,  were  fet 
In  cannifter^,  t'  inlarge  the  little  treat  : 
All  thefe  a  milk-white  honey-comb  furround, 
Which  in  the  midft  the  country  banquet  crown'd. 
But  the  kind  hofts  their  entertainment  grace 
With  hearty  welcome,  and  an  open  face  : 
In  all  they  did,  you  might  difcern  with  eafs 
A  willing  mind,  and  a  defire  to  pleafe.  [ftill. 

Meantime  the  beechen  bowls  went  round,  and 
Though  often  empty'd,  were  ohferv'd  to  fill, 
FiU'd  without  hands,  and  of  their  own  accord 
Ran  without  feet,  and  danc'd  about  the  board. 
Devotion  feiz'd  the  pair,  to  fee  the  feaft 
With  wine,  and  of  no  common  grape,  increas'd  : 
And  up  they  held  their  hands,  and  fell  ti>  prayer, 
Excufing,  as  they  could,  their  countiy  fare. 
One  goofe  they  had  ('twas  all  they  could  allow)  ' 
A  wakeful  centry,  and  on  duty  now, 
Whom  to  the  Gods  for  facrifice  they  vow  : 
Her,  with  malicious  zeal,  the  couple  view'd ; 
She  ran  for  life,  and  limping  they  purfu'd : 
Full  well  the  fowl  perceiv'd  their  bad  intent, 
4nd  would  not  make  her  mafter'stfomplimefit ; 
But  perfecuted,  to  the  powers  {lie  flies. 
And  clofe  between  the  legs  of  Jove  fhe  lies. 
He  with  a  gracious  ear  the  fuppliant  heard. 
And  fav'd  her  life ;  then  what  he  was  declar'd. 
And  own'd  the  God.  The  neighbourhood,  faid  he, 
Shall  juftly  perifh  for  impiery  : 
You  ftand  alone  exempted  ;  but  obey 
With  fpeed,  and  follow  where  we  lead  the  way  : 
Leave    thefe    accurs'd ;    and   to   the   mountain's 

height 
Afcend  ;  nor  once  look  backward  in  your  flight. 

They  hafte ;  and  what  their  tardy  feet  deny'd, 
The  trufty  ftaff  (their  better  leg)  fupply'd. 
An  arrow's  flight  they  wanted  to  the  top. 
And  there  fecure,  but  fpent  with  traveJ,  flop; 
Then  turn  their  now  no  more  forbidden  eyes  ; 
Loft  in  a  lake  the  floated  level  lies  : 
A  watery  defert  covers  all  the  plains, 
Their  cot  alone,  as  in  an  ifle,  remains  : 
Wondering  with  peeping  eyes,  while  they  deplore 
Their  neighbours  fate,  and  country  now  no  more. 
Their  little  fhed  fcarce  large  enough  for  two. 
Seems,  from  the  ground  increas'd,  in  height  and 

bulk  to  grow, 
A  ftately  temple  fhoots  within  the  Ikies  : 
The  crotchets  of  their  cot  in  columns  rife  : 
The  pavement- polifh'd  marble  they  behold. 
The  gates  with  fculpture  grac'd,  the  fpirss  and 
tiles  of  gold.  *■ 
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Then  thus  the  Cre  of  Gorls,  with  loolts  fercne, 
Speak  thy  defire,  thou  only  juft  of  men  ; 
And  thou,  O  woman,  only  worthy  found 
To  be  with  fuch  a  man  in  marriage  bound. 

A  while  they  wh.ifper  ;  then,  to  Jove  addrefs'd, 
Philemon  thus  prefers  their  joint  requeft. 
We  crave  to  feryu  before  your  facred  llirine, 
And  offer  at  your  altacs  rites  divine : 
And  fmce  not  any  adion  of  our  life 
Kas  been  polluted  with  domeftic  flrife, 
We  beg  one  hour  of  death ;  that  neither  fhe 
With  widow's  tears  may  live  to  bury  me, 
Nor  weeping  I,  with  wither'd  arms,  may  bear 
My  breathlefs  Baucis  to  the  fepulchre. 
"  The  Godheads  fign  their  fuit.     They  run  their 
race 
In  the  fame  tenor  all  th'  appointed  fpace  ; 
Then,  when  their  hour  was  come,  while  they  relate 
Thefe  pafi:  adventures  at  the  temple-gate, 
Old  Baucis  is  by  old  Philemon  feen 
Sprouting  with  fudden  leaves  of  fprightly  green  : 


Old  Baucis  look'd  where  old  Philemon  flood, 
And  faw  his  lengthen'd  arms  a  fprouting  wood: 
New  roots  their  faften'd  feet  b«gin  to  bind, 
Their  bodies  flifFen  in  a  rifing  rind  : 
Then,  e'er  the  bark  above  their  fhoulders  grew. 
They  give  and  take  at  once  their  laft  adieu; 
At  once,  farev/ell,  O  faithful  fpoufe,  they  faid  ;• 
At  once   th'  encroaching  rinds  their  doling  lipj 

invade. 
Ev'n  yet,  an  ancient  Tyancean  fhows 
A  fpreading  oak,  that  near  a  linden  grows; 
The  neighbourhood  confirm  the  prodigy, 
Grave  men,  not  vain  of  tongue,  or  like,  to  lie. 
I  faw  myfelf  the  garlands  on  their  boughs. 
And  tablets  hung  for  gifts  of  granted  vows ; 
And  offering  frefher  up,  with  pious  prayer,         "J 
The  good,  faid  1,  are  God's  peculiar  care,  / 

And  fuch  as  honour  heaven,  fhall  heavenly  ho-  T 

nour  fharc.  \ 


THE  FABLE  OF 


ITHIS   AND    I  ANT  HE, 


FROM  THE  NINTH  BOOK  OF 


OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES. 


The  fame  of  this,  perhaps,  through  Crete  had 

flown  ; 
But  Crete  had  newer  wonders  of  her  own, 
In  Iphis  chang'd  ;  for  near  the  Gnoflian  bounds, 
(As  loud  report  the  miracle  refounds) 
At  Phacftiis  dwelt  a  man  of  honeft  blood,  T 

But  meanly  born,  and  not  fo  rich  as  good  ;  > 

Efteem'd  and  lov'd  by  all  t!ic  neighbourhood  ;  J 
Who  to  his  wife,  before  the  time  aflign'd 
For  child-birth  came,  thus  bluntly  fpoke  his  mind. 
'  If  heaven,  faid  Lygdus,  will  vouchfafe  to  hear,  T 
1  have  but  two  petitions  to  prefer  ;  V 

Short  pains  for  thee,  for  me  a  fon  and  heir.         j 
Girls  coft  as  many  throes  in  bringing  forth  ; 
BeCde,  when  bom,  the  tits  are  little  worth  ; 
Weak  puling  things,  unable  to  fuftain 
Their  fliare  of  labour,  and  their  bread  to  gain. 
If,  therefore,  thou  a  creature  ftialt  produce, 
Of  fo  great  charges,  and  fo  little  ufe, 
(Bear  witnefs,  heaven,  with  what  reiudancy) 
Her  haplefs  innocence  I  doom  to  die. 
He  faid,  and  tears  the  common  grief  difplay, 
Of  him  who  bade,  and  her  who  niuft  obey. 

Yet  Telcthufa  fliU  perfifts,  to  find 
Fit  argTiments  to  move  a  father's  mind; 
T'  extend  his  wifhes  to  a  larger  fcope, 
i<.nd  in  one  vefiel  not  confine  his  hope. 


Lygdus  continues  hard  :  her  time  drew  near. 
And  fhe  her  heavy  load  could  fcarcely  bear  ; 
When  {lumbering,  in  the  latter  fhades  of  night, 
Before  th"  approaches  of  retun-.ing  light. 
She  faw,  or  thought  fhe  faw,  before  her  bed, 
A  glorioiis  train,  and  Ifis  at  their  head  : 
Her  moony  horns  were  orx  her  forehead  plac'd. 
And  yellow  fheaves  her  fliining  temples  grac'd : 
A  mitre,  for  a  crown,  fhe  wore  on  high  ; 
The  dog  and  dappled  bull  were  waiting  by  ; 
Ofiris,  fought  along  the  banks  of  Nile ; 
The  filent  God;  the  facred  Crocodik*; 
And,  laft  a  long  proceffion  moving  on, 
With  timbrels,"that  afTift  the  labouring  moon. 
Her  {lumbers  feem'd  difpell'd,  and,  broad  awake, 
She  heard  a  voice,  that  thus  diflincSly  fpake. 
IMy  votary,  thy  babe  from  death  defend, 
Nor  fear  to  fave  whate'er  the  Gods  will  fend. 
Delude  with  art  thy  hufband's  dire  decree  :        ~\ 
When  danger  calls,  repofe  thy  trufl  on  me  ;  t 

And  know   thou    hail   not  ferv'd   a  thanklefsf 

Deity.  3 

This   promife    made,    with    night  the    Goddefs 

fled: 
With  joy  the  woman  wakes,  and  leaves  her  ied  ; 
Devoutly  lilts  her  fpotlefs  hands  on  high, 
And  prays  the  powers  their  gift  to  rati/y« 
U  ij 
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Now  grinditig  pains  proceed  to  bearing  throes, 
Till  its  own  weight  the  burden  did  difclofe. 
'Twas  of  the  beauteous  kind,  and  brought  to  light 
With  fecrecy,  to  fliun  the  father's  fight. 
Th'  indulgent  mother  did  her  care  employ, 
And  pafs'd  it  on  her  hiifband  for  a  boy. 
The  nurfe  was  confcious  of  the  h6i  alone; 
The  father  paid  his  vows  as  for  a  fon  ; 
And  call'd  him  lyhis,  by  a  common  name. 
Which  either  fox  with  equal  right  may  claim. 
Iphis  his  grandfirc  was  ;  the  wife  was  pleas'd, 
Of  half  the  fraud  by  Fortune's  favour  eas'd  : 
The  doubtful  name  was  us'd  without  deceit, 
And  truth  was  cover'd  with  a  pious  cheat. 
The  habit  fhew'd  a  boy,  the  beauteous  face 
Witli  iniiniy  fiercenefs  mingled  female  grace. 

Now  thirteen  years  of  age  were  fwiftly  run,  "> 
When  the  fond  father  thought  the  time  diew  on  > 
Of  fettling  in  the  world  his  only  fon.  J 

lantiie  wa-;  his  choice  ;  fo  wondrous  fair. 
Her  form  al^ne  with  Iphis  could  compare  ; 
A  neigbbour's  daughter  of  his  owti  degree,      [he. 
And  '7:'t  more  blefs'd  with  Fortune's  goods  than 
They  f<  on    efpous'd  :    for  they  with  eafe  were 

joiu'd, 
Who  were  before  cnntrafted  in  the  mind. 
Their  age  the  fame,  their  inclinations  too; 
And  bred  together  in  one  fchool  they  grew. 
Thus,  fatally  difpos'd  to  mutual  fires, 
They  felt,  before  they  knew,  the  fame  defires. 
Equal  their  flame,  unequal  was  their  care; 
One  lov'd  with  hope,  one  langujfii'd  in  defpair. 
The  maid  accus'd  the  lingering  drtys  alone  : 
For  whom  fhe  thought  a  man,  fhe  thought  her 

own. 
But  Tphi?  bends  beneath  a  greater  grief; 
As  fiercely  burns,  but  hopes  for  no  relief. 
Ev'n  her  defpair  adds  fuel  to  her  fire; 
A  maid  wiih  madnefs  does  a  m.iid  dcfire. 
And,  fcarce  refraining  tears,  Alas,  f^id  fhe, 
What  iffue  of  n.y  love  remains  for  me  ! 
How  wild  a  paflicn  works  within,  my  bread! 
With  what  prodigious  flames  am  I  poffcft  ! 
Could  I  the  care  of  Providence  dcferve, 
Heaven  muft  deftroy  me,  if  it  would  preferve. 
And  that's  my  fate,  or  fure  it  would  have  feat 
Some  ufual  evil  for  my  punifhment : 
Isot  this  unkindly  ciirfe ;  to  rage  and  burn, 
Where  Nature  fhews  no  profpcdl  of  return. 
JJor  cows  for  cows  confume  with  frultlel's  fire  ; 
Noi  mares,  whc  hot,  their  fellow  marcs  dcfire  : 
The  father  of  the  fold  fiipplies  his  ewes  ;  ") 

Tfie  (lag  thi  ongh  fccrct  woods  his  hind  jiurfues  ;  / 
And  bi'rd^  for  mates  the   males  of  their  own  C 
fpecics  choofe.  J 

Her  females  i^'ature  guards  from  female  flame,    T 
And  joins  two  (cicps  ro  prefcrvL  the  game  :  > 

Woiiid  I  were  nothing,  pr  not  what  I  am  !  J 

Crete,  fam'd  for  mondeft,  wanttd  oC  her  (li^re, 
V'll  my  new  love  prpduc'd  one  monfter  more. 
Tb'-  daughter  of  the  fun  a  hull  dtfit'd, 
And  /ct  ev'n  then  a  male  a  female  fir'd  : 
Jicr  pui?;on  wns  extiavagantly  new  : 
But  mine  is'  Qiuch  the  madder  of  the  two. 


To  things  impoflible  flie  was  not  bent, 

But  found  the  means  to  compals  her  intent. 

To  cheat  his  eyes,  fhe  took  a  different  fliape  ; 

Yet  ftdl  fhe  gain'd  a  lover,  and  a  leap. 

Should  all  the  wit  of  all  the  world  confpir?, 

Should  Dxdalus  aflift  my  wild  defire. 

What  art  can  make  me  able  to  enjoy. 

Or  what  can  change  lanthe  to  a  boy  ? 

Extinguifh  then  thy  paflinn,  hopeleis  maid, 

And  recollcdl  thy  reafon  for  thy  aid. 

Know  what  thou  art,  and  love  as  maidens  oughtr, 

And  drive  thefe  golden  wiftiesfrom  thy  thought. 

Thou  canfl  not  hope  thy  fond  defires  to  gain  ; 

Where  hope  is  wanting,  wiflies  are  in  vain. 

And  yet  no  gmrds  agaipfi;  our  jnys  confpire  ; 

No  jealous  hulband  hinders  our  defire  ; 

My  parents  are  propitious  to  my  wifh. 

And  fhe  herfelf  cop.fenting  to  theblifs. 

All  thing?  concur  to  profper  our  defign ; 

All  things  to  profper  any  love  but  mine. 

And  yet  I  never  can  enjoy  the  fair ; 

Tis   pafl   the    power    of    heaven   to   grant   my 

prayer. 
Heaven  has  bpen  kind,  as  far  as  heaven  can  be ; 
Our  parents  with  our  own  defires  agree  ; 
But  Nature,  ftronger  than  the  Gods  above, 
Refufes  her  afliftance  to  my  love ; 
She  fets  the  bar  that  caufes  all  my  pain  : 
One  gift  refus'd  makes  all  their  bounty  vain. 
And  now  the  happy  day  is  juft  at  hand. 
To  bind  our  hearts  in  Hymen's  holy  band  : 
Our  hearts,  but  not  our  bodies:  Thus  accurs'd. 
In  midfl:  of  water  I  complain  of  thirft. 
Why  com'fl  thou,  Juno,  to  thefe  barren  rites,  ' 
To  blefs  a  bed  defrauded  of  delights  ? 
And  why  fhould  Hymen  lift  his  torch  on  high,' 
To  fee  two  brides  in  cold  embraces  lie  ? 

Thus  love-fick  Iphis  her  vain  paflion  mourns ; 
With  equal  ardor  fair  lanthe  burns. 
Invoking  Hymen's  name,  and  Juno's  power. 
To  fpeed  the  work,  and  hafle  the  happy  hour. 

She  hopes,  while  Telethufa  fears  the  day. 
And  flrives  to  iuterpofe  fome  new  delay  : 
Now  feigns  a  ficknefs,  now  is  in  a  fright 
For  this  bad  omen,  or  thit  boding  fight. 
But,  having  done  whate'er  fhe  could  devlfe. 
And  empty'd  all  her  magazine  of  lies, 
The  time  approach'd  ;  the  next  enfuing  day 
The  fatal  ftcret  muft  to  light  betray. 
Then  Telethufa  had  recourfe  to  prayer. 
She  and  her  darighter  with  difhevel'd  hair; 
Trembling  with  fear,  great  Ifis  they  ador'd, 
Embrac'd  her  altar,  and  her  aid  implor'd. 

Fair  queen,  who  doft  on  fruitftil  Egypt  fmile, -n 
Who  fway'ft  the  fceptre  of  the  Pharian  ifle,         C 
And  fcveti  fold  falls  of  dlfembogiiing  Nile  ;         j 
Relieve,  in  this  our  lafl  diftrcfs,  flie  laid, 
A  fuppliant  mother,  a'ld  a  mourplul  maid. 
Thou,  Goddefs,  thou  wert  prefent  to  my  fight; 
Reveal'd  I  faw  thee  by  thy  own  fair  light: 
I  faw  thee  in  my  dream,  as  now  I  fee. 
With  all  thy  marks  of  awful  majefi y  : 
The  glorious  train  that  compal's'd  thee  around; 
And  heard  the  hollow  timbicl's  holy  found. 
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Thj  words  I  noted  ;  which  I  ftill  retain  ; 
Let  not  thy  facred  oracles  be  vain. 
That  Iphls  lives,  that  I  myfelf  am  free 
From  (hame,  and  punllhment,  I  owe  to  thee. 
On  thy  proteeftion  all  our  hopes  depend  : 
Thy  counfel  fav'd  us,  let  thy  power  defend. 

Her  tears  purfu'd  her  words ;    and  while  ftic 
fpoke 
The  Goddefs  nodded,  and  her  altar  fhook  : 
The  temple  doors,  as  with  a  blaft  of  wind, 
Were  heard  to  clap  ;  the  lunar  horns  that  bind 
The  brows  of  Ifis  caft  a  blaze  around  ; 
The  trembling  timbrel  made  a  murmuring  found. 

Some  hopes  thefe  happy  omens  did  impart ; 
Forth  went  the  mother  with  a  beating  heart, 
Not  much  in  fear,  nor  fully  fat isfy'd  ; 
But  Iphis  foUow'd  with  a  larger  ftride  : 
The-whitenefs  cf  her  fkin  forfook  her  face ; 
Her  looks  embolden'd  with  an  awful  grace ; 


Her  features  and  her  ftrength  together  gtew. 
And  her  long  hair  to  curling  locks  withdrew. 
Her  fparkling  eyes  with  manly  vigour  Ihoiie  ; 
Big  was  her  voice,  audacious  vvas  her  tone. 
The  latent  parts,  at  length  reveal'd,  began 
To  fhoot,  andfpread,  and  burnifli  into  man. 
The  maid  becomes  a  youth  ;  no  more  delay 
Your  vows,  but  look,  and  confidently  pay. 
Their  gifts  the  parents  to  the  temple  bear  : 
The  votive  tables  this  infcription  wear  : 
Iphis,  the  man,  has  to  the  Goddefs  paid        ' 
The  vows,  that  Iphis  ofler'd  when  a  maid. 

Now  when  the  flar  of  day  had  flicwn  his  face, 
Venus  and  Juno  with  their  prcfence  grace 
The  nuptial  rites,  and  Hymen  from  above 
Defcended  to  complete  their  happy  love; 
The  Gods  of  marriage  lend  their  mutual  aid  ; 
And  the  warm  youth  enjoys  the  lovely  maid. 
U  iij 
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The  Propstides,  for  their  impudent  behaviour,  being  turned  into  ftone  by  Venus,  Pygttiallon, 
prince  of  Cyprus,  detefled  all  women  for  their  fake,  and  refolved  never  to  marry.  He  falls  in 
love  with  a  ftatue  of  his  own  making;  which  is  changed  into  a  maid,  whom  he  marries.  One 
of  his  defcendants  is  Cinyras,  the  father  of  Myrrha.  The  daughter  inceftuoully  loves  her  own 
father  ;  for  which  flie  is  changed  into  a  tree,  which  bears  her  name.  Thefe  two  ftoriss  imme- 
diately follow  each  other,  and  are  admirably  well  conncded. 


Pygmalion,  loathing  their  lafcivious  lifcj 

Abhorr'd  all  womankind,  but  moft  a  wife  : 

So  fingle  chofe  to  live,  and  Ihunn'd  to  wed. 

Well  pleas'd  to  want  a  confort  of  his  bed : 

Yet,  fearing  idlenefs,  the  nurfe  of  ill, 

In  fciilptureexcrcis'd  his  happy  Ikill ; 

And  carv'd  in  ivory  fuch  a  maid,  fo  fair 

As  nature  could  not  with  his  art  compare, 

Were  flic  to  work ;  but,  in  her  own  defence, 

^uit  take  her  pattern  here,  and  copy  Iience. 

Ple:is'd  with  his  idol,  he  commends,  admires, 

Adores  ;  and  laft,  the  thing  ador'd  defires. 

A  very  virgin  in  her  face  was  fcen, 

And,  had  flie  mov'd,  a  living  maid  had  been ; 

One  would  have  thought  flie  could  have  flirr'd  ; 

but  drove 
With  modcfty,  and  was  afham'd  ro  move. 
Art,  hid  with  art,  fo  well  perform'd  the  cheat. 
It  caught  the  carver  with  his  own  deceit ; 
He  knows  'tis  madntfs,  yet  he  nitifl  adore, 
And  flili  the  aioie  he  knows  it,  loves  the  more  : 


The  flcfli,  or  what  fo  fecms,  he  touches  oft. 
Which  feels  fo  fmooth,  that  he  believes  it  foft. 
Fir'd  with  this  thought,  at  once  he  ftrain'd  the 

bread. 
And  on  the  lips  a  burning  kifs  imprefs'd. 
'Tis  true,  the  harden'd  breaft  refills  the  gripe. 
And  the  cold  lips  return  a  kifs  unripe  : 
But  when  retirin<j-  hack,  he  (ook'd  airain, 
To  think  it  ivory  was  a  thought  too  mean  ; 
So  would  believe  f!ic  kifs'd,  and  courting  more, 
Again  enibracM  her  naked  bnd\'  o'er  ; 
And  llraininj,'-  hard  the  (latue,  was  afraid 
His  hands  had  made  a  dint,  and  hurt  the  maid  : 
Explor'd  her,  limb  by  limb,  and  fear'd  to  find 
So  rude  a  gri)  c  liad  left  a  livid  mark  behind  : 
With  flattery  now  he  feeks  her  mind  to  move. 
And  now  with  gifts,  the  powerful  bribes  of  love; 
He  furniflies  her  clufet  firfl ;  and  fills 
Tlie  crowded  Hitlvcs  with  rariticb  of  fliells  ; 
Adds  orient  peJtls,  which  from  the  conchs  he  dreWj 
And  all  the  iparkling  iloncs  of  various  hue : 
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And  parrots,  Imitating  human  tongue. 
And  finginjj  birds  in  filver  cages  hung; 
And  every  fragrant  flower,  and  odorous  green, 
Were  forted  well,  with  lumps  of  amber  laid  be- 
tween : 
Rich,  fafhionabk  robes  her  perfon  deck, 
Pendents  her  ears,  and  pearls  adorn  her  neck  : 
Her  taper'd  fingers  too  with  rings  are  grac'd. 
And  an  embroider'd  zone  furrounds  her  flender 

wafte. 
Thus  like  a  queen  array'd,  fo  richly  drefs'd. 
Beauteous  fne  fhew'd,  but  naked  fliew'd  the  beft. 
Then  from  the  floor  he  rais'd  a  royal  bed. 
With  coverings  of  Sidonian  purple  fpread  : 
The  folemn  rites  perforni'd,  he  calls  her  bride, 
With  blandifliments  invites  her  to  his  fide, 
And  as  flie  were  with  vital  fenfe  poiTefs'd, 
Her  head  did  on  a  plumy  pillow  reft. 

The  feafl;  of  Venus  came,  a  folemn  day, 
To  which  the  Cypiiots  due  devotion  pay ; 
With  gilded  horns  the  milk-white  heifers  led, 
SFaughter'd  before  the  facred  altar%  bled  : 
Pygmalion  offering,  firft  approach'd  the  flirine, 
And  then  with  prayers  iniploi'd  the  powers  di- 
vine : 
Almighty  Gods,  if  all  we  mortals  want, 
]f  all  we  can  require,  be  yours  to  grant ; 
Make  this  fair  ftatuemine,  he  would  have  faid,"^ 
But  chang'd  his  words  for   fhanie,  and  only  ( 
pray'd,  \ 

Give  me  the  likcnefs  of  my  ivory  maid.  3 

The  golden  Goddef^,  prefent  at  the  prayer, 
Well  knew  he  rae^nt  th'  inanimaced  fair, 


And  gave  the  fign  of  granting  his  dcfire ; 

For  thrice  in  cheerful  flames  afcends  the  fire. 

The  youth,  returning  to  his  miflrefs,  hies. 

And  impudent  in  hope,  with  ardent  eyes, 

And  beating  breafl;,  by  the  dear  ftatiie  lies. 

He  kiflesher  white  lips,  renews  the  blifs. 

And  looks  and  thinks  they  redden  at  the  kifs : 

He  thought  them  warm'd  before  ;  nor  longer  flays, 

But  next  his  hand  on  her  hard  bofom  lays  : 

Hard  as  it  was,  beginning  to  relent, 

It  fecm'd  the  breaft  beneath  his  fingef  s  bent ; 

He  felt  again,  his  fingers  made  a  print,  [dint, 

'Twas  flefh,  but  fleih  fo  firm,  it  rofe  againft  th<j 

The  pleafing  talk  he  fails  not  to  renew ; 

Soft,  and  more  foft  at  every  touch  it  grew  : 

Like  pliant  wax,  when  chafing  hands  reduce 

The  former  mafs  to  form,  and  frame  to  ufe. 

He  would  believe,  but  yet  is  ftill  in  pain. 

And  tries  his  argument  of  fenfe  again, 

Prelles  the  pulfe,  and  feels  the  leaping  vein, 

Convinc'd,  o'erjoy'd,  his  ftudied  thanks  andpraif^ 

To  her  who  made  the  miracle,  he  pays  : 

Then  lips  to  lips  he  join'd;  now  freed  froim  fear, 

He  found  the  favour  of  the  kifs  fincere  : 

At  thi=i  the  waken'd  image  op'd  her  eyes, 

Andview'd  at  once  the  light  and  lover,  with  fur^ 

prize. 
The  Goddefs,  prefent  at  the  match  fhe  made, 
So  blefs'd  the  bed,  fuch  fruitfulnefs  convey'd. 
That  e'er  ten  moons  had  Iharpen'd  either  horn. 
To  crown  their  blifs,  a  lovely  boy  was  born  ; 
Paphos  his  name,  who,  grown  to  manhood,  wali'^ 
The  city  Faphos,  from  the  founder  call'd, 
U  iiij 


CINTRAS  AND  MYRRH  A. 


our  OF  THE  TENTH  BOOiC  OF 


OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES. 


There  needs  no  connexion  of  this  ftory  with  the  former  :  for  the  beginning  of  this  immediately 
follows  the  end  of  the  laft  :  the  reader  is  only  to  take  notice,  that  Orpheus,  who  relates  both, 
was  by  birth  a  Thracian  ;  and  his  country  far  diftant  from  Cyprus  where  Myrrha  was  Ijorn, 
and  from  Arabia  whither  fhe  fled.  You  will  fee  the  reafon  of  this  note,  foon  after  the  firft  lines 
of  this  fable. 


Nor  him  alone  produc'd  the  fruitful  queen ; 

But  Cinyras,  who  like  his  fire  had  been 

A  happy  prince,  had  be  not  been  a  fire. 

Daughters  and  fathers, /rom  my  fong  retire : 

I  fing  of  horror  ;  and,  could  I  prevail, 

You  fhould  not  hear,  or  not  believe,  my  tale. 

Yet  if  the  pleafure  of  my  fong  be  fuch. 

That  you  will  hear,  and  credit  me  too  much, 

Attentive  liften  to  the  laft  event. 

And  with  the  fm  believe  the  punifhment : 

Since  nature  could  behold  fo  dire  a  crime, 

1  gratulate  at  leaft  my  native  clime. 

That  fuch  a  land,  which  fuch  a  monfter  bore, 

So  far  is  diftant  from  our  Thracian  fliore. 

Let  Araby  extol  her  happy  coaft, 

Her  cinnamon  and  fweet  Amomum  boaft, 

Her  fragrant  flowers,  her  trees  with  precious 

tears, 
Her  fecond  harveftB,  and  her  double  years; 
How  can   the   land  be   call'd   fo  blefs'd  that  j 

Myrrha  bears  ?  J 

Not  all  her  odorous  tears  can  clcanf^  her  crime. 
Her  plant  alone  deforms  the  Jiappy  clime  ; 


1 


Cupid  denies  to- have  inflam'd  thy  heart, 
Difowns  thy  love,  and  vindicates  his  dart; 
Some  fury  gave  thee  thole  infernal  pains. 
And  ftiot  her  venom'd  vipers  in  thy  veins. 
To  hate  thy  fire,  had  merited  a  curfc  : 
But  fuch  an  impious  love  defcrv'd  a  worfe. 
The  neighbouring  monarr.hs,  by  thy  beauty  led, 
Contend  in  crowds,  ambitious  of  thy  bed  : 
The  world  is  at  thy  choice,  except  but  one, 
Except  but  him,  thou  canft  not  choofc,  alone. 
She  knew  it  too,  the  miferable  maid. 
Ere  impious  love  her  better  though 
And  thus  within  her  fecret  foul  ftie 
Ah  Myrrha !  whither  would  thy  wifties  tend  \ 
Ye  Gods,  ye  facred  laws,  my  foul  defend 
From  fuch  a  crime  as  all  mankind  deteft, 
And  never  lodg'd  before  in  human  breaft  ! 
But  is  it  fm  ?  Or  makes  my  mind  alone 
Th'  imagin'd  fin  ?  For  nature  makes  it  none. 
What  tyrant  then  thefe  envious  laws  began, 
Made  not  for  any  other  bcaft  but  man  ! 
The  father-bull  his  daughter  may  beftride, 
The  horfe  ciay  make  his  mother-mare  a  bride ; 


id,  '  T 

Its  betray'd,    > 
;  faid  :  3 
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What  piety  forbids  the  lufty  ram, 

Or  more  falacious  goat,  to  rut  their  dam  ? 

The  hen  is  free  to  wed  the  chick  Ihe  bore, 

And  make  a  hiilband,  whom  (he  hatch'd  before. 

All  creatures  elfe  are  of  a  happier  kind, 

Whom  nor  ill-natnr'd  laws  from  pleafure  hind 

Nor  thoughts  of  fin  difturb  their  peace  of  mind 

But  man  a  flave  of  his  own  making  lives ; 

The  fool  denies  himfelf  what  nature  gives  : 

Too  bufy  fenates,  with  an  over- care 

To  make  us  better  than  our  kind  can  bear, 

Have  dafh'd  a  fpice  of  envy  in  the  laws, 

And,  draining  up  too  high,  have  fpoil'd  the  caufe. 

Yet  feme  wife  nations  break  their  cruel  chain.', 

And  own  no  laws,  but  thofe  which  love  ordains : 

Where  happy  daughters  with  their  fires  are  join'd, 

And  piety  is  doubly  paid  in  kind. 

O  that  I  had  been  born  in  fuch  a  clime. 

Not  here,  where  'tis  the  country  makes  the  crime  ! 

But  whither  would  my  impious  fancy  dray  ? 

Hence  hopes,  and  ye  forbidden  thoughts  away  ! 

His  worth  deferves  fo  kindle  my  defircs, 

But  with  the  love  that  daughters  bear  to  fires. 

Then,  had  not  Cinyras  my  father  been, 

What  hinder'd  Myrrha's  hopes  to  be  his  queen  ? 

But  the  perverfenefs  of  my  fate  is  fuch, 

That  he  's  not  mine,becaufe  he  's  mine  too  much: 

Our  kindred  blood  debars  a  better  tie  ; 

He  might  be  nearer,  were  he  not  fo  nigh. 

Eyes  and  their  objedls  never  muft  unite. 

Some  diflance  is  requir'd  to  help  the  fight  : 

Fain  would  I  travel  to  fonie  foreign  fhore, 

Never  to  fee  my  native  country  more, 

So  might  I  to  myfclf  myfelf  reftore ; 

So  might  my   mind  thefe  impious  thoughts  rc- 

nioTc, 
And,  ceafing  to  behold,  might  ceafe  to  love. 
But  ftay  1  muft,  to  feed  my  famifh'd  fight. 
To  talk,  to  kifs  ;  and  more,  if  more  I  might : 
More,  impious  maid!  What  more  canft  thouT 

defign,  / 

To  make  a  monftrpus  mixture  in  thy  line,  C 

And  break  all  fl:atutes  human  and  divine  ?  J 

Caiift  thou  be  call'd  (to  fave  thy  wretched  life) 
Thy  mother's  rival,  and  thy  father's  wife  ? 
CJonfound  fo  many  facred  names  in  one. 
Thy  brother's  mother  !  fifter  to  thy  fon  ! 
And  fear'ft  thou  not  to  fee  th'  infernal  bands, 
Their  heads  with  fnakes,  with  torches  arm'd  their 

hands. 
Full  at  thy  face,  th'  avenging  brands  to  bear, 
And  fhake  the  ferpents  from  their  hifling  hair  ? 
But  thou  in  time  th'  increaCng  ill  controul, 
Nor  firft  debauch  the  body  by  the  fouj  ; 
Secure  the  facred  quiet  of  thy  mind. 
And  keep  the  fandions  nature  has  defign'd. 
Suppofe  I  fliould  attempt,  th'  attempt  were  vain  ; 
No  thoughts  like  mine  his  finlefs  foul  profane  : 
Obfervant  of  the  right ;  and  O,  that  he 
Could  cure  my  madnefs,  or  be  mad  like  me  ! 
Thus  fhe  ;  but  Cinyras,  who  daily  fees, 
A  crowd  of  noble  fuitors  at  his  knees. 
Among  fo  many,  knew  not  whom  to  choofe, 
Irrefolute  to  grant,  or  to  refufe. 


But,  haviug  told  their  fiames,  inquir'd  of  her, 
Who  pleas'd  her  befi;,  and  whom   fhe  would  pre- 
fer ? 
The  blulhing  maid  ftood  filent  with  furprife, 
And  on  her  father  fix'd  her  ardent  eyes, 
And  looking  figh'd  :  and  as  (lie  figh'd  begaa 
Round  tears  to  (hed,  and  fcalded  as  they  ran. 
The  tender  fire,  who  faw  her  blulh  and  cry, 
Afcrib'd  it  all  to  maiden  modefty  ; 
And  dry'd  the  falling  drops,  and,  yet  more  kind. 
He  ftrok'd  her  cheeks,  and  holy  kilfes  join'd  : 
She  felt  a  fecret  venom  fire  her  blood. 
And  found  more  pleafure  than  a  daughter  fliouId; 
And,  aflc'd  again,  what  lover  of  the  crew 
She  lik'd  the  heft  ;  (be  anfvver'd.  One  like  you. 
Miftaking  what  (he  meant,  her  pious  will 
He  prais'd,  and  bade  her  in  continue  ftill : 
The  word  of  pious  heard,  fhe  biufh'd  with  (hame 
Of  fecret  guilt,  and  could  not  bear  the  name. 
'Twas   now  the  mid  of  night,    when  (lumbers 

clofe 
Our  eyes,  and  footh  our  cares  with  foft  repofe  ; 
But  no  repofe  could  wretched  Myn ha  find, 
Her  body  rolling,  as  (he  roll'd  her  mind  : 
Mad  with  defire,  (he  ruminates  her  fin. 
And  wifhes  all  her  wifhes  o'er  again. 
Now  (he  defpairs,  and  nov/  refolves  to  try  ; 
Would  not,  and  would  again,  (he  knows  not  why; 
Stops,  and  returns,  makes  and  retradts  the  vow  ; 
Fain  would  begin,  but  underllands  not  how  j 
As  when  a  pine  is  hewn  upon  the  plains,. 
And  the  laft  mortal  ftroke  alone  remains. 
Labouring  in  pangs  of  death,  and  threatening  all. 
This  way  and  that  (he  nods,  confidering  where 

to  fall: 
So  Myrrha's  mind,  impelled  on  either  fide. 
Takes  every  bent,  but  cannot  long  abide  : 
Irrefolute  on  which  (he  (hould  rely, 
At  laft,  unfix'd  in  all,  is  only  fix'd  to  die  ; 
On  that  fad  thought  fhe  refts ;  refolv'd  on  death. 
She  rifes,  and  prepares  to  choke  her  breath  : 
Then  while  about  the  beam  her  zone  (he  ties, 
Dear  Cinyras,  farewel,  (he  foftly  cries ; 
For  thee  I  die,  and  only  with  to  be 
Not  hated,  when  thou  know'ft  I  die  for  thee  : 
Pardon  the  crime,  in  pity  to  the  caufe  ; 
This  faid,  about  her  neck  the  noofe  (he  draws  ; 
The  nurfe,  who  lay  without,  her  faithful  guard, 
Though  not  in  words,  the  murmurs  overheard. 
And   fighs   and   hollow   founds :    furpris'd  wiL'4 

fright. 
She  darts,  and  leaves  her  bed,  and  fprings  a  light: 
Unlocks  the  door,  and  entering  out  of  breath. 
The  dying  faw,  and  indruments  of  death  : 
She  (hrieks,  flie  cuts  the  zone  with  trembling 

hade, 
And  in  her  arms  her  fainting  charge  embrac'd  : 
Next  (for  (he  now  had  leifure  for  her  tears) 
She  weeping  aik'd,  in  thefe  her  blooming  years. 
What  unforefeen  misfortune  caus'd  her  care. 
To  lothe  her  life,  and  languilh  in  defpair  ! 
The  maid  with  down-caft  eyes,  and  mute  witk 

grief, 
For  death  uufiuifh'd,  and  ill-ti.'n'd  relief, 
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Stood  fullen  to  her  fuit :  the  beldame  prefs'd 
The  m'.re  to  kuovv,  and  bar'd  her  wither'dbreaft, 
Adjur'd  her,  by  the  kindly  food  (he  drew 
From  thefe  dry  founts,  her  fecrct  ill  to  fhew. 
Sad  Myrrha  figh'cJ,  and  turn'd  her  eyes  afide  : 
The  nurfe  ftill  urg'd,  and  would  not  be  deny'd  : 
Nor  only  promis'd  fecrefy  ;  but  pray'd 
She  mi^ht  have  leave  to  give  her  ofFer'd  aid. 
Good  will,  (lie  faid,  my  want  of  ftrength  fupplies, 
And  diligence  (hall  give  what  age  denies. 
If  ftrong  defires  thy  mind  to  fury  move, 
With  charms  and  medicines  I  can  cure  thy  love  : 
If  envious  eyes  their  hurtful  rays  have  caft, 
More  powerful  verfe  (hall  free  thee  from  the  blafl : 
If  heaven  offended  fends  thee  this  difeafe, 
Offended  heaven  with  prayers  we  can  appeafe. 
What  then  remain,  that  can  thefe  cares  procure  ? 
Thy  houfe  is  flourifhing,  thy  fortune  fure  : 
Thy  careful  mother  yet  in  health  furvives, 
And,  to  thy  comfort,  thy  kind  father  lives. 
The  virgmftarted  at  her  father's  name. 
And  figh'd  profoundly,  confcious  of  the  (liame  : 
Nor  yet  the  nurfe  her  impious  love  divin'd  : 
But  yet  furmis'd,  that  love  difturb'd  her  mind  : 
Thus  thinking,  (he  purfued  her  point,  and  laid 
And  luU'd  within  her  lap  the  mourning  maid  ; 
Then  foftly  footh'd  her  thus,  I  guefs  your  grief : 
You  love,  my  child  ;  your  love  fhall  find  relief. 
My  long  expericnc'd  age  fhall  be  your  guide; 
Rely  on  that,  and  lay  diftruft  afide  : 
No  breath  of  air  (hall  on  the  fecret  blow, 
Nor  (hall  (what  moft  you  fear)  your  father  know. 
Struck  once  again,  as  with  a  thunder-clap, 
The  guilty  virgin  bounded  from  her  lap. 
And  threw  her  body  proftrate  on  the  bed. 
And,  to  conceal  her  bludies,  hid  her  head  : 
There  filent  lay,  and  warn'd  her  with  her  hand 
To  go  :  but  flie  rtceiv'd  not  the  command  ; 
Remaining  ftill  importunate  to  know  : 
Then  Myrrha  thus;   Or  alk'no  more,  or  go  : 
I  pr'ythee  go,  or  flaying  fpare  my  (hame ; 
What  thou  would'll  hear,  is  impious  ev'n  to  name. 
At  this,  on  high  the  beldame  holds  her  hands. 
And,  trembling  both  with  rage  and  terror,  (lands, 
Adjures,  and  falling  at  her  feet  intreats, 
Sooths  her  with  blandifhments,  and  frights  with 

threats. 
To  tell  the  crime  intended,  or  difclofc 
What  part  of  it  fhe  knew,  if  ihe  no  further  knows: 
And  laft,  if  confcious  to  her  counfel  made, 
Confirms  anew  the  promife  of  her  aid. 

Now  Myrrha  rais'd  her  head;  but  foon,  op- 

prefs'd 
With  fhame,  reclin'd  it  on  her  nurfe's  breafl ; 
Bath'd  it  with  tears,  and  flrove  to  have  con-  j 

fcfs'd :  J 

Twice  (he  began,  and  flopp'd  ;  again  fhe  try'd  ; 
The  faltering  tongue  its  office  ftill  deny'd  : 
At  laft  her  veil  before  her  face  flie  fprcad,  ^ 

And  drew  a  long  preluding  figh,  and  faid,  > 

O  happy  mother,  in  thy  marriage  bed  !  j 

Then  groan'J,  and  ceab'd ;  the  good  old  woman 

fhook. 
Stiff  wete  her  eyes,  and  ghaftly  was  her  look  : 


Her  hoary  hair  upright  with  horror  flooJ, 
Made    (to   her   grief)   more   knowing   than  (he 

would  : 
Much  fhe  reproach'd,  and  many  things  fhe  faid, 
To  cure  the  madnefs  of  th'  unhappy  maid  :    ■ 
In  vain  ;  for  Myrrha  ftood  convi(Sl  of  ill ; 
Her  reafon  vanquifh'd,  but  exchang'd  her  will  : 
Perverfe  of  mind,  unable  to  reply. 
She  ftood  refolv'd  or  to  poffefs  or  die. 
At  length  the  fqndnefs  of  a  nurfe  prevail'd 
Againft  her  better  fenfe,  and  virrue  fail'd  : 
Enjoy,  my  child,  fince  fuch  is  thy  dtfire. 
Thy  love,  (he  faid ;  fhe  durft  not  fay  thy  fire. 
Live,  though  unhappy,  live  on  any  terms  : 
Then  with  a  fecond  oath  her  faith  confirms. 
The  folemn  feaft  of  Ceres  now  was  near, 
Wi-.en  long  white  linen  ftoles  the  matrons  wear; 
Rank'd  in  procefTjn  walk  the  pious  train, 
OfTering  firll  fruit?,  and  fpikes  of  yellow  grain  : 
For  nine  long  nights  the  nuptial  bed  they  fhun. 
And,  fiindifying  harveft,  lie  alone. 
Mix'd  with  the  crowd,  the  queen  forfook  her  lord. 
And  Ceres'  power  with  fecret  rites  ador'd 
The  royal  couch,  now  vacant  for  a  time, 
The  crafty  crone,  officious  in  her  crim.e. 
The  curft  occafion  took,  the  king  flie  found 
Eafy  with  wine,  and  deep  in  pleafure  drown'd, 
Prepar'd  for  love  :  the  beldame  blew  the  flame, 
Confcfi'd  the  paffion,  but  conceal'd  the  name. 
Her   form  fhe  prais'd;    the  monarch  afk'd  her 

years,  "" 

And  fhe  reply'd,  the  fame  that  Myrrha  bears. 
Wine  and  commended  beauty  fir'd  his  thought; 
Impatient,  he  commands  her  to  be  bt ought. 
Pleas'd  with  her  charge  perform'd,  fhe  hies  her 

home. 
And  gratulates  the  nymph,  the  talk  was  overcome. 
Myrrha  was  joy'd  the  welcome  news  to  hear; 
But,  clogg'd  wi:h  guilt,  the  joy  was  infincere  : 
So  various,  fo  difcorilant  is  the  mind, 
That  in  our  will  a  different  will  we  find. 
Ill  flie  prefag'd,  and  yet  purfu'd  her  luft; 
For  guilty  plcalures  give  a  double  guft. 
'Tvvas  de[;th  of  night  :   ArClophylax  had  driven 
His  lazy  wain  half  round  the  northern  heaven, 
When  Myrrha  hailen'd  to  the  crime  defir'd ; 
The  moon  beheld  her  firft,  and  firll  retir'd  ; 
The  ftars  amaz'd  ran  backward  from  the  fight. 
And,  fhiunk  within  their  fockers,  loft  their  light<  • 
Icarius  firft  withdraws  his  holy  flame  : 
The  virgin  fign,  in  heaven  the  fecond  name, 
Slide.s  down  the  belt,  and  from  her  fta;ion  flics, 
And  night  with  fable  clouds  involves  the  fkics. 
Bold  Myirha  ftill  purfues  her  bJack  intent :        Tj 
She  ftumhlcd  thrice,  (an  omen  of  th'  event ;")     / 
I'luice    fhriek'd    the   funeral   owl,  yet  on  (he  f' 
went,  y 

Secure  of  fhame,  becaufe  fecure  of  fight ; 
liiv'ii  bafliful  (ins  are  impudent  by  night. 
Link'd  hand  in  hand,    th'    accomplice   and   the 

dame, 
Their  way  exploring,  to  the  chamber  came  : 
The  door  wai  ope,  they  blindly  grope  their  way, 
Where  daik  in  bed  th'  expecting  monarch  lay  ; 


II 
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Thus  far  her  courage  held,  but  here  forfakes ;  ' 

Her  faint  knees  knock  at  every  ftep  fhe  makes. 
The  nearer  to  her  crime,  the  more  within 
She  feels  remorfe,  and  horroi  of  her  fin ; 
Repents  too  late  her  criminal  defire, 
And  wifhes,  that  unknown  fhe  could  retire. 
Her  lingering  thus,  the  nurfe  (who  fear'd  delay 
The  fatal  fecret  might  at  length  betray) 
Pull'd  forward,  to  complete  the  work  begun, 
And  faid  to  Cinyras,  Receive  thy  own  : 
Thus  faying,  fhe  deliver'd  kind  to  kind, 
Accurs'd,  and  their  devoted  bodies  join'd. 
The  fire  unknowing  of  the  crime,  admits 
His  bowels,  and  profanes  the  hallow'd  fheets; 
He  found  fhe  trembled,  but  believ'd  fhe  flrove  ~% 
With  maiden  modefty,  againft  her  love  ;  / 

And  fought  with  flattering  words  vain  fancies  T 

to  remove.  J 

Perhaps  he  faid;  M#  daughter,  ceafe  thy  fears, 
(Becaufe  the  title  fitted  with  her  years; 
And,  Father,  fhe  mipht  whifper  him  again, 
That  names  might  not  be  wanting  to  the  fin. 
Full  of  her  fire,  fhe  left  th'  inceftuous  bed. 
And  carried  in  her  womb  the  crime  fhe  bred  : 
Another,  and  another  night  fhe  came  ; 
For  frequent  fin  had  left  nn  fenfe  of  Ihame : 
Till  Cinyras  defir'd  to  fee  her  face, 
Whofe  body  he  had  held  in  clofe  embrace. 
And  brought  a  taper ;  the  revealer,  light, 
Expos'd  both  crime  and  criminal  to  fight  ; 
Grief,  rage,  amazement,  could  no  fpeech  afford, 
But  from  the  fheath  he  drew  th'  avenging  fvvord; 
The  guilty  fled  :  the  benefit  of  night. 
That  favour'd  firft  the  fin,  fecur'd  the  flight, 
Lang  wandering  through  the  fpacious  fields,  fhe 

bent 

Her  voyage  to  th'  Arabian  continent ; 
Then  pafs'd  the  regions  which  Panchjea  join'd. 
And  flying  left  the  balmy  plains  behind. 
Nine  times  the  moon  had  mevjr'd  her  horns ;  at 

length 

With  travel  weary,  unfupply'd  with  ftrength. 
And  with  the  burden  of  her  womb  opprefs'd ; 
Saba;an  fields  afford  her  needful  reft  ; 
There, !'  athing  life,  and  yet  of  death  afraid. 
In  anguifh  of  her  fpirit,  thus  flife  pray'd  : 
Ye  powers,  if  any  fo  propitious  are 
T'  accept  my  penitence,  and  hear  my  prayer ; 
Your  judgments,  1  confefs,  are  juftly  fent ; 
Great  fins  deferve  as  great  a  punifhment : 
Yet  fince  my  life  the  living  will  profane. 
And  fince  my  death  the  happy  dead  will  ftain, 
A  middle  flate  your  mercy  may  bellow. 
Betwixt  the  realms  above,  and  thofe  below  : 
Some  other  form  to  wretched  Myrrha  give, 
Nor  let  her  wholly  die,  nor  wholly  live. 
The  prayers  of  penitents  are  never  vain  ; 
At  leaft,  Ihe  did  her  lafl  recjueft  obtain ; 


For,  while  fhe  fpoke,  the  ground  began  to  rife. 

And  gather'd  round  her  feet,  her  legs,  and  thighs: 

Her  toes  in  roots  defcend,  and,  fpreading  wide, 

A  firm  foundation  for  the  trunk  provide  : 

Her  folid  bones  convert  to  folid  wood. 

To  pith  her  marrow,  and  to  fap  her  blood  : 

Her  arms  are   boughs,  her  fingers  change  their 

kind. 
Her  tender  fkin  is  harden'd  into  rind. 
And  now  the  rifing  tree  her  womb  invefts. 
Now,  fhooting  upwards  Hill,  invades  the  breads. 
And  ihades  the  neck ;  and,  weary  with  delay. 
She  funk  her  head   within,  and  met  it  half  the 

way. 
And  though  with  outward  fliape  flie  loft  her  fenfe. 
With  bitter  tears  fhe  wept  her  laft  offence ; 
And  ftiU  fhe  weeps,  nor  iheds  her  tears  in  vain  : 
For  ftill  the  precious  drops  her  name  retain. 
Meantime  the  mifbegotten  infant  grows. 
And,  ripe  for  birth,  diftends  with  deadly  throes 
The  fwelling  rind,  with  unavailing  ftrife. 
To  leave  the  wooden  womb,  and  pufhes  into  life. 
The  mother-tree,  as  if  opprefs'd  with  pain, 
Writhes  here  and  there,   to  break  the  bark,  ia 

vain : 
And,  like  a  labouring  woman,  would  have  pray'd. 
But  wants  a  voice  to  call  Lucina's  aid  : 
The  bending  bole  fends  out  a  hollow  found, 
And  trickling  tears  fall  thicker  on  the  ground. 
The  mild  Lucina  came  uncall'd,  and  flood 
Befide  the  ftruggling  boughs, and  heard  the  groan'* 

ing  wood  : 
Then  reach'd  her  midwife-hand,  to  fpeed  the  throes. 
And  fpoke  the  powerful  fpells  that  babes  to  birth 

difclofe. 
The  bark  divides,  th^  living  load  to  free. 
And  fafe  delivers  the  convulfive  tree. 
The  ready  nymphs  receive  the  crying  child, 
And  wafh  him  in  the  tears  the  parent  plant  diftiU'd. 
They  fwath'd  him  with  their  fcarfs ;  beneath  him 

fpread 
The  ground  with  herbs;  with  rofes  rais'd  his  head. 
The  lovely  babe  was  born  with  every  grace: 
Ev'n  envy  muft  have  prais'd  fo  fair  a  face  : 
Such  was  his  form,  as  painters,  when  they  fbew 
Their  utmoft  art,  on  naked  Love's  beftow  : 
And  that  their  arms  no  difference  might  betray, 
Give  him  a  bow,  or  his  from  Cupid  take  away. 
Time  glides  along,  with  undifcover'd  hafte. 
The  future  but  a  length  behind  the  paft ; 
So  fwift  are  years  :  the  babe,  whom  juft  before 
His  grandfire  got,  and  whom  his  fifter  bore  ; 
The  drop  the  thing  which  late  the  tree  inclos'd. 
And  late  the  yawning  bark  to  life  expos'd; 
A  babe,  a  boy,  a  beauteous  youth  appears; 
And  lovelier  than  himfelf  at  riper  years. 
Now  to  the  queen  of  love  he  gave  dcfires, 
And,  with  her  pains,  reveng'd  his  mother's  fire* 


CETX  AND    ALCYONE. 


OUT  OF  THE  TENTH  BOOK  OF 


OVID'S   METAMORPHOSES. 


ConneBion  of  this  Fable  with  the  former. 


©cyx,  the  fon  of  Lucifer  (the  morning  flar),  and  the  king  of  Trachin  in  Theffaly,  was  married  ts 
Alcyone  daughter  to  ^olus  god  of  the  winds.  Both  the  hufband  and  the  wife  loved  each  other 
•with  an  entire  aftedion.  Dsdalion,  the  elder  brother  of  Ceyx,  whom  he  fuccecded,  having  been 
turned  into  a  falcon  by  Apollo,  and  Chione,  Djedalion's  daughter,  flain  by  Diana,  Ceyx  prepared, 
a  fliip  to  fail  to  Claros,  there  to  confult  the  oracle  of  Apollo,  and  (as  Ovid  feems  to  intimate)  to 
inquire  how  the  anger  of  the  Gods  might  be  atoned. 


Xhkse  prodigies  affeA  the  pious  prince, 
But  mure  perplex'd  with  thofe  that  happcii'd  fince, 
He  purpofes  to  feek  the  Clarian  God, 
Avoiding  Delphos,  his  more  fam'd  abode  ; 
Since  Phlegian  robbers  made  unfafe  the  road. 
Yet  could  not  he,  from  her  he  lov'd  fo  well. 
The  fatal  voyage,  he  refolv'd,  conceal : 
But  when  flie  law  her  lord  prepar'd  to  part, 
A  deadly  cold  ran  (hivering  to  her  heart  : 
Her  faded  cheeks  are  chang'd  to  boxen  hue, 
And  in  her  eyes  the  tears  are  ever  new  : 
She  thrice  cffay'd  to  fptdk  ;  her  accents  hung, 
And  faltering  oy'd  unfiiiilh'd  on  her  tongue, 
Or  vanifli'd  in:o  fighs :  with  long  delay 
Her  voice  rcturn'd  ;  and  found  the  wonted  way, 
Tell  me,  my  lord,  fl»e  faid,  what  fault  unknown' 
Thy  once  belov'd  Alcyone  has  done  ? 
Whither,  ah  whither  ii  thy  kiflducfs  goae  ?        , 


Can  Ceyx  then  fuftaJD  to  leave  his  wife, 
And  unconcern'd  forfake  the  fweets  of  life  ? 
What  can  thy  mind  to  this  long  journey  move, 
Or  necd'fl  thou  abfenc*  to  renew  thy  love  ? 
Yet,  if  thou  goeft  by  land,  though  grief  pofleft 
My  foul  cv'n  then,  my  fears  will  be  the  lefs. 
But  ah  !  be  warn'd  to  fliun  the  watery  way. 
The  face  is  frightful  of  the  ftormy  fea. 
For  late  I  faw  a-drift  disjointed  planks, 
And  empty  tombs  ere<Sled  on  the  banks. 
Nor  let  falfe  hopes  to  truft  betray  thy  mind, 
Becaufe  my  fire  in  caves  conftrains  the  wind, 
Can  with  a  breath  in  clamorous  rage  appeafe, 
They  fear  his  whiftle,  and  lorfake  the  feas ; 
Not  fo,  for  once,  indulg'd,  they  fvvcep  the  main  * 
Deaf  to  tha  call,  or  hearing  hear  in  vain  ; 
But  bent  on  mifchicf  bear  the  waves  before, 
And,  n«t  coBtcnt  with  feas,  infult  the  Ihore : 
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When  ocean,  air,  and  earth,  at  once  engage, 
And  rooted  forefts  fly  before  their  rage  : 
At  once  the  clafhing  clouds  to  battle  move, 
And  lightnings  run  acrofs  the  fields  above  : 
I  know  them  well,  and  mark'd  their  rude  com- 
port. 
While  yet  a  child,  within  my  father's  court : 
In  times  of  tempeft  they  command  alone. 
And  he  but  fits  precarious  on  the  throne  : 
The  more  I  know,  the  more  my  fears  augment, 
And  fears  are  oft  prophetic  of  th'  event. 
Bat ,  if  not  fears  or  reafons  will  prevail. 
If  fate  has  fix'd  thee  obflinate  to  fail. 
Go  not  without  thy  wife,  but  let  me  bear  T 

My  part  of  danger  with  an  equal  fliare,  > 

And  pr efent  fuffer  what  I  only  fear ;  j 

Then  o'er  the  bounding  billows  (hall  we  fly. 
Secure  to  live  together,  or  to  die. 
Thefe  reafons  mov'd  her  flarlike  hufband's  heart, 
But  flill  he  held  his  purpofe  to  depart  : 
For,  as  he  lov'd  her  equal  to  his  life. 
He  would  not  to  the  feas  expofc  his  wife ; 
Nor  could  be  wrought  his  voyage  to  refrain, 
But  fought  by  arguments  to  footh  her  pain  ; 
Nor  thefe  avail'd ;  at  length  he  lights  on  one, 
With  which  fo  diflicult  a  caufe  he  won  : 
My  love,  fo  fliort  an  abfence  ceafe  to  fear. 
For,  by  my  father's  holy  flame,  I  fwear, 
Before  two  moons  their  orb  witji  light  adorn, 
If  heaven  allow  me  life,  I  will  return. 

This  prom'fe  of  fo  fhort  a  ftay  prevails ; 
'He  icon  equips  the  Ihip,  fupplies  the  fails, 
And   gives  the  word  to  launch  ;   fhe   trembling 

views 
This  pomp  of  death,  and  parting  tears  renews  : 
i,aft,  with  a  kifs,  ftie  took  a  long  farewe!, 
Sigh'd,  with  a  fad  prefage,  and  fwooning  fell ; 
While  Ceyx  feeks  delays,  the  lufly  crew, 
Rais'd  on  their  banks,  their  oars  in  order  drew 
To  their  broad  breads,  the  fhip  with  fury  flew. 

The  queen  recover'd  rears  her  humid  eyes. 
And  firfl  her  hufband  on  the  poop  efpies 
Shaking  his  hand  at  diftance  on  the  main  ; 
She  took  the  fign  ;  and  fliook  her  hand  again. 
Still  as  the  ground  recedes,  retraiSs  her  vievr 
With  fharpen'd  fight,  till  Ihe  noionger  knew 
The  much  lov'd  face ;  that  comfort  loft  fupplies 
With  lei's,  and  with  the  galley  feeds  her  eyes  ; 
The  galley  born  from  view  by  rifing  gales. 
She  foilow'd  with  her  fight  the  flying  fails  : 
When  cv'n  the  flying  fails  were  feen  no  more, 
Forfaken  of  all  fight,  flie  left  the  fhore. 

Then  on  her  bridal  bed  her  body  throws. 
And  fought  in  fleep  her  weary'd  eyes  to  clofe  : 
Her  hufband's  pillow,  and  the  widow'd  part 
Which  once  he  prefs'd,  renew'd  the  former  fmart 

And  now  a  breeze  from  fhore  began  to  blow. 
The  failors  ftiip  their  oars,  and  ceafe  to  row ; 
Then  hoift  their  yards  a-trip,  and  all  their  fails 
Let  fall,  to  court  the  wind,  and  catch  the  gales  : 
By  this  the  vefl'el  half  her  courfe  had  run. 
And  as  much  relied  till  the  rifing  fun  ; 
Both  fhores  weie  loft  to  fight,  when  at  the  clofi: 
Qi  day,  a  ftiffer  gale  at  eaft  arofe  ; 


The  fea  grew  white,  the  rolling  waves  from  far. 
Like  heralds,  firft  denounce  the  watery  war. 

This  feen,  the  mafter  foon  began  to  cry, 
Strike,  ftrike  the  top-fail ;  let  the  main-fheet  fly. 
And  furl  your  fails  :  the  winds  repel  the  found. 
And  in  the  fpeaker's  mouth  the  fpeech  is  drown'd. 
Yet,  of  theif  own  accord,  as  danger  taught^ 
Each  in  his  way,  officioufly  they  wrouglit ; 
Some  flow  their  oars,  or  flop  the  leaky  fides. 
Another  bolder  yet  the  yard  beftrides. 
And  folds  the  fails  ;  a  fourth,  with  labour,  laves 
Th'  intruding  feas,  and  waves  ejedla  on  waves. 
In  this  confufion  while  their  work  they  ply. 
The  winds  augment  the  winter  of  the  flcy, 
And  wage  inteftine  wars ;  the  fuffering  feas 
Are  tofs'd,.and  mingled  as  their  tyrants  pleafc. 
The  mafter  would  command,  but,  in  defpair 
Of  fafety,  ftands  amaz'd  with  ftupid  care. 
Nor  what  to  bid  or  what  forbid  he  knows, 
Th'  ungovern'd  tempeft  to  fuch  fury  grows; 
Vain  is  his  force,  and  vainer  is  his  fkill ; 
With  fuch  a  concourfe  come?  the  flood  of  ill  : 
The  cries  of  men  are  mix'd  with  rattling  ftirowdsj 
Seas  dafti  on  feas,  and  clouds  encounter  clouds  : 
At  once  from  eaft  to  weft,  from  pole  to  pole, 
The  forky  lightnings  flafh,  the  roaring  thunder* 

roll. 
Now  waves  on  waves  afcending  fcale  the  ikies, 
And,  in  the  fires  above,  the  water  fries : 
When  yellow  fands  are  fifted  from  below. 
The  glittering  billows  give  a  golden  Ihow  ; 
And  when  the  fouler  bottom  fpews  the  black. 
The  Stygian  dye  the  tainted  waters  take  : 
Then  frothy  white  appear  the  flatted  feas. 
And    change    their    colour,    changing  their  dif- 

eafe. 
Like  various  fits  the  Trachin  vefTel  finds. 
And  now  fublime  ftie  rides  upon  the  winds ; 
As  from  a  lofty  fummit  looks  from  high. 
And  from  the  clouds  beholds  the  nether  Iky  : 
Now  from  the  depth  of  hell  they  lift  their  fight. 
And  at  a  diftance  fee  fuperior  light. 
The  lafliing  billows  make  a  loud  report, 
And  beat  her  fides,  as  battering-rams  a  fort; 
Or  as  a  lion,  bounding  in  his  way. 
With  force  augmented,  bears  againft  his  prey. 
Sidelong  to  feize :  or,  unappall'd  with  fear, 
Springs  on  the  coils,  and  ruflies  on  the  fpear  : 
So  feas  impell'd  by  winds  with  added  power 
AfTdult  the  fides,  and  o'er  the  hatches  tow«r. 
The  planks,   their  pitchy  coverings  wafh'd  a» 

way, 
Now  yield,  and  now  a  yawning  breach  difplaf  : 
The  roaring  waters,  with  a  hoftile  tide, 
Rufti  through  the  ruins  of  her  gaping  fide. 
Mean  time  in  fheets  of  rain  the  fky  defcends ; 
And  ocean,  fweil'd  with  waters,  upwards  tends. 
One  rifing,  falling  one  :    the  heavens  and  fea 
Meet  at  their  confines,  in  the  middle  way  : 
The  fails  are  drunk  with  fliowers,  and  drop  with 

rain ; 
Sweet  waters  mingle  with  the  briny  main. 
No  ftar  appears,  to  lend  his  friendly  light : 
Darknefs  and  tempeft  make  a  double  night : 
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Bnt  flafliiiio:  fires  difclufe  the  deep  by  turns  ; 
And,  whil(rthe  lightnings  blaze,  the  water  burns. 

Now  all  the  waves  their  fcatter'd  force  unite. 
And  as  a  foldier,  foremoft  in  the  fight. 
Makes  way  for  others,  and  an  hoft  alone 
Still  preflcs  on,  and  urging  gains  the  tov.-n ; 
So  whrle  th*  invading  billows  come  a-Creaft, 
The  hero,  tenth  advanc'd  before  the  reft, 
Sweeps  all  before  him  with  impetuous  fway. 
And  from  the  walls  defcends  upon  the  prey  ; 
Part,  following,  enter  ;  part  remain  without, 
With  envy  hear  their  fellows'  conquering  fhout, 
And  moUDt  on  others'  backs,  in  hope  to  fhare 
The  city,  thus  become  the  feat  of  war. 

An  univerfal  cry  refounds  aloud ; 
The  failors  run  in  heaps;  a  helplefs  crowd  ; 
Art  fails,  and  courage  falls,  no  fuccour  near  ; 
As  many  waves,  as  many  deaths  appear. 
One  weeps,  and  yet  defpairs  of  late  reUef ; 
One  cannot  weep,  his  fears  congeal  his  grief, 
But,  ftupid,  with  dry  eyes  experts  his  fate ;         "j 
One  with  loud  flirieks  laments  his  loft  eftate,      f 
And   calls  thofe  happy   whom  their  funerals  f 
wait.  J 

This  wretch  v/ith  prayers  and  vows  the  Gods  im- 
plores, 
And  ev'n  the  Ikies  he  cannot  fee,  adores ; 
That  other  on  his  friends  his  thoughts  beftows, 
His  careful  father,  and  his  faithful  fpoufe : 
The  covetous  worldling,  in  his  anxious  mind, 
Thinks  only  on  the  wealth  he  left  behind. 

All  Ceyx  his  Alcyone  employs; 
For  her  he  grieves,  yet  in  her  abfence  joys : 
His  wife  he  wilhes,  and  would  Hill  be  near  ; 
Not  her  with  him,  but  wilhes  him  with  her : 
Now  with  laft  looks  he  feeks  his  native  fhore, 
Which  fate  has  deftin'd  him  to  fee  no  more ; 
He  fought ;  bur,  in  the  dark  tempeftuous  night, 
He  kntjw  not  whither  to  dircdt  his  fight. 
So  whirl  the  feas,  fuch  darknefs  blinds  the  fky, 
That  the  black  night  receives  a  deeper  dye. 

The  giddy  fhip  ran  round ;  the  tempeft  tore 
Her  maft,  and  over-board  the  rudder  bore. 
One  billow  mounts;  and,  with  a  fcornful  brow, 
Proud  of  her  conqueft  gain'd,  infults  the  waves 

below; 
Nor  lighter  falls,  than  if  fome  giant  tore 
Pindus  and  Athos,  with  the  freight  they  bnre, 
And  tofs'd  on  feas  :    prefs'd  with  the  ponderous 

blow, 
Down  finks  the  fhip  within  th'  abyfs  below  : 
Down  with  the  vcffcl  fink  into  the  main 
The  many,  never  more  to  rife  again : 
Some  few  on  fcatter'd  planks,  with  fruitlefs  care. 
Lay  hold,  and  fwim,  but,  while  they  fwim,  de- 
f^iair. 

Ev'n  he  who  late  a  fceptre  did  command, 
Now  grafps  a  floating  fragment  in  his  hand  ; 
And,  while  he  ftruggles  on  the  ftormy  main, 
Invokes  his  father,  and  his  wife,  in  vain  ; 
But  yet  his  confoii  is  his  greater  care  : 
Alcyone  he  names  amidft  his  prayer; 
Names,  as  a  charm  againft  the  Vi'aves  and  wind; 
Moll  in  his  muuth.  and  ever  in  his  a.ind  : 


Tir'd  with  his  toil,  all  hopes  of  fafety  paft, 
From  prayers  to  wifties  he  defcends  at  laft, 
That  his  dead  body,  wafted  to  the  fands. 
Might  have  its  burial  from  her  friendly  hands. 
At  oft  as  he  can  catch  a  gulp  of  air, 
And  peep  above  the  feas,  he  names  the  fair ; 
And,  ev'n  when  plung'd  beneath,  on  her  he  raves,. 
Murmuring  Alcyone  below  the  waves  : 
At  laft  a  falling  billow  ftops  his  breath, 
Breaks   o'er  his  head,   and  whelms  him  under- 
neath. 
Bright  Lucifer  unlike  himfelf  appears 
That   night ;    his   heavenly   form  obfcur'd  with 

tears  : 
And  fince  he  was  forbid  to  leave  the  Ikies, 
He  muffled  with  a  cloud  his  mournful  eyes. 

Mean  time  Alcyone  (his  fate  unknown) 
Computes  how  many  nights  he  had  been  gone ; 
Obferves  the  waning  moon  with  hourly  view. 
Numbers  her  age,  and  vyifhes  for  a  new ; 
Againft  ,the  promis'd  time  provides  with  care  ; 
And  haftens  in  the  woof  the  robes  he  was  to 

wear ; 
And  for  herfelf  employs  another  loom, 
New  drefs'd  to  meet  her  lord  returning  home, 
Flattering  her  heart  with  joys  that  never  were  | 

to  come. 
She  fum'd  the  temples  with  an  odorous  flame, 
And  oft  before  the  facred  altars  came, 
To  pray  for  him.  who  was  an  empty  name. 
All  Powers  implor'd  ;  but  far  above  the  reft. 
To  Juno  (he  her  pious  vows  addrefs'd, 
Hei:  much-lov'd  lord  from  perils  to  proteifl, 
And  fafe  o'er  feas  his  voyage  to  diredl ; 
Then  pray'd  that  fiie  might  ftill  poflefs  his  heart, 
And  no  pretending  rival  fhare  a  part: 
This  laft  petition  heard  of  all  her  prayer  ; 
The  reft,  difpers'd  by  winds,  were  loft  in  air. 

But  flie,  the  Goddcfs  of  the  nuptial  bed, 
Tir'd  with  her  vain  devotions  for  the  dead, 
Refolv'd  the  tainted  hand  (liould  be  rcpell'd, 
Which  incenfe  offcr'd,  and  her  altar  held. 
Then  Iris  thus  befpoke  :    Thou  faithful  maid, 
By  whom  the  queen's  commands  are  well  con- 

vcy'd, 
Hafte  to  the  houfe  of  fleep,  and  bid  the  God 
Who  rules  the  night  by  vifions  with  a  nod. 
Prepare  a  dream,  in  figure  and  in  form 
Relemliling  him  who  perifh'd  in  the  ftorm  : 
This  form  before  Alcyone  prefent. 
To  make  her  certain  of  the  fad  event. 

Indu'd  with  robes  of  various  hues,  ftie  flies; 
And,  flying,  draws  an  arch   (a  fegment  of  the 
fkies)  :  [fteep 

Then    leaves   her   bending   bow,    and  from  the 
Defcends  to  fearch  the  filent  houfe  of  fleep. 

Near  the  Cimmerians,  in  his  dark  abode, 
Deep  in  a  cavern,  dwells  the  drowfy  God ; 
V\''hofe  gloomy  manfion,  nor  the  rifing  fun, 
N'lr  fttting,  vifits,  nor  tiie  liglufome  noon; 
But  lazy  vapours  round  the  region  fly, 
Perpetual  twilight,  and  a  doubtful  fky  : 
No  crowing  cock  does  there  his  wings  difplay. 
Nor  with  his  horny  bill  provoke  the  day  i 


TRANSLATIONS      FROM   OVID. 


319 


Mor  vvatchful  dogs,  nor  the  more  wakeful  geefe, 
pifturb  with  nightly  noife  the  facred  peace  ; 
Nor  beaft  of  nature,  nor  the  tame  are  nigh, 
Nor  trees  with  tenipefts  rock'd,  nor  human  cry ; 
But  fafe  repofe,  without  an  air  of  breath, 
Dwells  here,  and  a  dumb  quiet,  next  to  death. 

An  arm  of  Lethe,  with  a  gentle  flow 
Arifing  upwards  from  the  rock  below, 
The  palace  moats,  and  o'er  the  pebbles  creeps. 
And  with  foft  murmurs  calls  the  coming  fleeps  : 
Around  its  entry  nodding  poppies  grow. 
And  all  cool  fimples  that  fweet  reft,  beftow  ; 
Night  from  the  plants  their  fleepy  virtue  drains. 
And  pafiing  (beds  it  on  the  filent  plains  : 
No  door  there  was  th'  unguarded  houfe  to  keep, 
On  creaking  hinges  turn'd,  to  break  his  fleep. 

But  in  the  gloomy  court  was  rais'd  a  bed, 
3tuff'd  with  black  plumes,  and  on  an  ebon  lied : 
Black  was  the  covering  too,  where  lay  the  God, 
And  flept  fupine,  his  limbs  difplay'd  abroad  : 
About  his  head  fantaftic  vifions  fly, 
Which  various  images  of  things  fupply, 
And  mock  their  foims;   the  leaves  on  trees  not 
more,  [ftiore. 

Nor  bearded  ears  in  fields,  nor  fands  upon  the 

The  virgin  entering  bright  indulg'd  the  day 
To  the  brown  cave,  and  brufh'd  the  dreanis  a- 

way. 
The  God,  diflurb'd  with  his  new  glare  of  light 
Cafl  fudden  on  his  face,  unfeal'd  his  fight. 
And  rais'd  his  tardy  head,  which  funk  again, 
And,  finking  on  his  bofom,  knock'd  his  chin  ; 
At  length  fliook  off  himfelf,  and  alk'd  the  dame, 
(And  alking  yawn'd)  for  what  intent  ftie  came  ? 

To  whom  the  Goddefs  thus :    O  facred  Reft, 
Sweet,  pleafing  Sleep,  of  ail  the  powers  the  beft  ! 
O  peace  of  mind,  repairer  of  decay, 
Whofe  balms  renew  the  limbs  to  labours 

day; 
Care  (huns  thy  foft  approach,  and  fullen  fl: 
Adorn  a  dream,  exprefling  human  form. 
The  fhape  of  him  who  fuffcr'd  in  the  ftorm  ; 
And  fend  it  flitting  to  the  Trachin  court, 
The  wreck  of  wretched  Ccyx  to  report.: 
Before  his  queen  bid  the  pale  fpccSlre  ftand, 
Who  begs  a  vain  relief  at  Juno's  hand. 
She  faid,  and  fcarce  awake  her  eyes  could  keep, 
Unable  to  fupport  the  fumes  of  fleep  ; 
But  fled,  returning  by  the  way  fhc  went. 
And  fwerv'd  along  her  bow  with  fwift  afcent, 

The  God,  uneafy  till  he  flept  again, 
Refolv'd  at  once  to  rid  himfelf  of  pain  ; 
And,  though  againft  his  cuftom,  call'd  aloud, 
Exciting  Morpheus  from  the  fleepy  crowd  : 
Morpheus,  of  all  his  num.erous  train,  exprefs'd 
The  fhape  of  man,  and  imitated  beft  ; 
The  walk,  the  words,  the  gefture,  could  fupply, 
The  habit  mimic,  and  the  mien  bely ; 
Plays  well,  but  all  his  adlion  is  confin'd, 
Extending  not  beyond  our  human  kind. 
Another  birds,  and  beafts,  and  dragons,  apes. 
And  dreadful  images,  and  monfter  fliapes  : 
This  dsemon,  Icelos,  in  heaven's  high  hall, 
'The  Gods  have  nam'd,  but  men  Phobeter  call. 


A  third  is  Phantafus,  whofe  acSlions  roll 
On  meaner  thoughts,  and  things  devoid  of  foul ; 
Earth,  fruits,  and  flowers,  he  reprefents  in  dreams. 
And  folid  rocks  unmov'd,  and  running  ftreams. 
Thefe  three  to  kings  and  chiefs  their  fcenes  dif- 

play; 
The  reft  before  th'  ignoble  commons  play. 
Of  thefe  the  chofen  Morpheus  is  difpatch'd  : 
Which  done,  the  lazy  monarch,  overwatch'd, 
Down  from  his  propping  elbow  drops  his  head, 
DiiTolv'd  in  fleep,  and  fhrinks  within  his  bed. 

Darkling  the  dsmon  glides,  for  flight  prepar'd. 
So  foft,  that  fcarce  his  fanning  wings  are  heard. 
To  Trachin,  fv^'ift  as  thought,  the  flitting  flaade 
Through  air  his  momentary  journey  made ; 
Then  lays  afide  the  fteerage  of  his  wings, 
Forfakes  his  proper  form,  afl^umes  the  king's, 
And  pale  as  death,  defpoil'd  of  his  array,  "^ 

Into  the  queen's  apartment  takes  his  way,  V 

And  ftands  before  the  bed  at  dawn  of  day  :  ^ 
Unmov'd  his  eyes,  and  wet  his  beard  appears,  ~\ 
And  fhedding  vain,  but  feeming  real  tears;  C 
The  briny  water  dropping  from  his  hairs  :  J 

Then  flaring  on  her,  with  a  ghaftly  look 
And  hollow  voice,  he  thus  the  queen  befpoke  : 
Know'ft  thou  not  me  ?    Not  yet,  unhappy  wife  ? 
Or  are  my  features  perifti'd  with  my  life  ? 
Look  once  again,  and  for  thy  hufband  loft, 
Lo  all  that's  left  of  him,  thy  huftsand's  ghcft  ! 
Thy  vows  for  my  return  were  all  in  vain  ; 
The  ftorniy  fouth  o'ertook  us  on  the  main ; 
And  never  fhalt  thou  fee  thy  living  lord  again. 
Bear  vvitnefs,  heaven,  I  call'd  on  thee  in  death. 
And  while  I  call'd,  a  billow  ftopp'd  my  breath: 
Think  not  that  flying  fame  reports  my  fate  ; 
I  prefent,  I  appear,  and  my  own  wreck  relate. 
Rife,  wretched  widow,  rife,  nor  undeplor'd 
Permit  my  ghoft  to  pafs  the  Stygian  ford : 
But  rile,  prepar'd,  in  black,  to  mourn  thy 

rifti'd  lord. 
Thus  faid  the  player  gnd  ;  and,  adding  art 
Of  voice  and  gefture,  fo  perform'd  his  part, 
She  thought  (fo  like  her  love  the  fhade  appears) 
That  Ceyx   fpake  the  words,  and  Ceyx  fhed  the 

tears. 
She  groan'd,  her  inward  foul  with  grief  oppre  fs'd 
She    flgh'd,    fhe    wept,    and   fleeping   beat    her 

breaft  ; 
Then    ftretch'd    her  arms  t'  embrace  his  body 

bare  ; 
Her  clafping  arms  inclofe  but  empty  air  : 
At  this  not  yet  awake,  fhe  cry'd.  Oh  ftay  ; 
One  is  our  fate,  and  common  is  our  way  ! 
So  dreadful  was  the  dream,  fo  loud  ftie  fpoke. 
That,  ftarting  fudden  up,  the  flumber  broke ; 
Then  caft  her  eyes  around,  in  hope  to  view 
Her  vanifh'd  lord,  and  find  the  vifion  true : 
For  now  the  maids,  who  waited  her  commands, 
Ran  in  with  lighted  tapers  in  their  hands. 
Tir'd  with  the  fearch,  not  finding  what  flie  feeks. 
With    cruel    blows    fhe    pounds    her   blubber'd 

cheeks ; 
Then  from  her  beaten  breaft  the  linen  tare. 
And  cut  the  golden  caul  that  bound  her  hair. 
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Her  nurfe  demands  the  eaufe.    With  louder  cries 
She  profecutes  her  griefs,  and  thus  replies  : 

No  more  Alcyone,  fhe  fuffer'd  death 
With  her  lov'd  lord,  when  Ceyx  lofl  his  breath  : 
No  flattery,  no  falfe  comfort,  give  me  none, 
^  My  fliipwreck'd  Ce}"x  is  for  ever  gone  ; 
'  I  faw,  I  faw  him  manifefl.  in  view, 
His  voice,  his  figure,  and  his  geftures  knew ; 
His  luftre  loft,  and  every  living  grace. 
Yet  I  retain'd  the  features  of  his  face  ; 
Though  with  pale  cheeks,  wet  beard,  and  drop- 
ping hair. 
None  but  my  Ceyx  could  appear  fo  fair  : 
I  would  have  ftrain'd  him  with  a  ftriiSl  embrace  ; 
Bui  through  my  arms  he  flipt,  and  vauifh'd  from 

the  place. 
There,  ev'n  jufl  there  he  ftood  :    and  as  flie  fpoke, 
Where  laft  the  fpedlre  was  flie  caft  her  look ; 
Fain  would  fhe  hope,  and  gaz'd  upon  the  ground, 
If  any  printed  footlleps  might  be  found. 

Then  figh'd,  and  faid.  This  1  too  well  fore- 
knew. 
And  my  prophetic  fear  prefag'd  too  true. 
' Twas  what  1  begg'd,  when  with  a  bleeding  heart 
I  took  my  leave,  and  fuffer'd  thee  to  part, 
Or  I  to  gn  along,  or  thou  to  ftay. 
Never,  ah  never  to  divide  our  way  ! 
Happier  for  me,  that  all  our  haurs  aflign'd 
Together  we  had  liv'd ;    ev'n  not  in  death  dif- 

join'd ! 
So  had  my  Ceyx  flill  been  living  here, 
Or  with  my  Ceyx  1  had  perilh'd  there : 
Now  I  die  abfent  in  the  vaft  profound ; 
And  me  without  myfelf  the  feas  have  drown'd  : 
The  ftorms  were  not  fo  cruel ;  fliould  I  llrive 
To  lengthen  life,  and  fuch  a  grief  furvive  ; 
But  neither  will  I  drive,  nor  wretched  fhee 
In  death  forfake,  but  keep  thee  company. 
If  not  one  common  fepulchre  contains 
Our  bodies,  or  one  urn  our  laft  remains ; 
Yet  Ceyx  and  Alcyone  fhall  join. 
Their  names  remember'd  in  one  common  line- 
No  farther  voice  her  mighty  grief  affords, 
For  fighs  come  rufhing  in  betwixt  her  words, 
And  ftopt  her  tongue  ;  but  what  her  tongue  de- 
ny'd,  [P^y'd- 

Soft  tears  and  groans,  and  dumb  complaints,  fup- 
'Twas  morning.     To  the  port  flie  takes  her 
way. 
And  ftands  upon  the  margin  of  the  fea  : 
That  place,  that  very  fpot  of  ground  flie  fought, 
Or  thither  by  her  deftiny  was  brought. 
Where  laft  he  ftood  :    and  while  (lie  fadly  faid,  "J 
'Twas  here  he  left  me,  lingering  here  delay'd     > 
His  parting  kifs;  and  there  his  anchors  weigh'di  j 
Thus  fpeaking,  while  her  thoughts  paft  adlions 

trace. 
And  call  to  mind,  admonifli'd  by  the  place. 
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Sharp  at  her  utmofl;  ken  flie  caft  her  eyes,' 
And  fomewhat  floating  from  afar  defcries  ; 
k  feem'd  a  corpfe  adrift  to  diftant  fight ; 
But  at  a  diftance  who  could  judge  aright  ? 
It  wafted  nearer  yet ;  and  then  fhe  knew. 
That  what  before  fhe  but  furmis'd,  was  true : 
A  corpfe  it  was,  but  whofe  it  was  unknown  ; 
Yet  mov'd,  howe'er,  fhe  made  the  cafe  her  own, 
Took  the  bad  omen  of  a  fhipwreck'd  man. 
As  for  a  ftranger  wept,  and  thus  began : 

Poor  wretch,  on  ftormy  feas  to  lofe  thy  life  ; 
Unhappy  thou,  but  more  thy  widow'd  wife  ! 
At  this  flie  paus'd  ;  for  now  the  flowing  tide 
Had  brought  the  body  nearer  to  the  fide. 
The  more  flie  looks,  the  more  her  fears  increafe, 
At  nearer  fight;   and  fhe's  herfelf  the  lefs. 
Now  driven  afliore,  and  at  her  feet  it  dies. 
She   knows   too   much,   in  knowing  whom  fhe 

fees. 
Her  hufband's  corpfe  :    at  this  flie  loudly  fhrieks  ; 
'Tis  he,  'tis  he,  flie  cries,  and  tears  her  cheeks, 
Her  hair,  her  veft ;  and,  ftooping  to  the  fands. 
About  his  neck  fhe  caft  her  trembling  hands. 

And  is  it  thus,  O  dearer  than  my  life  ; 
Thus,  thus  return'ft  thou  to  thy  longing  wife  f 
She   faid ;    and   to   the   neighbouring   mole   flic 

ftrode 
(Rais'd  there  to  break  th'  incurfions  of  the  flood); 
Headlong    from    hence    to    plunge    herfelf    fhe 

fprings. 
But  flioots  along,  fupported  on  her  wings. 
A  bird  new-made,  about  the  banks  flie  plies, 
Nor  far  from  fhore,  and  fliort  excurfions  tries  ; 
Nor  feeks  in  air  her  humble  flight  to  raife. 
Content  to  fkim  the  furface  of  the  feas. 
Her  bill,  though  flender,  fends  a  creaking  noife, 
And  imitates  a  lamentable  voice. 
Now  lighting  where  the  bloodlefs  body  lies. 
She  with  a  funeral  note  renews  her  cries ; 
At  all  her  ftretch  her  little  wings  flie  fpread. 
And    with    her    featber'd    arms    embrac'd    the 

dead; 
Then  flickering  to  his  pallid  lips,  ftie  ftrove 
To  print  a  kifs,  the  laft  effay  of  love. 
Whether  the" vita!  touch  reviv'd  the  dead. 
Or  that  the  moving  waters  rais'd  his  head 
To  meet  the  kifs,  the  vulgar  doubt  alone ; 
For  fure  a  prefent  miracle  was  fhown. 
The  Gods  their  fhapes  to  winter-birds  traoflate. 
But  both  obnoxious  to  their  former  fate. 
Their  conjugal  affedlion  ftill  is  ty'd ; 
And  ftill  the  mournful  race  is  niultiply'd  : 
They  bill,  they  tread  :    Alcyone  comprefs'd 
Seven  days  fits  brooding  on  her  floating  neft  : 
A  wintery  queen  :    her  fire  at  length  is  kind. 
Calms  every  ftorm,  and  hufhes  every  wind  ; 
Prepares  his  empire  for  his  daughter's  eafe. 
And  for  his  hatchiijg  nephews  fmoothcs  the  feas 


MSACUS  transformed  into  a  CORMORANT. 


FROM  THE  ELEVENTH  BOOK  OF 


OVID'S    METAMORPHOSES. 


The  SB  fome  old  man  fees  wanton  in  the  air, 

And  praifes  the  unhappy  conftant  pair; 

Then   to   his  friend  the  long-ncck'd  cormorant 

fhows, 
The  former  tale  reviving  others  woes : 
That  fable  bird,  he  cries,  which  cuts  the  flood 
With  flender  legs,  was  once  of  royal  blood  ; 
His  anceflors  from  mighty  Tros  proceed, 
The  brave  Laomedon,  and  Ganymede 
(Whofe  beauty  tempted  Jove  to  fteal  the  boy), 
And  Priam,  haplefs  prince  I  who  fell  -^ith  Troy  : 
Himfclf  was  Hecftor's  brother,  and  (had  fate 
But  given  this  hopeful  youth  a  longer  date) 
Perhaps  had  rival'd  warlike  Hedlor's  worth. 
Though  on  the  mother's  fide  of  meaner  birth; 
Fair  Alyxothoe,  a  country  maid, 
Bare  ^facus  by  ftealth  in  Ida's  fliade. 
He  fled  the  noify  town  and  pompous  court, 
Lov'd  the  lone  hills,  and  fimple  rural  fport. 
And  feldom  to  the  city  would  refort : 
Yet  he  no  ruftic  clownifhnefs  profefl: ; 
Kor  was  foft  love  a  ftranger  to  his  breaft : 
The  youth  had  long  the  nymph  Hefperia  woo'd. 
Oft  through  the  thicket  or  the  mead  purfu'd  : 
Her  haply  on  her  father's  bank  he  fpy'd. 
While  fearlefs  fhe  her  filver  trelTes  dry'd  : 
Away  fhe  fled :    not  ilags  with  half  fuch  fpeed, 
Before  the  prowling  wolf,  feud  o'er  the  mead  ; 
Not  ducks,  when  they  the  fafer  flood  forfake, 
Purfu'd  by  hawks,  fo  fwift  regiiin  the  lake. 
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As  fa{l  he  follow'd  in  the  hot  career  : 

Defire  the  lover  wing'd,  the  virgin  fear. 

A  fnake  unfeen  now  pierc'd  her  hcedlefs  foot :  ") 

Quick  through  the  veins  the  venom'd  juices  f 

ftioot.  f 

She  fell,  and  'fcap'd  by  death  his  fierce  purfuit.J 
Her  lifelefs  body,  frighted,  he  embrac'd; 
And  cry'd.  Not  this  I  dreaded,  but  thy  halle. 
O  had  my  love  been  lefs,  or  lefs  thy  fear  ! 
The  vicftory  thus  bought  is  far  too  dear. 
Accurfed  fnake  !  yet  I  more  curs'd  than  he  ! 
He  gave  the  wound ;    the  caufe  was  given  by 

me. 
Yet  none  fhall  fay,  that  unreveng'd  you  dy'd.    "1 
He  fpoke  ;   then  climb'd  a  cliff's  o'er-hanging  ( 

fide,  f 

And,  refolute,  leap'd  on  the  foaming  tide.  J 

Tethys  receiv'd  him  gently  on  the  wave. 
The  death  he  fought  deny'd,  and  feathers  gave. 
Debarr'd  the  furefl:  remedy  of  grief. 
And  forc'd  to  live,  he  curs'd  th'  unaik'd  relief. 
Then  on  his  airy  pinions  upward  flies,  ~% 

And  at  a  fecond  fall  fuccefslefs  tries  :  > 

The  downy  plume  a  quick  defcent  denies.  j 

Enrag'd,  he  often  dives  beneath  the  wave. 
And  there  in  vain  expecSts  to  find  a  grave. 
His  ceafelefs  forrow  for  th'  unhappy  maid 
Meagred  his  look,  and  offTiis  fpirits  prey'd. 
Still  near  the  founding  deep  he  lives  :  his  name 
from  frecfuent  diving  and  emerging  came. 
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THE    TWELFTH   BOOK  OF 


OVID'S   METAMORPHOSES. 


WHOLLY  TRANSLATED. 


ConneBion  to  the  end  of  the  Eleventh  Book^ 

;:^facus,  the  fon  of  Priam,  loving  a  ccHintry  life,  forfakes  the  court :  living  obfcurely,  he  falFs  in 
love  with  a  nymph  ;  who,  flying  from  him,  was  killed  by  a  ferpent  %.  for  grief  of  this,  he  would 
have  drowned  himfelf ;  but,  by  the  pity  of  the  Gods,  is  turned  into  a  cormorant.  Priam,  not 
hearing  of  iEfacus,  believes  him  to  be  dead,  and  raifes  a  tomb  to  preferve  his  memory.  By  thi» 
tranfition,  which  is  one  of  the  fineft  in  all  Ovid,  the  poet  naturally  falls  into  the  flory  of  the 
Trojan  war,  which  is  fummed  up,  in  the  prefent  book,  but  fo  very  briefly,  in  many  places,  that 
Ovid  feems  more  fliort  than  Virgil,  contrary  to  his  ufual  flyle.  Yet  the  Houfe  of  Fame,  which 
is  here  dcfcribed,  is  one  of  the  moft  beautiful  pieces  in  the  whole  Metamorphcfes.  The  fight  of 
Achilles  and  Cygnus,  and  the  fray  betwixt  the  Lapithre  and  Centaurs,  yield  to  no  other  part  of 
this  poet :  and  particularly  the  loves  and  dea^h  of  Cyllorus  and  Hylonome,  the  male  and  female 
Gentaur,  are  wonderfully  moving. 


J  RiAM,  fo  whom  the  flory  was  unknown, 

Ay  (lead,  dcplor'd  his  metamorphos'd  fon  : 

A  ccn'ifdj.h  hi.«  name  and  title  kept ; 

And  Hc(5lor  round  the  tomb,  with  all  his  bro- 

,  thers  wept. 

This  pious  office  Pari*  did  not  fliare ; 

A'.ifcnt  alone,  a^id  author  of  the  war  ; 

Which,    for    the    Sj.artan    quteu,    the    Grecians 

drew,  ' 

T'  avenge  the  rape,  and  Afia  to  fubdue. 

A  tliuuland  fliipg  were  mann'd,  to  fail  the~) 

fca; 
!Nnr  had  their  jufl:  refentments  found  delay, 
Had    pnt   ti.c  winds  uiid  waves  v'ppos'd  their 

way.  J 


At  Atvlis,  with  united  powers,  they  meet ; 

But    there   crofs   winds    or    calms    detain'd    the 

fleet.         .    ■ 
Now,  while.')iliey  raife  an  altar  on  the  fhore, 
And  Jove  with  folemn  facrlfice  adore, 
A  boding  fign  the  priefts  and  people  fee : 
A  fiiake  of  fize  immenfe  afcends  a  tree, 
And  in  the  leafy  fummit  fpy'd.  a  neft. 
Which,  o'er  her  callow  young,  a  fparrow  prefs'd. 
right  were  the  birds,  unfledg'd  :     their  mother 

flew. 
And  hover'd  round  her  care  ;  but  ftill  in  view  : 
Till  the  lierce  reptile  firli  dcvour'd  t!ie  brood  ; 
Then  fciz'd  the  fluttering  dam,  and  drauk  ho 

bioud. 


TRANSLATIONS    FROM    OVID. 
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Thifi  dire  oftent  the  fearful  people  view ; 
Calchas  alone,  by  PhoebUs  taupjht,  foreknew 
What  heaven  decreed;  and  with  a  fmiling;  glance, 
Thus  gratulates  to  Greece  her  happy  chance. 
O  Argives,  we  (hall  conquer  ;  Trey  is  ours  ; 
But  long  delays  fliall  firft  afflivfl  our  powers : 
.Nine  years  of  labour  the  nine  birds  portend  ; 
The  tenth  fliall  in  the  town's  deftruiftion  end. 

The  ferpent,  who  his  maw  obfcene  had  fiU'd, 
The  branches  in  his  curl'd  embraces  held : 
But,  as  in  fpires  he  flood,  he  turn'd  to  ftone  : 
The  ftony  fnake  retain'd  the  figure  ftill  his  own. 

Yet  not  for  this  the  wind-bound  navy  weigh'd ; 
Slack  were  their  fails ;   and  Neptune  difobey'd. 
Some  thought  him  loth  the  town  Ihould  be  de- 

ftroy'd, 
"Whofe  building  had  his  hands  divine  employ 'd  : 
Not  fo  the  feer ;    who  knew,  and  known  fore- 

fhow'd. 
The  virgin  Phoebe  with  a  virgin's  blood 
Muft  firft  be  reconcil'd  :    the  common  caufe 
Prevail'd ;  and,  pity  yielding  to  the  laws, 
Fair  Iphigenia,  the  devoted  maid, 
Was,  by  the  weeping  priefts,  in  linen  robes  ar- 

ray'd  : 
All  mourn  her  fate  ;  but  no  relief  appear'd  : 
The  royal  vidtim  bound,  the  knife  already  rear'd : 
When  that  offended  power  who  caus'd  their  woe. 
Relenting,    ceas'd    her    wrath,    and    flopp'd  the 

coming  blow. 
A  mift  before  the  minifters  fhe  caft  ; 
And  in  the  virgin's  room  a  hind  ihe  plac'd. 
The  oblation  flain,  and  Phoebe  reconcil'd, 
The  florm  was  hufh'd,  and  dimpled  ocean  fmil'd : 
A  favourable  gale  arofe  from  fhore. 
Which  to  the  port  defir'd  the  Grecian  gallies  bore. 

Full  in  the  midft  of  this  created  fpace. 
Betwixt  heaven,  earth,  aud  Ikies,  there  {lands  a 

place 
Confining  on  all  three  ;  with  trible  bound  ;        "J 
Whence  all  things,  though  remote,  are  view'd/ 

around,  C 

And  thither  bring  their  undulating  found.  J 

The  palace  of  loud  Fame  ;  her  feat  of  power  ; 
Plac'd  on  the  fummit  of  a  lofty  tower  : 
A  thoufand  winding  entries,  long  and  wide. 
Receive  of  frefh  reports  a  flowing  tide  ; 
A  thoufand  crannies  in  the  walls  are  made; 
Nor  gate  nor  bars  exclude  the  bufy  trade. 
'Tis  built  of  brafs,  the  better  to  diffufe 
The  fpreading  founds,  and  multiply  the  news; 
Where  echoes  in  repeated  echoes  play  : 
A  mart  for  ever  full,  and  open  night  and  day. 
Nor  filence  is  within,  nor  voice  exprefs; 
But  a  deaf  noife  of  founds  that  ncvli'  ceafe; 
Coufus'd  and  chiding,  like  the  hollow  roar 
Of  tides,  receding  from  th'  infulted  fhore  ; 
Or  like  the  broken  thunder,  heard  from  far. 
When  Jove  to  diftance  drives  the  rolling  war. 
The  courts  are  fill'd  with  a  tumultuous  din 
Of  crouds,  or  iffuing  forth,  or  entering  in  : 
A  thoioughfare  of  news  ;  where  fome  devife 
Things  never  heard,  fome  mingle  truth  with  lies ; 
The  troubled  air  with  empty  founds  they  beat, 
Intent  to  hear,  and  eager  to  repeat. 


Error  fits  brooding  there,  with  added  train 
Of  vain  credulity,  and  joys  as  vain  : 
Sufpicion,  with  fedition  join'd,  are  near  ; 
And'  rumors  rais'd,  and  murmurs  mix'd,  and  pa- 
nic fear. 
Fam%fits  aloft,  and  fees  the  fubje>£l  ground. 
And  leas  about,   and  Ikies  above,  enquiring  all 
around. 
The    Goddefs    gives    th'  alarm ;    and  foon  is 
known 
The  Grecian  fleet,  defcending  on  the  town. 
Fix'd  on  defence,  the  Trojans  are  not  flow 
To  guard  their  fiiore  from  an  expefted  foe. 
They  meet  in  fight :    by  He<Slor's  fatal  hand 
Protefilaus  falls,  and  bites  the  ftrand, 
Which  with  expence  of  blood  the  Grecians  won. 
And   prov'd   the  fl:rength  unknown   of   Priam'* 

fon ; 
And  to  their  cofl:  the  Trojan  leaders  felt 
The  Grecian  heroes,  and  what  deaths  t'ney  dealt. 

From  thefe  firft  onfets,  the  Sigsan  fliore 
Was    ftrew'd    with    carcafes,    and    ftain'd    with 

gore: 
Neptunian  Cygnus  troops  of  Greeks  had  flain  j 
Achilles  in  his  car  had  fcour'd  the  plain. 
And    clear'd    the    Trojan    ranks :     where'er   he 

fought, 
Cygnus  or  Hedlor  through  the  fields  he  fought : 
Cygnus  he  found;  on  him  his.force  eflay'd  ; 
For  He<5lor  was  to  the  tenth  year  delay'd. 
His  white-man'd  fteeds,  that  bow'd  beneath  th& 

yoke,  \ 

He  cheer'd  to  courage,  with  a  gentle  ftroke  ; 
Then  urg'd  his  fiery  chariot  on  the  foe ; 
And  rifing  ftiook  liis  lance,  in  ail  to  throw. 
But  firft  he  cry'd,  O  youth,  be  proud  to  bear 
Thy  death,  enobled  by  Pcilides'  fpear. 
The  lance  purfued  the  voice  without  delay  ; 
Nor  did  the  whizzing  weapon  niifs  the  way, 
Bat  pierc'd  his  cuirafs,  with  fuch  fury  fent. 
And  fign'J  his  bofom  with  a  purple  dint. 
At  this  the  feed  of  Neptune  :    Gbddefs-born, 
For  ornament,  not  ufe,  thefe  arms  are  worn ; 
This  helm  and  heavy  buckler  I  can  fpare. 
As  only  decorations  of  the  war  : 
So  Mars  is  arm'd  for  glory,  not  for  need. 
'  ris  Ibmewhat  more  frum  Neptune  to  proceed. 
Than  fi-om  a  daughter  of  the  fea  to  fpring  : 
Thy  fire  is  mortal ;  mine  is  Ocean's  king. 
Secure  of  death,  I  ihoutd  contemn  thy  dart. 
Though  naked,  and  impafiable  depart. 
He  laid,  and  threw  :    tht  trembling  weaponT 
pafs'd  [plac'd  f 

Through    nine    bull-hides,    each    under    other  C 
On  his  broad  ftiisld,  and  ftuclc  within  the  laft.    3 
Achilles  wrench'd  it  out,  and  fent  again 
The  hoftile  gift :    the  hoftile  gift  was  vain. 
He  try'd  a  third,  a  tough,  well-chofen  fpear  : 
Th'  inviolable  body  flood  fincere. 
Though  Cygnus  then  did  no  defence  providcj 
But  fcornful  offtr'd  his  linfhielded  fide. 

Not  otherwife  th'  im.patient  hero  far'd. 
Than  as  a  bull,  encorapafs'd  with  a  guards 
Amid  the  circus  roars  :    provok'd  {torn  fatf 
By  fight  of  fcarlct,  and  ai  ftnguine  war< 
X  ij 
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They  quit  their  groiinJ,  his  bended  horns  elude, 
In  vain  purfuiiijj,  and  in  vain  piirfued. 

Before  to  farther  fight  he  would  advance. 
He  Hood  confidering,  and  furvey'd  his  lance  ; 
Doubts  if  he  wielded  not  a  wooden  fpear,  ^^ 
Without    a    point;     he    look'd;    the  poiHt  Was 

there. 
This  is  my  hand,  and  this  my  lance,  he  faid,     T 
By  which  fo  many  thoufand  foes  are  dead  :         > 

0  whither  is  their  uiual  virtue  fled  ?  J 

1  had  it  once;  and  the  LyrnefTian  wall, 
And  Tenedos,  confels'd  it  in  their  fall. 
Tiiy  flrcams,  Caicus,  roll'd  a  crimfou  flood  ; 
And  Thebes  ran  red  with  her  own  natives  blood. 
Twice  Tclephus  cmploy'd  their  piercing  ftecl. 
To  wound  him  firfl,  and  afterward  to  heal. 
*J'he  vigour  of  this  arm  was  never  vain  ;  T 
And  that  my  wonted  provvefs  I  retain,  > 
Witnefs  thefe  heaps  of  flauy;hter  on  the  plain.     J 
He  faid,  and  doubtful  of  his  former  deed;. 

To  foriie  new  trial  of  his  force  proceed*. 

He  chofe  Mensetes  from  among  the  reft ; 

At  him  he  launch'd  his  fpear,  and  pierc'd   his 

hreaft. 
On  the  hard  earth  the  Lycian  knock'd  his  head, 
And  lay  fupine ;  and  forth  the  fpirit  fled. 

Then  thus  the  hero  :    Neither  can  I  blame 
The  hand  or  javelin  ;  both  are  ftill  the  flime. 
'i'he  fame  I  will  cAiploy  againfl  this  foe. 
And  wiih  but  with  the  fame  fuccefs  to  throw. 
So   fpoLe    the    chief;    and   while    he    fpoke   he 

threw  : 
The  weapon  with  unerring  fury  flew, 
At  hi-i  left  fhoulder  aim'd  ;  nor  entrance  found  ; 
But  back,  as  from  a  rock,  with  fwift  rebound 
Harmlcfs  return'd  :    a  bloody  niarii  appear'd, 
Which  with  falfe  joy  the  flatfer'd  hero  cheer'd. 
\H'ound   there  was  none  :    the  blood  that  was  in 

view. 
The  lance  before  from  flain  Mensetes  drew. 
Headlong  he  leaps  from  off  his  lofty  car. 
And  in  dole  fjglit  on  foot  renews  the  war ; 
Raging  with  high  difdain,  repeats  his  blows  : 
Nor  fliield  nor  armour  can  their  force  oppofe  : 
Huge  cantkts  of  his  buckler  drew  the  ground. 
And  no  defence  in  his  bor'd  arms  is  found. 
But  on  lu.s  flcili  no  wound  or  blood  is  feen  : 
The  fword  itfelf  is  bluntsd  on  the  fkin. 

This  vain  attempt  the  chief  no  longer  bears, 
})ut  round  his  hollow  temples  and  his  ears 
]  lis  buckler  beats  :    the  fun  of  Neptune,  ftunn'd 
With  theie  repeated  buffets,  quits  his  ground  : 
A  fickly  fweat  fucceeds,  and  fhades  of  night  ; 
J  averted  nature  fwims  before  his  fight. 
Th'  infulting  vii5tor  pi  tlTes  on  the  more. 
And  treads  the  fleps  the  vanquilh'd  trod  before ; 
Nor  refl  nor  refpite  gives.     A  flone  there  lay 
Behind  his  trembling  ioe,  and  ftopp'd  his  v/ay. 
Achilles  took  tlie  advantage  which  he  found, 
O'erturn'd,    and   pufh'd   l.im   backward  on    the 

ground. 
His  bucklir  held  him  under;  while  he  prefs'd, 
With  both  his  knees  above,  his  panting  breaft  ; 
Unlac'd  his  helm  ;  about  his  chin  the  twift 
He  try'd,  and  foon  the  ftrangled  foul  difmiisM, 
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With  eager  hafle  he  went  to  ftrip  the  dead  : 
The  vanquifh'd  body  from  his  arms  was  fled. 
His  fea-god  fire,  t'  immortalize  h'n  fame. 
Had  turn'd  it  to  the  bird  that  bears  his  name. 

A  truce  fucceeds  the  labours  of  this  day. 
And  arms  fufpended  with  a  long  delay. 
While    Trcjan    wails  are  kept  with  watch   ani 
ward,  [guard. 

The    Greeks    before    their    trenches    mount  the 
The  feaft  approsch'd;    when  to  the  blue-ey'd"J 
maid  ( 

His  vows  for  Cygnus  flain  the  vicSor  paid,  I 

And  a  white  heifer  on  her  altar  laid.  J 

The  reeking  entrails  on  the  fire  they  threw  ; 
And  to  the  Gods  the  grateful  odour  flew. 
Heaven  had  its  part  in  facrifice  :    the  reft 
Was  broil'd  and  roafted  fi>r  the  future  fealt. 
The  chief  invited  guefts  were  fet  around;  "^ 

And    hunger    firft    affuag'd,    the  bowls  were  ( 
crown'd,  [drown'd.r 

M'hich  in  deep  draughts  their  cares  and  labours  J 
The  mellow  harp  did  not  their  ears  employ. 
And  mute  was  ail  the  warlike  fymphony ; 
Difcourfe,  the  food  of  fouh,  was  their  delight. 
And  pleafing  chat  prolong'd  the  fummer's  night. 
The  fubjeft,  deeds  of  arms,  and  valour  fliown, 
Or  on  the  Trojan  fide,  or  on  their  own ; 
Of  dangers  undertaken,  fame  atchiev'd  : 
They  talk'd  by  turns,  the  talk  by  turns  reliev'd. 
What  things  but  thefe  could  fierce  Achilles  tell  ; 
Or  what  could  fierce  Achilles  hear  fo  well .' 
I'he  laft  great  adt  perform'd,  of  Cygnus  flain, 
Did  moft  the  martial  audience  entertain ; 
Wondering  to  find  a  body,  free  by  fate 
From  fleel,  and  which  could  even  that  fleel  re- 
bate : 
Aniaz'd,  their  admiration  they  renew  ; 
And  fcarce  Pelides  could  believe  it  true. 

Then   Neflor  thus :    What  once  this  age  has 
known 
In  fated  Cygnus,  and  in  him  alone, 
Th«fe  eyes  have  feen  in  Cxneus  long  before, 
Wliofe  body  not  a  thoufand  fwords  could  bore. 
Caeneus,  in  courage  and  in  flrength  excell'd. 
And  flill  his  Othrys  with  his  fame  is  fill'd  : 
But  what  did  moft  his  martial  deeds  adorn, 
(Though  finee  he  chang'd  his  fcx)  a  woman  bore. 

A  novelty  fo  ftrange,  and  full  of  fate. 
His  liftening  audience  afk'd  him  to  relate. 
Achilles  thus  commends  their  common  fuit : 
O  father,  firft  for  prudence  in  repute, 
Tell  w-ith  tliat  eloquence  fo  much  thy  own, 
Wliat  thou  haft  heard,  or  what  of  Cxneus  known. 
What  was  he,  whence  his  change  of  fcx  begun. 
What  trophies,  join'd  in  wars  with  thee,  he  won; 
Who  conquer'd  him  ;  and  in  what  fatal  ftrife 
The  youth,  without  a  wound,  could  lofe  his  life  ? 

Neleides  then  :    Though  tardy  age  and  time 
Have  fhrunk  my  finews,  and  decay'J  my  prime  ; 
Though  much  I  have  forgotten  of  my  ftore  ; 
Yet  not  exhaufted,  1  remember  more. 
Of  all  that  arms  atchiev'd,  or  peace  dcfign'd. 
That  aiftion  ftill  is  frtflier  in  my  mind 
Than  aught  befide.     If  reverend  age  can  give 
To  f^th  a  far.ition,  in  my  third  I  live. 
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' Twas  in  my  fecond  century  I  furvey'd 
Young  Cssnis,  then  a  fair  Theffalian  maid  : 
Cienis  the  bright  was  born  to  high  command; 
A  princefs,  and  a  native  of  thy  land, 
Divine  Achilles  :    every  tongue  proclaim'd 
Her  beauty,  and  her  eyes  all  hearts  inllam'd. 
Peleus,  thy  fire,  perhaps  had  fought  her  bed, 
Among  the  re  ft ;  but  he  had  either  led 
Thy  mother  then,  or  was  by  promife  ty'd; 
But  fhe  to  him,  and  all,  alike  her  love  deny'd. 

It  was  her  fortune  once  to  take  her  way 
ftlong  the  fandy  margin  of  the  fea  : 
The  power  of  Ocean  view'd  her  as  (he  pafs'd, 
And,  lov'd  as  foon  as  feen,  by  force  embrac'd. 
So  fame  reports.     Her  virgitj  treafure  feiz'd, 
And  his  new  joys  the  ravifher  fo  pleas'd, 
That  thus,  tranfported,  to  the  nymph  he  cry'd, 
Afk  what  thou  wilt ;  no  prayer  fhall  be  deny'd. 
This  alfo  fame  relates.     The  haughty  fair. 
Who  not  the  rape  ev'n  of  a  God  could  bear. 
This    anfwer,    proud,    return'd :       To    mighty 

wrongs 
A  mighty  recompence  of  right  belongs. 
Give  me  no  more  to  fuffer  fuch  a  fhame, 
But  change  the  woman  for  a  better  name. 
One  gift  for  all.     She  faid  :    and  while  flie  fpoke, 
A  ftern,  majeilic,  manly  tone  fhe  took. 
A  man  fhe  was;  and  as  the  Godhead  fwore, 
To  Caneus  turn'd,  whoT^senis  was  before. 

To  this  the  lover  adds,  without  requeft  : 
No  force  of  fleel  (liould  violate  h.is  breaft. 
Glad  of  the  gift,  the  new-made  warrior  goes, 
And  arms  among  the  Greeks,  and  longs  for  equal 

Now  brave  Pirithons,  bold  Ixion's  fon,       [foes. 
The  love  of  fair  Hippodame  had  won. 
The  c'oud-begotten  race,  half  men,  half  beaft, 
Invited,  came  to  grace  the  nuptial  feafl. 
In  a  cool  cave's  recefs  the  tieat  was  made, 
Whofe  entrance  trees  with  fpreading  boughs  o'er- 
fhade.  [came. 

They  fate ;    and,  fummon'd  by  the  bridegroom, 
To  mix  with  thofe,  the  Lapithssan  name. 
Nor  wanted  I.     The  roofs  with  joy  refound  ; 
'  And  Hymen,  16  Hymen,  rung  around. 
Rais'd  altars  ftione  with  holy  fires.     The  bride. 
Lovely  herfelf  (and  lovely  by  her  fide 
A  bevy  of  bright  nymphs,  with  fober  grace\ 
Came  glittering  like  a  flar,  and  took  her  place. 
Her  heavenly  form  beheld,  all  wifh'd  her  joy; 
And  little  wanted,  but  in  vain,  their  wiflies  all 
employ. 

For  one,  moft  brutal  of  the  brutal  blood, 
Or  whether  wine  or  beauty  fir'd  liis  blood, 
Or  both  at  or.ce,  beheld  with  luflful  eyes 
The  bride;   at  once  refolv'd  to  make  his  prize. 
Down  went  the  board  ;  and  faftening  on  her  hair, 
He  feiz'd  with  fuddsn  force  the  frighted  fair, 
'Twas  Eurytus  began  :    his  beftial  kind 
His  crime  purfued,  and  each  as  pleas'd  his  mind. 
Or  her  whom  chance  prefented  took.     The  feafi 
An  image  of  a  taken  town  exprefs'd. 

The  cave  refounds  with  female  (hrieks.     We 
rife, 
jMad  with  revenge,  to  make  a  fwift  reprife ; 


And  Thefeus  fitfl:  :    What  frenzy  has  poffcfs'd, 
O  Eurytus,  he  cry'd,  thy  brutal  breaft, 
To  wrong  Pirithous,  and  not  him  alone, 
But,  while  I  live,  two  friends  conjoin'd  in  one  ? 

To  juftify  his  threat,  he  thruils  afide 
The  crowd  of  Centaurs,  and  redeems  the  bride. 
The    monfter  nought  reply'dj    fur  words  were 

vain  ; 
And  deeds  could  only  deeds  unjufl  maintain  ; 
But  anfwers  with  his  hand  ;  and  forward  prefs'd. 
With  blows  redoubled,  on  his  face  and  breaft. 
An  ample  goblet  flood,  of  antique  mold, 
Ai^d  rough  with  figures  of  the  rifing  gold  ; 
The  hero  fnatch'd  it  up,  and  tofs'd  in  air. 
Full  at  the  front  of  the  foul  ravifher. 
He  falls  ;  and  falling,  vomits  forth  a  flood 
Of   wine,    and   foam,    and  brains,    and  mingled 

blood. 
Half  roaring  and  half  neighing  through  the  hall. 
Arms,  arms,  the  double-form'd  with  fury  call. 
To  wreak  their  brother's  death,    A  medley  flight 
Of  bowls  and  jars  at  firfl  fupply  the  fight ; 
Once  inftruments  of  feafts,  but  now  of  fate. 
Wine  animates  their  rage,  and  arms  their  hate. 

Bold  Amycus,  from  the  robb'd  veflry  brings 
The  chalices  of  heaven,  and  holy  things, 
Of   precious  weight.      A  fconce,    that  hung  on 

high. 
With  tapers  fiU'd,  to  light  the  facrifty, 
Torn  from  the  cord,  with  his  unhallow'd  hand 
He  threw  amid  the  Lapithaean  bagd. 
On  Celadon  the  ruin  fell,  and  left 
His  face  of  feature  and  of  form  bereft. 
So,  when  fome  brawny  facrl'icer  knocks, 
Before  an  altar  led,  an  offer'd  ox. 
His  eye-balls  rooted  out  are  thrown  tc*  ground  :'% 
His  nofe  difmantlcd  in  his  mouth  is  found,  / 

His  jaws,   cheeks,  front,    one   undiftinguifh'd  T 
wound.  J 

This  Belates,  th'  avenger,  could  not  brook ; 
But,  by  the  foot,  a  maple-board  he  took  ; 
And  hurl'd  at  Amycus,  his  chin  is  bent 
Againft  his  cheft,  and  down  the  Cj;ntaur  fent ; 
Whom  fputtcring  bloody  teeth,  the  fecond  blow 
Of  his  drawn  fword  difpatch'd  to  {hades  below. 

Grineus  was  near;  and  caft  a  furious  look 
On  the  fide  altar,  cens'd  with  facred  fmoke, 
And  bright  with  flaming  fires.     The   Gods,  he 

cry'd. 
Have  with  their  holy  trade  our  hands  fupply 'd  : 
Why  ufe  we  not  their  gifts .'     Then   from   the 

floor 
An  altar-ftone  he  heav'd,  with  all  the  load  it  bore : 
Altar  and  altar's  freight  together  flew 
Where  thickeft  throng'd  the  Lapithasan  crew 
And,  at  once,  Broteas  and  Oryus  flew  : 
Oiyus'  mother,  Mycale,  was  known 
Down  from  herfph^re  to  draw  thelabouringmoon 

Exadius  cry'd,  Unpunifh'd  ftiall  not  go 
This  fa<5l,  if  arms  are  found  againft  the  foe. 
He  look'd  about,  where  on  a  pine  were  fpread 
The  votive  horns  of  a  flag's  branching  head  : 
At  Grineus  thefe  he  throws;  fo  juft  they  fly, 
That  the  Iharp  antler's  ftuck  in  either  eye  : 
Xiij 
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Breathlefs  and  blind  he  fell,  with  blood  befmear'd. 
His  eye-balb  beaten    out  huni;  dangling  on  his 

beard. 
Fierce  Rhsctus,  from  the  hearth,  a  burning  brand 
Stlcdls,  and  whirling  waves  ;  till,  from  his  hand 
The   lire  tcok   flame;    then  dafli'd  it  froni  the 

righr, 
On  fair  Charaxus'  temples,  near  the  fight  : 
The  whifllirg  pell  came  on,  and  pierc'd  the  bone 
And  caught  the  yellow  hair,  that  ihrivel'd  while 

it  fhone. 
Caught,  like  dry  flubble  llr'd,  or  like  feerwood;  ~> 
Yet  from  the  wound  enfued  no  purple  flood;       > 
But  lock'd  a  bubbling  ni.ifs  of  frying  blood.        J 
His  blazing  locks  ftnt  forth  a  crackling  found, 
And  hils'd,  like  red  hot  ir'n  within  the  fmithy 

drown'd. 
The  wounded  warrior  fliook  his  flaming  hair, 
Then  (what  a  teem  of  horfe  could  hardly  rear) 
He   heaves   the   threfaold-flone ;    but  could   rtot 

throw ; 
The  weight  itfelf  forbad  the  threaten'd  blow ; 
Which,    dropping   from   his   lifted    arms,    came 

down 
Full  on  Cometes'  head,  and  crufli'd  his  crown. 
Nor  Rhsetus  then  retain'd  his,  joy  ;  but  laid. 
So  by  their  fellows  may  our  foes  be  fped ! 
Then  with  redoubled  flrokes  he  plies  his  head  : 
The  burning  lever  not  deludes  his  pains; 
But  drives  the  batttr'd  fkull  within  the  brains. 

Thus  flufli'd,  the  conqueror,  with  force renew'd, 
Evagrus,  Dryas,  Corythus,  purfued  : 
Firfl,  Corythus,  with  downy  cheeks,  he  flew  ; 
"Whofe  fall  when  fierce  Evagrus  had  in  view. 
He  cry'd.  What  palm  is  from  a  beardlelsprey  ? 
Rhstus  prevents  what  more  he  had  to  fay  ; 
And  drove  within  his  mouth  the  fiery  death, 
■\Vhich  enter'd  hilTing  in,  and  chok'd  his  breath. 
At  Dryas  nest  he  flew ;  but  weary  chance 
Ko  longer  would  the  fame  fuccefs  advance 
But  while  he  whirl'd  in  fiery  circles  round 
The  brand,  alharpen'd  flake  ftrong  Dryas  fou 
And  in  the  {boulder's  joint  inflidts  the  wou 
The  weapon  ftruck :   which  roaring  out   with 

pain  / 

He  ditvv  :   nor  longer  durft  the  fight  maintain, T 
But  turn'd  his  back,  for  fear;   and  fled  amain,    j 
With  him  fled  Orncus,  with  like  dread  poflefs'd 
Thaumas  and  Mtdon  wounded  in  the  breafl, 
And  Mermeros,  in  the  late  race  renown'd, 
Kow  limping  ran,  and  tardy  with  his  wound. 
Phulus  and  Melaneus  from  fighi.  withdrew. 
And  Ab3s  maiiii'ii,  who  boars  encountering  flew; 
And  Augur  .''.flylDS,  whofc  art  in  vain 
Erom  fight  diffuaded  the  four-footed  train, 
Kow  beat  the  hoof  v  ith  NelTus  on  the  plain; 
But  to  his  fellow  cry'd,  be  I'afcly  flow, 
'I'hy  death  dcfe.T'd  is  due  to  great  Akides'  bow. 

Meantime  flrong  Dryas  urg'd  his  chance  lb  well, 
That  I.ycidas,  Areos,  Imbreus,  fell ; 
All,  or.c  by  one,  and  fi;,;htlng  face  to  face  : 
Crcn;eus  fled,  to  fall  with  moredifgrace  : 
Tor,  fearful  wJdle  he  look'd  behind,  he  bore 
Eetwixt  his  r.olc  and  l.ont,  the  blow  before. 
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Amid  the  noife  and  tumult  of  the  fray. 
Snoring  and  drunk  with  wine,  Aphidas  lay. 
Ev'n  then  the  bowl  within  Lis  hand  he  kept, 
And  on  a  bear's  roujih  bide  fecurely  flept. 
Him  Phorbas  with  his  flying  d;:.rt  transfix'd  : 
Take  thy  next  draught  v.'ith  St^j  gian  waters  mlx'd. 
And  fleep  thy  fill,  th'  iiii'ulting  viclor  cry'd: 
Surpriz'd  with  death  ur.i'eit,  the  Centaur  dy'd ; 
The  ruddy  vomit,  as  he  breath'd  his  foul, 
Repafs'd  his  throat,  and  fill'd  his  empty  bov.'l. 

1  faw  Pctrs:us'  arms  employ'd  around 
A  wcll-gro\\n  oak,  to  root  it  from  the  ground. 
This  way    and    that,    he    wrcnch'd   the    fibrous 

bands. 
The  trunk  was  like  <  fapling  in  his  hands. 
And  ftill  obey'd  the  bent :   while  thus  he  flood, 
Perithous'  dart  drove  on,  and  r.ail'd   him  to  the 

wood. 
Lycus  and  Chromys  fell,  by  him  opprefs'd ; 
Helops  and  De^tys  added  to  the  rcfl 
A  nobler  palm  :   Helops,  through  cither  ear 
Transfix'd,  receiv'd  the  penetrating  fpear. 
This  Di6fys  faw;  and,  feiz'd  with  fudden  fright," 
l^eapt  headlong  from  the  hill  of  ftcepy  hei 
And  crufli'd  an  afli  beneath,  that  could  not! 

his  weight. 
The  fhatter'd  tree  receives  his  fall,  and  ftrikes, 
Withm    his    full   blown   paunth,   the    fharpen'd 

fpikes. 
Strong  Aphareus  had  heav'd  a  mighty  ftone, 
The  Iragmeiit  of  a  rock,  and  would  have  thrown; 
But  Theftus,  with  a  club  of  harden'd  oak, 
The  cubit -bone  of  the  bold  Centaur  broke  ; 
And  left  him  maim'd  ;  nor  fecondedthe  ftroke. 
Then  leapt  on  tall  Bianor's  back  (who  bore 
No  mortal  burden  but  his  own,  before). 
Prefs'd  with  his  knees  his  fides ;  the  double  man, 
His  fpeed  with  fpurs  increas'd,  unwilling  ran. 
One  hand  the  hero  faften'd  on  his  locks; 
His  other  ply'd  him  with  repeated  flrokes. 
The  club  hung  round  his  ears  and  batter'd  brows; 
He   falls ;    and    lafhing    up   his   heels   his    rider 
throws. 
The  fame  Herculean  arm?  Nedymnus  wound  ; 
And  lay  by  him  Lycotas  on  the  ground; 
AlcI  Hi[>pafu5,  whole  beatd  his  breaft  invades  ; 
And  Ripiieus,  haunter  of  the  woodland  Ibades: 
And  Tereus,  us'd  with  m.ouiitain-bears  to  ftrive ; 
And  from  their  dens  to  draw  th'  indignant  beafts 
alive. 
Denroleon  could  not  bear  this  hateful  fight. 
Or  the  long  fortune  of  th'  Athenian  knight : 
But  piill'd  with  all  his  force,  to  diftngage 
From  earth  a  pine,  the  prciducl  cf  an  age  : 
The  root  iluck  fall :  the  broken  trurk  he  fent 
At  Thefeus  :  1  heieufe  frullrates  his  intent, 
And  leaps  afide,  by  Pallas  warn'd,  the  blow 
To  fiiun  (for  lb  he  laid  ;  and  we  bclicv'd  it  fo) 
Yet  not  in  vain  th'  enormous  weightwas  csft  ; 
Which  Crantor's  body  funder'd  at  the  waift  : 
Thy  father's  fqi:ire,  Achilles,  and  his  care; 
Whom  conquer'd  in  the  Delopeian  war. 
Their  king,  his  prefent  ruin  to  prevent, 
\  pledge  of  peace  implor'd,  to  Fcleus  fcnt, 
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Thy  fire,  with  grieving  eyes,  beheld  his  fate ; 
And  cry'd,  Not  long,  lov'd  Crantor,  Ihalt  thou 

wait 
Thy  vow'd  revenge.     At  once  he  iaid,  and  threw 
His  aflien  fpear,  which  quiver'd  as  it  flew, 
With  all  his  force  and  all  his  foul  apply'd  ; 
The  fharp  point  enter'd  in  the  Centaur's  fide  : 
Both  hands,  to  wrench  it  out,  the  monfler  join'd ; 
And  wrench'd  it  out^  but  left  the  fleel  behind. 
Stuck  in  his  l^^ngs  it  flood :  enrag'd  he  rears 
His  hoofs,  and  down  to  ground  thy  father  bears. 
Thus  trampled  under  foot,  his  fhield  defends 
His  head ;  his  other  hand  the  lance  protends. 
Ev'n  while  he  lay  extended  on  the  duft. 
He  fped  the  Centaur,  with  one  fingle  thruft. 
Two  more  his  lance  before  transfix'd  from  far ; 
And  two  his  fword  had  flain  in  clofer  war. 
To  thefe  was  added  Dorylas  :  who  fpread 
A  bull's  two  goring  horns  around  his  head. 
With  thefe  he  pufh'd ;  in  blood  already  dy'd  ; 
Him,  fearlefs,  I  approach'd,  and  thus  defy'd  : 
Now,  monfter,  now,  by  proof  it  fhall  appear. 
Whether  thy  horns  are  Iharper,  or  my  fpear. 
At  this,  I  threw  :  for  want  of  other  ward, 
He  lifted  up  his  hand,  his  front  to  guard. 
His  hand  it  pafs'd,  and  fix'd  it  to  his  brow  : 
Loud  fhouts  of  ours  attend  the  lucky  blow  : 
Him  Peleus  finifh'd,  with  a  fecond  wound,         "^ 
.  Which   through  the  navel  pierc'd :   he  reel'd  ( 

around,  C 

And  dragg'd  his  danglingbowels on  the  ground :  J 
Trod  what   he  dragg'd,    and   what  he   trod  he 

crufh'd  : 
And  to  his  mother  earth  with  empty  belly,  rufh'd. 

Nor  could  thy  form,  O  Cyllarus,  forefliow 
Thy  fate  (if  form  to  monfters  men  allow)  ; 
Juft  bloom'd  thy  beard,  thy  beard  of  golden  hue  : 
Thy  locks,  in  golden  waves,  about  thy  Ihouldei  s 

flew. 
Sprightly  thy  look  :  thy  fhapes  in  every  part 
So  clean,  as  might  inftrudl  the  fculptor's  ar-t. 
As  far  as  man  extended  :  where  began 
The  bead,  the  beaft  was  equal  to  the  man. 
Add  but  a  horfe's  head  and  neck,  and  he, 
O  CaftorJ  Vk'as  a  courfer  worthy  thee. 
So  was  hi*  back  proportion'd  for  the  feat ; 
So  rofe  his  brawny  chefl;   fo  fwiftly  mov'd  his 

feet. 
Coal-black  his  colour,  but  like  jet  it  flione; 
His  legs  and  flowing  tail  were  white  alone. 
Belov'd  by  many  maidens  of  his  kind, 
But  fair  Hylonome  poffefs'd  his  mind ; 
Hyloncme,  for  features,  and  for  face, 
Excelling  all  the  nymphs  of  double  race  : 
Nor  lefs  her  blandilhnients,  than  beauty,  move  ; 
At  once  both  loving  and  confefling  love. 
For  him  (he  drefs'd;  for  him  with  female  care 
She  comb'd,  and  fet  in  curls,  her  auburn  hair._^ 
Of  rofes,  violets,  and  lilies  mix'd. 
And  fprigs  of  flowing  rofemary  betwixt, 
She  form'd  the  chaplet,  that  adora'd  her  front : 
In  waters  of  the  Pegafsean  fount, 
And  in  the  flreams  that  from  the  fountain  play, 
phe  waili'd  her  face,  and  bath'd  her  twice  a-day. 


The  fcarf  of  furs,  that  hung  below  her  fide. 
Was  ermin,  er  the  panther's  fpotted  pride  ; 
Spoils  of  no  common  beaft  :  with  equal  flame 
They  lov'd  :  their  fylvan  pleafures  \vere  the  fame: 
All  day  they  hunted ;  and  when  day  expir'd. 
Together  to  fonie  fhady  cave  retir'd. 
Invited,  to  the  nuptials  both  repair  : 
And,  fide  by  fide,  they  both  engage  in  war. 
Uncertain  from  what  hand,  a  flying  dart 
At  Cyllarus  was  lent,  which  pierc'd  his  heart. 
The  javelin  drawn  from  out  the  mortal  wound. 
He  faints   with  itaggcring  ftcps,  and   fecks  the 

ground : 
The  fair  within  her  arms  receiv'd  his  fall. 
And  flrove  his  wandering  fpirits  to  recal : 
And,  while  her  hand  the  itreaming  blood  oppos'd, 
Join'd  face  t©  face,  his  lips  with  hcr's  flie  closed. 
Stifled  with  kifles,  a  fweet  death  he  dies; 
She  fills  the  fields  with  undiflinguifti'd  cries  : 
At  leafl  her  words  were  in  her  clamour  drown'dj 
For  my  (lunn'd  ears  receiv'd  no  vocal  found. 
In  madnefs  of  her  grief,  fhe  feiz'd  the  dart 
New-drawn,  and  reeking  from  her  lover's  heart ; 
To  her  bare  bofom  the  fharp  point  apply'd,        "^  . 
And  wounded  fell ;  and,  falling  by  his  fide,        f  j 
Embrac'd  him  in  her  arms,  and  thus  embracing  T  j 

dy'd.  J, 

Ev'n  ftill,  methinks,  1  fee  Phaeocomes ; 
Sa-ange  was  his  habit,  and  as  odd  his  drefs. 
Six  lions  hides,  with  thongs  together  fall. 
His  upper  part  defended  to  his  vtiaiA ; 
And  where  man  ended,  the  continued  veft 
Spread  on  his  back  the  houfe  and  trappings  of 

a  beaft. 
A  ftunip  too  heavy  for  a  team  to  draw 
(Ft  feems  a  fable,  though  the  fa-61  I  f«w)  ; 
He  threw  at  Pholon  ;  the  defcending  blow 
Divides  the  fkull,  and  cleaves  his  head  in  two. 
The  brains,  from  nofe  and  mouth,  and  either  ear, 
Came  ifl"uing  out,  as  th:ough  a  colendar 
The  curdled  milk:  or  froiu  the  prefs  the  whey. 
Driven  down  by  weights  above,  is  drain'd  away. 

But  him,  while  ftooping  dov/n  to  fpoil  the  flain, 
Pierc'd  through  the  paunch,  I  tumbled  on  the  plain, 
Theu  Chthonlus  and  Tcleboas  I  flew  : 
A  fork  the  former  arm'd ;  a  dart  his  fellow  threw. 
The  javelia  wounded  me  (behold  the  fear). 
Then  was  my  time  to  feek  tlie  Trojan  war  ; 
Then  I  was  HttSor's  match  in  open  field  ; 
But  he  was  then  unborn;  at  leaft  a  child ; 
Now,  I  am  nothing.     I  forbear  to  tell 
By  Periphactcs  how  Pyretus  fell; 
The  Centaur  by  the  Knight  :  nor  will  I  ftay 
On  Amphix,  or  what  deaths  he  dealt  that  day  : 
What  honour,  with  a  pointlefs  lance,  he  won, 
Stuck  in  the  front  of  a  four-footed  man. 
What  fame  young  Macareus  obtain'd  in  fight  ; 
Or  dwell  on  NefTus,  now  rcturn'd  from  flight.  , 
How  prophet  Mopfus  not  alone  divin'd, 
Whofe  Vi-lour  equal'd  his  forefceing  mind. 

Already  Csneus,  with  his  conquering  hand. 
Had  flaughter'd  five  the  boldeft  of  their  band  ; 
Pyrachmus,  He'ymus,  Antimachui, 
Bronuis  the  brave,  and  ftronger  Stiphclut: 
X  iiij^ 


r,i» 
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Their  names  I  numbetM,  and  remember  well, 
No  trace  remaining,  by  what  wound?  they  fell. 

Latreus,  the  bulkieft  of  the  double  race, 
Whom  the  fpcil'd  arms  of  flain  Hakfus  grace, 
In  years  retaining  ftill  his   yo'ithful  might. 
Though  his  black  hairs  were  iiitcrfpers'd  with 

white. 
Betwixt  th'  embattled  ranks  began  to  prance, 
Proud  of  his  helm,  and  Macedonian  lance; 
And  rode  the  ring  around  ;  that  either  hod 
Might  hfar  him,  while  he  m.ado  this  empty  boaft. 
And  from  a  ftrumpet  fhall  we  fufTer  Hiame  ? 
For  Cxnis  fHll,  not  Caneus,  is  thy  name  : 
And  flill  the  native  foftnefs  of  thy  kind 
Prevails,  and  leaves  the  woman  in  thy  mind. 
Remember   what   thou    wert  :    what   price  was 

paid 
To  change  thy  fex  :  to  make  thee  not  a  maid ; 
And  but  a  man  in  fhew  :  go,  card  and  fpin; 
And  leave  the  bufintfs  of  the  war  to  men. 

While  thus  the  hoafter  exercis'd  his  pride, 
The  fatal  fpear  of  Cseneus  reach'd  his  lide  : 
Juft  in  the  mi.tture  of  the  kinds  it  ran  ; 
Betwixt  the  nether  bead  and  the  upper  man. 
The  monfter  mad  with  rage,  and  flung  with  fmart, 
His  lance  dircAed  at  the  hero's  heart  : 
It  ffrook;   but  bounded  from  his  harden'd  breaft ; 
Like  hail  frt  m  files,  which  the  fafe  houfe  inveft ; 
Nor  feem'd  the  flroke  with  more  effedl  to  come, 
Than  a  fmall  j^ebble  falling  on  a  drum. 
He  next  his  fauchion  try'd,  in  defer  fight ; 
But  the  keen  fauchion  had  no  power  to  bite. 
He  thrufl ,   the  blunted  point  return'd  again. 
Since   downright    blows,   he   cry'd,    and   thrufls 

are  vain. 
I'll  prove  his  fide  :  in  ftrong  embraces  held, 
He  prov'd  his  fide  ;  his  fide   the  fword  repell'd  : 
His  hollow  belly  echo'd  to  the  ftroke  ;  "> 

Untouch'd  his  body,  as  a  folid  rock ;  f 

Aim'd  at  his  neck  at  lafl,  the   blade   in  fhiversT 

broke.  3 

Th'  impaflive  knight  ftood  idle,  to  deride       T 
His  rage,  and  offer'd  oft  his  naked  iide  :  > 

At  length,  Now,  monftcr,  in  thy  turn,  he  cry'd,  j 
Try  thou  the  flrength  of  Ca;neus  :  at  the  word 
He-  thrill]  ;  and  in  his  fhouldcr  pliing'd  the  fword. 
'fhen  writh'd  his  hand;   and  as  he  drove  it  down, 
Deep  in  his  breaft,  made  many  wounds  in  one. 

The  Centaur  faw,  cnrag'd,  th'  unhop'd  fuccefs; 
And  milling  on,  in  crowds,  together  prefs; 
At  him,  and  him  alone,  their  darts  they  threw  : 
Repiils'd  they  from  his  fared  body  flew. 
Amaz'd  thej'  flood  ;  till  Monychus  began, 
O  fliame,  a  nation  conqiier'd  by  a  man  ! 
A  woman-man ;  yet  more  a  man  is  he, 
Than  all  our  race  ;  and  what  he  was,  are  we. 
Now,  what  avail  our  nerves  ?  th'  united  force, 
Of  two  the  ftn-i-rjfc.*!;  cicaturcs,  man  and  horfc  : 
Nor  goddcfs  born,  nor  of  Ixlrn'fi  feed, 
Wc  fecm  (a  lover  built  for  Juno's  bed) ;      [throw 
Maftcr'd  by    this  half  man.      Whole  mountains 
With  woods  at  oner,  arid  bury  him  below. 
Thi-i  only  way  remain?.     Nor  need  we  doubt 
To  choke  the  foul  within,  though  not  to  force 

it  cut. 


Heap  weights,  inflead.  of  wounds  :  lie  chanc'd  to 

fee 
Where  fouthf  rn  florms  had  rooted  up  a  tree  ; 
This,  rais'd  from  earth,  againfl  the  foe  he  threw; 
Th'  example  fhewn,  his  fellow  brutes  purfue. 
With  foreft-loads  the  warrior  they  invade;         ~J 
Othrys  and  Pelion  fnon  were  void  of  ihade ;       / 
And  fpreading  groves  were  naked  mountainsi" 
made.  J 

Prefs'd  with  the  burden,  C.xneus  pants  for  breath  ; 
And  on  his  fhoulders  lieais  the  wooden  death. 
To  heave  th'  intolerable  weight  he  tries; 
At  length  it  rofe  above  his  mouth  and  eyes ; 
Yet  (fill  he  heaves ;  and  flruggliiig  with  defpair. 
Shakes  all  afide,  and  gains  a  gulph  of  air  : 
A  fhort  relief,  which  but  prolongs  his  pain  ; 
He  faints  by  fits,  and  then  refpires  again  : 
At  laft,  the  burden  only  nods  above. 
As  when  an  earthquake  flirs  th*  Idsan  grove. 
Doubtful  his  death  :  he  fuffocated  feem'd 
To  mofl ;  but  otherwife  our  Mopfus  deem'd. 
Who  faid,  he  fav/  a  yellow  bird  arife 
From  out  the  pile,  and  cleave  the  liquid  fkies  : 
I  faw  it  too  :  with  golden  feathers  bright, 
Nor  e'er  before  beheld  fo  flrange  a  fight. 
Whom  Mopfus  viewing,  as  it  Ibar'd  around 
Our  troop,  and  heard  the  pinions  rattling  found, 
All  hail,  he  cry'd,  thy  country's  grace  and  love  ; 
Once  firfl  of  men  below,  now  firft  of  birds  above, 
Its  author  to  the  flory  gave  belief ; 
For  us,  our  courage  was  increas'd  by  grief  : 
Afham'd  to  fee  a  finglc  man,  purfu'd 
With  odds,  to  fink  beneath  a  multitude  ; 
We  pufh'd  the  foe,  and  forc'd  to  fhameful  f^ght ; 
Part  fell ;  and  part  efcap'd  by  favour  of  the  night. 

This  tale,  by  Neftor  told,  did  much  difpleafe 
TIepolemus,  the  feed  of  Hercules : 
For,  often  he  had  heard  his  father  fay,  ~\ 

That  he  himfelf  was  prcfcnt  at  the  fray  ;  > 

And  more  than  fhar'd  the  glories  of  the  day.      J 

Oid  Chronicle,  he  faid,  among  the  reft. 
You  might  have  nam'd  Alcides  at  the  leafl  : 
Is  he  not  worth  your  praife  ?  The  Pylian  prince 
Sigh'd  e'er  he  fpokc ;  then  made  this  proud  de- 
fence. 
My  former  woes,  in  long  oblivion  drown'd, 
I  would  have  loft  ;  but  you  renew  the  wound  : 
Better  to  pafshim  o'er,  than  to  relate 
The  caule  I  have  your  niighfy  fire  to  hate. 
His  fame  has  fill'd  the  world,  and  reach'd  the  fky ; 
(Wliich,  oh,  1  vrifh,  with  truths  I  could  deny)  I 
We   praife  not   He<5torj    though   his  name,   we 

know, 
Is  great  in  arms ;  'tis  hard  to  praife  a  foe. 

He,  your  great  father,  level'd  to  the  ground 
Meffenia's  towers;  nor  better  fortune  found 
Etis,  and  Pylas  ;  that  a  neighbouring  ftatc. 
And  this  my  ov/n  :  both  guiltlefs  of  theirr  fate. 

To  pafs  the  reft,  twelve,  wanting  one,  he  flew; 
My  brethren.  Mho  their  birth  from  Ncleus  drew. 
All  youths  of  early  prcmife,  had  they  liv'd ; 
By  him  they  perifli'd  :   I  alone  fur viv'd. 
The  reft  were  eafy  conqueft  :  but  the  fate 
Of  Peridymenos  is  wondrous  ;,o  relatf , 
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To  him  our  common  grandfire  of  the  main 
Had  given  to  change  his   form,  and,  chang'd,  re- 
fume  again. 
Vary'd  at  pleafure,  every  fhape  he  try'd  ; 
And  in  all  hearts  Alcides  dill  defy'd  : 
Vanquifli'd  on  earth,  at  length  he  foar'd  above  ; 
Chang'd  to  the  bird,  that  bears  the  bolt  of  Jove  : 
The  new  diflembled  eagle,  now  endu'd 
With  peak  and  pounces,  Hercules  purfu'd. 
And  cuff'd  his  manly  cheeks,  and  tore  bis  face  ; 
Then,  fafe  retir'd,  and  tour'd  in  empty  fpace. 
Alcides  bore  not  long  his  flying  foe, 
But,  bending  his  inevitable  bow, 
Reach'd  him  in  air,  fufpended  as  he  flood  ; 
And  in  his  pinion  fix'd  the  feather'd  wood. 
Light  was  the  wound  ;  but  in  the  fmew  hung 
The  point ;  and  his  difabled  wing  unftrung. 
He  wheel'd  in  air,  and  ftretch'd  his  vans  in  vain ; 
His  vans  no  longer  could  his  flight  fuftain  : 
For  while  one  gather'd  wind,  one  unfupply'd 
Hung  drooping  down  ;  nor  pois'd  his  other  fide. 
He  fell :  the  fhaft,  that  flightly  was  imprefs'd, 
Now  from  his  heavy  fall  with  weight  increas'd. 
Drove  through  his  neck,  aflant ;   he  fpurns  the 

ground. 
And  the  foul  ifliies  through  the  weazon's  wound. 

Now,  brave  commander  of  the  Rhodian  feas, 
What  praife  is  due  from  me  to  Hercules  ? 
Silence  is  all  the  vengeance  I  decree 
For  my  flain  brothers ;  but  'tis  peace  with  thee. 

Thus  with  a  flowing  tongue  old  Neftor  fpoke  : 
Then,  to  full  bowls  each  other  they  provoke  : 
At  length,  with  wearinefs  and  wine  opprefs'd, 
They  rife  from  table,  and  withdraw  to  reft. 

The  fire  of  Cygnus,  monarch  of  the  main,     T 
Mean  time,  laments  his  fon,  in  battle  flain  :        > 
And  vows  the  vidor's  death,  nor  vows  in  vain.j 
For  nine  long  years  the  fmother'd  pain  he  bore 
(Achilles  was  not  ripe  for  fate  before) : 
Then  when  he  faw  the  promis'd  hour  was  near, 
He  thusbefpoke  the  God  that  guides  the  year. 
Immortal  offspring  of  my  brother  Jove  ; 
My  brighteft  nephew,  and  whom  befl  I  love, 
Whofe  hands  were  join'd  with  mine,  to  raife  the 

wall 
Of  tottering  Troy,  now  nodding  to  her  fall ; 
Doft  thou  not  mourn  our  power  employ'd  in  vain. 
And  the  defenders  of  our  city  flain  ? 
To  pafs  the  reft,  could  noble  Hedor  lie 
Unpity'd,  dragg'd  around  his  native  Troy  ? 
And  yet  the  murderer  lives  :   himfelf  by  far  ' 
A  greater  plague,  than  all  the  wafteful  war  : 
He  lives;  the  proud  Pelides  lives,  to  boaft 
Our  town  deflroy'd,  our  common  labour  loft  ! 


O,  could  I  meet  him!  but  I  wifti  too  late ; 
To  prove  my  trident,  is  not  in  his  fate. 
But  let  him  try  (for  that's  allow'd)  thy  dart, 
And  pierce  his  only  penetrable  part. 

Apollo  bows  to  the  fuperior  throne  ; 
And  to  his  uncle's  anger  adds  his  own. 
Then  in  a  cloud  involv'd,  he  takes  his  flight. 
Where  Greeks  and  Trojans  mix'd  in  mortal  fight; 
And  found  out  Paris,  lurking  where  he  flood, 
And  ftain'd  his  arrows  with  plebeian  blood  : 
Phoebus  to  him  alone  the  God  confefs'd, 
Then  to  the  recreant  knight  he  thus  addrefs'd  : 
Doft  thou  not  blufti,  to  fpend  thy  fhafts  in  vain 
On  a  degenerate  and  ignoble  train  ? 
If  fame,  or  better  vengeance,  be  thy  care, 
Their  aim,  and,  with  one  arrow,  end  the  war.    ' 

He  faid,  and   fhew'd  from  far  the  blazing^ 
ftiield  I 

Andfword, which  but  Achilles  none  could  wield;  y 
And   how    he   mov'd  a  God,  and  mow'd  the  { 
ftanding  field.  J 

The  Deity  himfelf  diredls  aright 
Th'  invenom'd  fhaft ;  and  wings  the  fatal  flight. 

Thus  fell  the  foremoft  of  the  Grecian  name ; 
And  he,  the  bafe  adulterer,  boafts  the  fame. 
A  fpe£lac!e  to  glad  the  Trojan  train  ; 
And  pleafe  old  Priam,  after  Hecftor  flain. 
If  by  a  female  hand  he  had  forefeen  "J 

He  was  to  die,  his  wifli  had  rather  been  / 

The  lance  and  double  ax  of  the  fair  warrior  T 
queen.  j 

And  now,  the  terror  of  the  Trojan  field, 
The  Grecian  honour,  ornament,  and  fhield. 
High  on  a  pile,  th'  unconquer'd  chief  is  plac'd  : 
The  God  that  arm'd  him  firft,  confum'd  at  laft. 
Of  all  the  mighty  man,  the  fniall  remains 
A  little  urn,  and  fcarcely  fiU'd,  contains. 
Yet  great  in  Homer,  ftill  Achilles  lives ; 
And,  equal  to  himfelf,  himfelf  furvives. 

His  buckler  owns  its  former  lord,  and  bring* 
New  caufe  of  ftrife  betwixt  contending  kings; 
Who  worthieft,  after  him,  his  fword  to  wield^ 
Or  wear  his  armour,  or  fuflain  his  fliield. 
Ev'n  Diomede  fat  mute,  with  down-caft  eyes; 
Confcious  of  wanted  worth  to  win  the  prize  : 
Nor  Menelaus  prefum'd-thefe  arms  to  claim. 
Nor  he  the  king  of  men,  a  greater  name. 
Two  rivals  only  rofe  :  Laertes'  fon, 
And  the  vaft  bulk  of  Ajax  Telamon. 
The  king,  who  cherifh'd  each  with  equal  love. 
And  from  himfelf  all  envy  would  remove, 
Left  both  to  be  determin'd  by  the  laws ; 
And  to  the  Grecian  chiefs  transferr'd  the  caufe. 


THE 


SPEECHES  OF  AJAX  ANDULTSSES. 


FROM  THE  THIRTEENTH  BOOK  OF 


OVID'S   METAMORPHOSES. 


XsE  chiefs  were  fet,  the  foldiers  crown'd  the 

field: 
To  thefe  the  mafter  of  the  fevenfold  fhield 
Upftarted  fierce  :  and  kindled  with  difdain, 
Eager  to  fpeak,  unable  to  contain 
His  boiling  rage,  he  roll'd  his  eyes  around 
The  fhore,  and  Grecian  gallies  haul'd  a-ground. 
Then  ilretching  out  his  bands,  O  Jove,  he  cry'd. 
Mull  then  cur  caufe  before  the  fleet  be  try'd  ? 
And  dares  Ulyffes  for  the  prize  contend, 
In  fight  of  what  he  durll  not  once  defend  ? 
But  bafely  fled  that  memorable  day. 
When  I  from  Hedtor's  hands  redeem'd  the  flam- 
ing prey. 
So  much  'tis  fafer  at  the  noify  bar 
With  words  to  flourifti,  than  engage  in  war. 
By  different  methods  we  maintain'd  our  right, 
Kor  am  I  m.idc  to  talk,  nor  he  to  fight. 
In  bjoody  fields  I  labour  to  be  great ; 
His  arms  are  a  fmooth  tongue,  and  foft  deceit. 
Nor  need  I  fpeak  my  deeds,  for  thefe  you  fee ; 
The  fun  and  day  are  witneffes  for  me. 
I<et  him  who  fights  unfecn  relate  his  own, 
And  vouch'd  the  filent  flars  and  confcious  moon. 
Great  is  the  prize  demanded,  1  confefs, 
But  fuch  an  abjed  rival  makes  it  kfs. 


That  gift,  thofe  honours,  he  but  hop'd  to  gain, 
Can  leave  no  room  for  Ajax  to  be  vain  : 
Lofing  he  wins,  becaufe  his  name  will  be 
Ennobled  by  defeat,  who  durft  contend  with  me. 
Were  mine  own  valour  queftion'd,  yet  my  blood 
Without  that  plea  would  make  my  title  good  : 
My  fire  was  'I'elaraon,  whofe  arms,  employ'd 
With  Hercules,  thefe   Trcjan   walls  deftroy'd  ; 
And  who  before,  with  Jafon,  fent  from  Greece, 
In  the  firft  ftiip  brought  home  the  golden  fleece  : 
Great  Telamon  from  ^acus  derives 
His  birth  (t!i'  inquifitor  of  guilty  lives 
In  ftiades  below ;  where  Sifyphus,  whofe  fon 
This  thief  is  thought,  rolls  up  the   reftlefs  heavy 
Jufl  .ffiacus  the  king  of  Gods  above  [flione). 

Begot :  thus  Ajax  is  the  third  from  Jove. 
Nor  flioidd  1  feek  advantage  from  my  line, 
Unlijfs,  Achilles,  it  were  mix'd  with  thine  :  j 
As  next  of  kin  Achilles'  arms  I  claim  ; 
This  fellow  wduld  ingraft  a  foreign  name 
Upon  our  flock,  and  the  Sifyphian  feed 
By  fraud  and  theft  aflerts  his  father's  breed. 
Then  mu;t  I  lofe  thefe  arms,  becaufe  1  came 
To  fight  uncali'd,  a  voluntary  name  ? 
Nor  fliunn'd  the  caufe,  but  offer'd  you  my  aid, 
While  he  long  lurking  was  to  war  betray 'd  ; 
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Forc'd  to  the  field  he  came,  but  in  the  rear ; 
And  feign'd  diftraftion  to  conceal  his  fear  : 
Till  one  more  cunning  caught  him  in  the  fnare, 
(111  for  hirufelf)  and  dragg'd  him  into  war. 
Now  let  a  hero's  arms  a  coward  veft, 
And  he,  who  fliunn'd  all  honours,  gain  the  beft  ; 
And  let  me  (land  excluded  from  my  right, 
Robb'd  of  my  kinfman's  arms,  who  firft  appear'd 

in  fight. 
Better  for  us,  at  home  he  had  remain'd, 
Had  it  been  true  the  madncis  which  he  feign'd, 
(Or  fo  believ'd  ;  the  lefs  had  been  our  ftiame, 
The  lefs  his  coiinfel'u  crime,  which  brands  the 

Grecian  name ; 
Nor  Philo6tetes  had  been  left  inclos'd 
In  a  bare  iile,  to  wants  and  pains  expos'd, 
Where  to  the  rocks,  with  folitary  groans, 
His  fuiFcrings  and  our  bafenefs  he  bemoans ; 
And  wifhes  (fo  may  heaven  his  wifh  fulfill) 
The  due  reward  to  him  who  caus'd  his  ill. 
Now  he,  with  us  to  Troy's  deftrudlion  fworn, 
Our  brother  of  the  war,  by  whom  are  borne 
Alcides'  arrows,  pent  in  narrow  bounds. 
With  cold  and  hunger  pinch'd,  and  pain'd  with 

wounds. 
To  find  him  food  and  cloathing,  muft  employ 
Againft  the  birds  the  fhaftsdue  to  the  fate  of  Troy. 
Yet  ftill  he  lives,  and  lives  from  trcafon  free, 
Becaufe  he  left  UlylTcs'  company  : 
Poor  Palamede  might  wifli,  fo  void  of  aid 
Rather  to  have  been  left,  than  fo  to  death  be- 

tray'd. 
The  coward  bore  the  man  immortal  fpite. 
Who  ftiam'd  him  out  of  madnefs  into  fight  : 
Nor,  daring  otherwife  to  vent  his  hate  ; 
Accus'd  him  firft  of  treafon  to  the  ftate ; 
And  then  for  proof  produc'd  the  golden  ftore 
Himfelf  had  hidden  in  his  tent  before  : 
Thus  of  two  champions  he  depriv'd  our  hoft. 
By  exile  one,  and  one  by  treafon  loft. 
Thus  fights  Ulyfles,  thus  his  fame  extends, 
A  formidable  man,  but  to  his  friends : 
Great,  for  what  greatnefs  is  in  words  and  found  : 
Ev'n  faithful  Neftor  lefs  in  both  is  found  : 
But  that  he  might  without  a  rival  reign, 
He  left  his  faithful  Neftor  on  the  plain  ; 
Forfook  his  friend  ev'n  at  his  utmoft  need. 
Who  tir'd  and  tardy,  with  his  wounded  fteed, 
Cry'd  out  for  aid,  and  call'd  him  by  his  name  ; 
But  cowardice  has  neither  ears  nor  fliame  : 
Thus  fled  the  good  old  man,  bereft  of  aid, 
And,  for  as  much  as  lay  in  him,  betray'd. 
That  this  is  not  a  fable  forg'd  by  me, 
Like  one  of  his,  an  Ulyffean  lie, 
I  vouch  ev'n  Diomede,  who,  though  his  friend, 
Cannot  that  ad!  excufe,  much  lefs  defend  : 
He  call'd  him  back  aloud,  and  tax'd  his  fear ; 
And  fure  enough  he  heard,  but  durft  not  hear. 
The  Gods  with  equal  eyes  on  mortals  look ; 
He  juflly  was  forfaken,  who  forfook  : 
tVanted  that  fuccour  he  refus'd  to  lend, 
Found  every  fellow  fuch  another  friend  : 
No  wonder,  if  he  roar'd  that  all  might  hear, 
Hie  elocution  was  incrcas'd  by  feai  ; 


I  heard,  I  ran,  1  found  him  out  of  breath, 

Pale,  trembling,   and   half  dead    with    fear    of 

death. 
Though  he  had  judg'd  himfelf  by  his  own  laws. 
And  flood  condemn'd,  I  help'd  the  common  caufe: 
With  my  broad  buckler  hid  him  from  the  foe  ; 
(Ev'n  the  fhield  trembling  as  he  lay  below); 
And  from  impending  fate  the  coward  freed  : 
Good  heaven  forgive  me  for  fo  bad  a  deed  '. 
If  ftill  he  will  perfift,  and  urge  the  ftrife, 
Firft  let  him  give  me  back  his  forfeit  life  : 
Let  him  return  to  that  opprobrious  field  ; 
Again  creep  under  my  protedling  fliield  : 
Let  him  lie  wounded,  let  the  foe  be  near. 
And  let  his  quivering  heart  confefs  his  fear ; 
There  put  him  in  the  very  jaws  of  fate ; 
And  let  him  plead  his  caufe  in  that  eftate  : 
And  yet,  when  fiiatch'd  from  death,  when  fronx 

below 
My  lifted  fliield  I  loos'd  and  let  him  go, 
Good  heavens,  how  light  he  rofe,  with  what  s 

bound 
He  fprung  from  earth,  forgetful  of  his  wound  : 
How  frefli,  how  eager  then  his  feet  to  ply ; 
Who  had  not  ftrength  to  ftand,  had  fpeed  to  fly  1 
Hedlor  came  on,  and  brought  the  Gods  along ; 
Fear  fsiz'd  alike  the  feeble  and  the  ftrong  : 
Each  Greek  was  an  Ulyfles ;  fuch  a  dread 
Th'  approach,  and  ev'n  the  found, of  Hedtor  bred  : 
Him,  flefli'd  with  flaughter,  and  with  conquefl: 

crown'd, 
I  met,  and  overturn'd  him  to  the  ground. 
When  after,  matchlefs  as  he  deem'd  in  might. 
He  challeng'd  all  our  hoft  to  fingle  fight, 
All  eyes  were  fix'd  on  me  :  the  lots  were  thrown ; 
But  for  your  champion  I  was  wifti'd  alone  : 
Your  vows  were  heard  ;  we  fought,  and  neither 

yield  ; 
Yet  I  return'd  unvanquifli'd  from  the  field. 
With  Jove  to  friend  th'  infulting  Trojan  came, 
And  nienac'd  us  with  force,  our  fleet  with  flame : 
Was  it  the  ftrength  of  this  tongue-valiant  lord. 
In  that  black  hour  that  fav'd  you  from  thefwordJ 
Or  was  my  breaft  expos'd  alone,  to  brave 
A  thoufand  fwords,  a  thoufand  fhips  to  fave  ? 
The  hopes  of  your  return  1  and  can  you  yield. 
For  a  fav"d  fleet,  lefs  than  a  fingle  fliield  ? 
Think  it  no  boaft,  O  Grecians,  if  I  deem 
Thefe  ai-ms  want  Ajax,  more  than  Ajax  them; 
Or,  I  with  them  an  equal  honour  (hare ; 
They  honour'd  to  be  worn,  and  I  to  wear. 
Will  he  compare  my  courage  with  his  flight  ? 
As  well  he  may  compare  the  day  with  night- 
Night  is  indeed  the  province  of  his  reign  ;  -y 
Yet  all  his  dark  exploits  no  more  contain,  C 
Than  a  fpy  taken,  and  a  fleeper  flain  ;                 j 
A  prieft  made  prifoner,  Pallas  made  a  prey  :      ") 
But  none  of  all  thefe  aiflions  done  by  day  :         .{ 
Nor  aught  of  thefe  was  done  and  Diomede  a-  C 

way.  J 

If  on  fuch  petty  merits  you  confer 
So  vaft  a  prize,  let  each  his  portion  fliare  ; 
Make  a  juft  dividend  ;  and  if  not  all. 
The  greater  part  to  Diomede  will  fall. 
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But  why  for  Ithacus  fuch  arms  as  thofe, 
Who  naked  and  by  night  invades  his  foes  ? 
The  glittering  hehn  by  moonlight  will  proclaim 
The  latent  robber,  and  prevent  his  game  : 
Nor  could  he  hold  his  tottering  head  upright 
Beneath  that  motion,  or  fuftain  the  weight ; 
Nor  that  right  arm  couM  tols  the  beamy  lance  ; 
Much  lefs  the  left  that  ampler  fliield  advance  ; 
Ponderous  with  precious  weight,  and  rough  with 

coft 
Of  the  round  world  in  rifing  gold  embofs'd. 
That  orb  would  ill  become  his  hand  to  wield, 
And  look  as  for  the  gold  he  ftole  the  {hield  ; 
Which  fhould  your  error  on  the  wretch  beftftw, 
It  would  not  freighten,  but  allure  the  foe  : 
Why  aiks  he,  what  avails  him  not  in  fight. 
And  would  but  cumber  and  retard  his  flight, 
In  which  his  only  excellence  is  plac'd  ? 
You  give  him  death,  that  intercept  his  hafte. 
Add,  that  his  own  is  yet  a  maiden  fhield, 
Kor  the  leaft  dint  has  fuffer'd  in  the  field, 
Guiltlefs  of  fight;  mine  batter'd,  hew'd,  and  bor'd, 
Worn  out  of  fervice,  muil  forfake  his  lord. 
What  farther  need  of  words  our  right  to  fcan  ? 
My  arguments  are  deeds,  let  aiSion  fpeak  the  man. 
Since  from  a  champion's  arms  the  flrife  arofe, 
So  call  the  glorious  prize  amid  the  foes ; 
Then  fend  us  to  redeem  both  arms  and  (hield, 
And  let  him  wear  who  wins  them  in  the  field. 

He  faid  :  a  murmur  from  the  multitude. 
Or  fomewhat  like  a  ftifled  fhout,  enfued  : 
Till  from  his  feat  arofe  Laertes'  fon, 
Look'd  down  awhile,  and  paus'd  e'er  he  begun  ; 
Then  to  th'expeding  audience  rais'd  his  look, 
And  not  without  prepar'd  attention  fpoke  : 
Soft  was  his  tone,  and  fober  was  his  face  ; 
Atflion  his  words,  and  words  his  acflion  grace. 
If  heaven,  my  lords,  had   heard  our  common 
prayer. 
Thefe  arms  had  caus'd  no  quarrel  for  an  heir; 
Still  great  Achilles  had  his  own  poflefs'd, 
And  we  with  great  A.chiiles  had  been  blefs'd. 
15ut  fmce  hard  fate,  and  heaven's  fevere  decree, 
Have  ravifli'd  him  avi'ay  from  ycu  and  me 
(At  this  he  figh'd,  and  wip'd  his  eyes,  and  drew, 
Or  fecm'd  to  draw,  lonie  drops  of  kindly  dew)  ; 
Who  better  can  fucceed  Achilles  loft, 
Than  he  who  gave  Achilles  to  your  hoft  ? 
This  only  I  requeft,  that  neither  he 
May  gain,  by  being  what  he  feems  to  be, 
A  flupid  thing,  nor  I  may  lofe  the  prize. 
By  having  fcnfe,  which  heaven  to  him  denies  : 
Since,  great  or  fmall,  the  talent  I  enjoy'd 
Wasevtr  in  the  common  caufe  employ'd  : 
Nor  let  my  wit,  and  wonted  eloquence. 
Which  often  has  been  us'd  in  your  dciencc 
And  in  my  own,  this  only  time  be  brought 
To  bear  againft  myfelf,  and  dccm'd  a  fault. 
Make  not  a  crime  where  nature  made  it  none ; 
for  every  man  may  freely  ufc  his  own. 
The  deeds  of  long  dcfcended  ancellors 
Are  but  by  grace  of  imputation  ourt, 
Theirs  in  cffcifl :   but  fince  he  draws  his  line 
From  Jove,  and  feems  to  plead  a  right  divine  ; 


From  Jovt,  like  him,  I  claim  my  pedigree, 

And  am  defcended  in  the  fame  degree  : 

My  fire  Laertes  was  Arcefius'  heir, 

Arcefius  was  the  fon  of  Jupiter  : 

No  parricide,  no  banilh'd  man,  is  knowH 

In  all  my  line  :  let  him  excufe  his  own. 

Hermes  ennobles  too  my  mother's  fide. 

By  both  my  parents  to  the  Gods  ally'd ; 

But  not  becaufe  that  on  the  female  part 

My  blood  is  better,  dare  I  claim  defert. 

Or  that  my  fire  from  parricide  is  free ; 

But  judge  by  merit  betwixt  him  and  me  : 

The  prize  be  to  the  beft :  provided  yet. 

That  Ajax  for  a  while  his  kin  forget. 

And  his  great  fire,  and  greater  uncle's  name, 

To  fortify  by  them  his  feeble  claim  : 

Be  kindred  and  relation  laid  afide. 

And  honour's  caufe  by  laws  of  honour  try'd  : 

For  if  he  plead  proximity  of  blood. 

That  empty  title  is  with  eafe  withftood. 

Peleus,  the  hero's  fire,  more  nigh  than  he, 

And  Pyrrhus  his  undoubted  progeny, 

Inherit  firfl  thefe  trophies  of  the  field ; 

To  Scyros,  or  to  Phthia,  fend  the  fliield  : 

And  Teucer  has  an  uncle's  right ;  yet  he         ^ 

Waves  his  pretenfions,  nor  contends  with  me. 

Then,  fince  the  caufe  on  pure  defert  is  plac'd, 
Whence  fhall  I  take  my  rife,  what  reckon  laft  ? 
I  not  prefume  on  every  ai5t  to  dwell, 
But  take  thefe  few,  in  order  as  they  fell. 

Thetis,  who  knew  the  fates,  apply'd  her  car<j 
To  keep  Achilles  in  difguife  from  war  ; 
And  till  the  threatening  influence  were  pafl:, 
A  woman's  habit  on  the  hero  caft. 
All  eyes  were  cozen'd  by  the  borrow'd  veft, 
And  Ajax  (never  wifer  than  the  reft) 
Found  no  Pelides  there  :  at  length  I  came 
With  profTcr'd  wares  to  this  pretended  dame ; 
She,  not  difcovcr'd  by  her  mien  or  voice, 
Betray'd  her  manhood  by  her  manly  choice; 
And  while  on  female  toys  her  fellows  look, 
Grafp'd  in  her  warlike  hand,  a  javelin  fliook ; 
Wliom,  by  this  adt  reveal'd,  I  thus  befpoke  ; 
O  Goddefs  born  !  refift  not  heaven's  decree, 
The  fall  of  Ilium  is  referv'd  for  thee  ; 
Then  feiz'd  him,  and,produc'd  in  open  light, 
Sent  blulhing  to  the  field  the  fatal  knight. 
Mine  then  are  all  hisadlionsof  the  war  ; 
Great  Telephus  was  conquer'd  by  my  fpear, 
And  after  cur'd  :  to  me  the  Thebans  owe, 
Lefljos  and  Tencdos,  their  over  overthrow  ; 
Scyros  and  Cylla  :  not  on  all  to  dwell, 
By  me  Lyrnefus  and  ftrong  Chryfa  fell : 
And  fince  I  fc-nt  the  man  who  Hc6lcr  flew. 
To  me  the  noble  Hedtor's  death  is  due  : 
Thofe  arms  I  put  into  his  living  hand, 
Thofe  arms,  Pelides  dead,  1  now  demand. 

When    Greece    was    injur'd    in    the    Spartan 
ptince, 
And  met  at  Aulis  to  revenge  th'  offence, 
'Twas  a  dead  calm,  or  adverfe  blafts,  that  reign'd, 
And  in  the  port  the  wind-bound  fleet  dctain'd  : 
Bad  figns  were  feen,  and  oracles  fevere 
Were  daily  thunder'd  in  our  genf  rul's  car : 
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That  by  his  daughter's  blood  we  mufl.  appeafe 
Diana's  kindled  wrach,  and  free  the  feas. 
Affedlion,  intereft,  fame,  his  heart  aflail'd  ; 
But  foon  the  father  o'er  the  king  prevaii'd  : 
Bold,  on  himfelf  he  took  the  pious  crime. 
As  angry  with  the  Gods,  as  they  with  him. 
No  fubjedl  could  fuftain  their  fovereign's  look, 
Till  this  hard  enterprize  I  undertook  : 
I  only  durfl;  th'  imperial  pov/er  control. 
And  undtrmin'd  the  parent  in  his  foul ; 
Forc'd  hini  t'  exert  the  king  for  common  good, 
And  pay  our  ranfotn  with  his  daughter's  blood. 
Never  was  caufe  more  difficult  to  plead. 
Than  where  the  judge  againft  himfelf  decreed  : 
Yet  this  f  won  by  dint  of  argument ;  "^ 

The  wrongs  his  injur'd  brother  underwent,         > 
And  his  own  office,  fham'd  him  to  confent.  j 

'Twas  harder  yet  to  move  the  mother's  mind. 
And  to  this  heavy  talk  was  I  defign'd  : 
Reafons  againft  her  love  I  knew  were  vain  : 
I  circumvented  whom  I  could  not  gain  : 
Had  Ajax  been  employ'd,  our  flacken'd  fails 
Had  ftill  at  Aulis  waited  happy  gales. 

Arriv'd  at  Troy,  your  choice  was  fix'd  on  me. 
A  fearlefs  envoy,  fit  for  a  bold  embaffy  : 
Secure,  I  enter'd  through  the  hoftile  court, 
Glittering  with  fteel  and  crowded  with  refort  : 
There  in  the  midft  of  arms,  I  plead  our  caufe, 
Urge  the  foul  rape,  and  vinlated  laws  ; 
Accufc  the  foes,  as  authors  of  the  ftrjfe, 
Reproach  the  ravilher,  demand  the  wife. 
Priam,  Antenor,  and  the  wifer  few, 
1  mov'd  ;  but  Paris  and  his  lawlefs  cre\v 
Scarce  held  their  hands,  and  lifted  fwords :   but 

Hood 
In  ad  to  quench  their  impious  thlrft  of  blood  ; 
This  Menelaus  knows  ;  expos'd  to  fhare 
With  me  the  rough  preludium  of  the  war. 

Endlefs  it  were  to  tell  what  I  have  done, 
In  arms,  or  counlel,  fince  the  liege  begun  : 
The  firft  encounters  part,  the  foe  repell'd, 
They  lkulli;'d  within  the  town,  we  kept  the  Seld, 
War  feem'd  afleep  for  nine  long  years  ;  at  length, 
Both  fides  refolv'd  to  pufli,  we  try'd  our  ftrength. 
Now  what  did  Ajax  while  our  arms  t  jok  breath, 
Vers'd  oidy  in  the  grofs  mechanic  trade  of  death  ? 
If  you  require  my  deeds,  with  ambulb'd  arms 
I  trapp'd  the  foe,  or  tir'd  with  falfc  alarms  ; 
Secur'd  the  fhips,  drew  lines  along  the  plain. 
The  fainting  cheer'd,  chaftis'd  the  rebel  train. 
Provided  forage,  our  fpent  arms  renew 'd  ; 
Employ'd  at  home,  or  fent  abroad,  the  common 
caufe  purlu'd. 

The  king,  deluded  in  a  dream  by  Jove, 
Defpair'd  to  take  the  town,  and  order'd  to  remove. 
What  fubjeift  durft;  arraign  the  power  fupreme, 
Producing  Jove  to  juflify  his  dream  ? 
Ajax  might  wi(h  the  foldiers  to  retain 
From  ihamcful  flight,  but  wifhes  were  in  vain  ; 
As  wanting  of  effeA  had  been  his  words, 
Snch  as  of  courfe  his  thundering  {ongue  affords. 
But  did  this  boafter  threaten,  did  he  pray, 
Or  by  his  own  example  urge  their  Hay? 
None^  none  of  thefe,  but  ran  himfelf  away. 
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I  faw  him  run,  and  was  afliam'd  to  fee  ; 

Who  ply'd  his  feet  fo  fall  to  get  aboard  as  he  ? 

Then,  fpeeding  through  the  place,  I  made  a" 

fland. 
And  loudly  cry'd,  O  bafc  degenerate  band, 
To  leave  a  town  already  in  your  hand. 
After  fo  long  expence  of  blood,  for  fame. 
To  bring  home  nothing  but  perpetual  fhame! 
Thefe  words,  or  what  I  have  forgotten  fince, 
(For  grief  infpir'd  me  then  with  eloquence) 
Reduc'd  their  minds.  theyleaVe  the  crowded  pert, 
And  to  their  late  forfaken  camp  refort ; 
Difmay'd  the  council  met  :  this  man  was  there. 
But  mute,  and  not  recover'd  cf  his  fear  : 
Therfites  tax'd  the  king,  and  loudly  rail'd, 
But  his  wide  opening  mouth  with  blows  I  feal'd. 
Then,  rifing,  I  excite  their  fouls  to  fame, 
And  kindle  fleeping  virtue  into  iiame. 
From  thence,  whatever  he  perform'd  in  fight 
Is  juftly  mine  who  drew  him  back  from  flight. 

Which  of  the  Grecian  chiefs  conforts  with') 
thee  ?  / 

But  Diomede  defires  my  company,  T 

And  ftill  communicates  his  praile  with  me.         J 
As  guided  by  a  God,  fecure  he  goes, 
Arm'd  with  my  fellow ihip,  amid  the  foes  : 
And  fure  no  little  merit  I  may  boafc. 
Whom  fuch  a  man  feledls  from  fuch  an  hoft  ; 
Unforc'd  by  lots,  I  went  without  affright. 
To  dare  with  him  the  dangers  of  the  night  : 
On  the  fame  errand  fent,  v^e  met  the  fpy 
Of  Hedtor,  double-tongued,  and  us'd  to  He  ; 
Him  1  difpatch'd,  but  not  till,  undermin'd, 
1  drew  him  firft  to  tell  what  treacherous  Troy 

defign'd  : 
My  talk  perform'd,  with  praife  I  had  retir'd, 
But,    not   content  with   this,    to   greater   praife 

afpir'd ; 
Invaded  Rhoefus,  and  his  Thracian  crew, 
And  him,  and  his,  in  their  own  ftrength,  I  flew  ; 
Return'd  a  vidtor,  all  my  vows  complete. 
With  the  king's  chariot,  in  his  royal  feat  : 
Refufe  me  now  his  arms,  whofe  fiery  fteeds 
Were  promia'd  to  the  fpy  for  his  nociurnal  deeds  : 
And  let  dull  Ajax  bear  away  my  right. 
When  all  his  days  out-balance  this  one  night. 

Nor  fought  I  darkling  ftill :   the  fun  beheld 
With  flaughter'd  Lycians  v.  hen  I  ftrew'd  the  field : 
You  faw  and  counted  as  I  pafs'd  along, 
Aiaftor,  Cromius,  Ceranos  the  ftrong, 
Alcander,  Prytanis,  and  Halius, 
Noemon,  Charopes,  and  Ennomus, 
Choon,  Cherfidamus;   and  five  befide, 
Men  of  obfcure  dcfccnt,  but  courage  try'd  : 
All  thefe  this  hand  laid  breathlefs  on  the  ground  ; 
Nor  want  I  proofs  of  many  a  manly  wound  : 
All  honeft,  all  before  :  believe  not  mc ; 
Words  may  deceive,  but  credit  what  yoii  fee. 

At  this  he  bar'd  his  breaft,  and  fliow'd  his  fears, 
As  of  a  furrow'd  field,  well  plough'd  with  wars ; 
Nor  is  this  part  unexercis'd,  faid  he; 
That  giant  bulk  of  his  from  wounds  is  free  : 
Safe  in  his  fliield  he  fears  no  foe  to  try. 
And  better  manages  his  blood  than  i ; 
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But  this  avails  me  not ;  our  boafter  ftrove 

Not  with  our  foes  alone,  but  partial  Jove, 

To  fave  the  fleet  :  this  I  confefs  is  true 

(Nor  will  I  take  from  any  man  his  due)  : 

But  thus  affuming  all,  he  robs  from  you. 

Some  part  of  honour  to  your  (hare  will  fall. 

He  did  the  beft  indeed,  but  did  not  all. 

Patrocles  in  Achilles'  arms,  and  thought 

The  chief  he  fcem'd,  with  equal  ardour  fought ; 

Preferv'd  the  fleet,  repell'd  the  raging  fire, 

And  forc'd  the  fearful  Trojans  to  retire. 

But  Ajax  boalls,  that  he  was  only  thought 
A  match  for  Hecftor,  who  the  combat  fought : 
Sure  he  forgets  the  king,  the  chiefs,  and  me  ; 
All  were  as  eager  for  the  fight  as  he  ; 
He,  but  the  ninth,  and,  not  by  public  voice. 
Or  ours  preferr'd,  was  only  fortune's  choice  : 
They  fought ;  nor  can  our  hero  boaft  th'  event. 
For  Hedlor  from  the  field  unwounded  went. 

Why  am  I  forc'd  to  name  that  fatal  day. 
That  fnatch'd  the  prop  and  pride  of  Greece  away  .? 
1  faw  Pelides  fink,  with  pious  grief. 
And  ran  in  vain,  alas  !  to  his  relief; 
For  the  brave  foul  was  fled  :  full  of  my  friend, 
I  rufti'd  amid  the  war,  his  relics  to  defend  : 
Nor  ceas'd  my  toil  till  I  redeem'd  the  ptey. 
And,  loaded  with  Achilles  march'd  away  : 
Thofe  arms,  which  on  thefe  flioulders  then  I  bore, 
'Tis  jufl  you  to  thefe  flioulders  fiiould  reftore. 
You  fee  I  want  not  nerves,  who  could  fuftain 
The  ponderous  ruins  of  fo  great  a  man  : 
Or  if  in  others  equal  force  you  find, 
None  is  end'ued  with  a  more  grateful  mind. 

Did  Thetis  then,  ambitious  in  her  care,  "^ 

Thefe  arms  thus  labour'd  for  her  fon  prepare ;    ( 
That  Ajax  after  him  the  heavenly  gift  fliouldf 
wear .'  J 

¥or  that  dull  foul  to  flare  with  ftupid  eyes, 
On  the  learn'd  unintelligible  prize  1 
What  are  to  him  the  fculpturcs  of  the  fliield. 
Heaven's  planets,  earth,  and  ocean's  watery  field? 
The  Pleiads,  Hyads  ;  lefs  and  greater  Bear, 
Undipp'd  in  feas  ;  Orion's  angiy  ftar  ; 
Two  differing  citie?,  grav'd  on  either  hand  ? 
Wonld  he  wear  arms  he  cannot  underftand  ? 

Befide,  what  wife  obj  .'(flions  he  pi'epares 
Againfl  my  late  accelBnn  to  the  wars  1 
!5)ocs  not  the  fool  perceive  his  argument 
Is  with  more  force  ag.-.inft  Achillei  bent  ? 
For  if  diflembling  be  fo  great  a  crime, 
The  fault  is  common,  and  the  fame  in  him  : 
And  if  he  taxes  both  <if  long  delay, 
My  guilt  is  lefs,  who  foouer  came  away. 
His  pious  mother,  anxious  for  his  life, 
l)ciain'd  her  fon  ;  and  w?,  my  pious  wife. 
To  them  the  blofronT^  of  our  youth  were  due  : 
Our  riper  manhood  we  relirv'd  for  you. 
But  grant  me  guilty,  'tis  not  much  my  care. 
When  with  fo  great  a  man  my  guilt  I  fliare  : 
My  wit  to  war  the  matchlcfs  licro  brought, 
But  By  this  fool  he  never  hid  been  caught. 

Nor  need  I  wonder,  that  en  me  he  threw 
Such  foul  afpcrfions,  when  he  fparcs  not  you  : 
If  Palamede  un'iuflly  fell  by  me, 
Voui  honour  fuffoe'd  in  th'  unjiiftuccrcc  ; 
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I  but  accus'd,  you  doom  d  :  and  yet  he  dy*d^ 
Convinc'd  of  treafon,  and  was  fairly  try'd  : 
You  heard  not  he  was  falfe ;  your  eyes  beheld 
The  traitor  manifeft ;  the  bribe  reveal'd. 

That  Philodtetcs  is  on  Lemnos  left, 
Wounded,  forlorn,  of  human  aid  bereft, 
Is  not  my  crime,  or  not  my  crime  alone  ; 
Defehd  your  juftice,  for  the  fa6l's  your  own  : 
'Tis  true,  th'  advice  was   mine ;  that  flaying"^ 
there  / 

He  might  his  weary  limbs  with  refl:  repair,  C 

From  a  long  voyage  free,  and  from  a  longer  war.  ji 
He  took  th'  counfel,  and  he  lives  at  leaft ; 
Th'  event  declares  I  counfel'd  for  the  beft : 
Though  faith  is  all,  in  minifters  of  ftate; 
For  who  can  promife  to  be  fortunate  ? 
Now  fince  his  arrows  are  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Do  not  my  wit,  or  weak  addrefs,  employ ; 
Send  Ajax  there,  with  his  perfuafive  fenfe. 
To  mollify  the  man,  and  draw  him  thence: 
But  Xanthus  fhall  run  backward  ;  Ida  fland 
A  leaflefs  mountain  ;  and  the  Grecian  band 
Shall  fight  for  Troy  ;  if,  when  my  counfels  fail^ 
The  wit  of  heavy  Ajax  can  prevail. 

Hard  Philodletes,  exercife  thy  fpleen 
Againfl  thy  fellows,  and  the  king  of  men  ; 
Curfe  my  devoted  head,  above  the  reft, 
And  wifli  in  arms  to  meet  me  breaft  to  breafl  ? 
Yet  I  the  dangerous  tallc  will  undertake, 
And  either  die  myfelf,  or  bring  thee  back. 

Nor  doubt  the  fame  fuccefs,  as  when  before 
The  Phrygian  prophet  to  thefe  tents  I  bore, 
Surpris'd  by  night,  and  forc'd  him  to  declare 
In  v/hat  was  plac'd  the  fortune  of  the  war ; 
Heaven's  dark  decrees  and  anfwers  to  difplay,  [lay; 
yVnd  how  to  take  the  town,  and  where  the  fecret 
Yet  this  I  compafs'd,  and  from  Troy  convey'd 
The  fatal  image  of  their  guardian  maid  ; 
That  work  was   mine ;    for   Pallas,   though  our 

friend. 
Yet  while  fhe  was  in  Troy,  did  Troy  defend. 
Now  what  has  Ajax  done,  or  what  defign'd  ? 
A  noify  nothing,  and  an  empty  wind. 
If  he  be  what  he  promifes  in  fhow. 
Why  was  I  fent,  and  why  fear'd  he  to  go  ? 
Our  boafting  champion  thought  the  tafk  not  light 
To  pafs  the  guards,  commit  himfelf  to  night  : 
Not  only  through  a  hoftile  town  to  pafs, 
But  fcale,  with  fteep  afcent,  the  facred  place; 
With  wandering  fleps  to  ftarch  the  citadel. 
And  from  the  priefls  their  patronefs  to  fteal  : 
Then  through  furiounditig  foes  to  force  my  way. 
And  bear  in  triumph  ho".:e  the  heavenly  prey; 
Which  had  I  not,  Ajax  in  vain  had  held, 
Before  that  monllrous  bulk,  hi*  fevenfold  fliield. 
'I'hat  night  to  conquer  Troy  I  might  be  faid, 
When  Troy  was  liable  to  conqueft  made. 

AVhy  point'll  thou  to  my  partner  of  the  war  ? 
Tydidcs  had  indeed  a  worthy  fliare 
In  all  jiiy  toil  and  jiraife  ;  but  when  thy  might 
Our  fliips  protcdled,  didft  thou  fingly  fight  ? 
All  join'd,  ;ind  th(>u  of  many  vvert  but  one  ^ 
I  afk'd  no  friend,  nor  had,  but  him  alone  : 
Who,  had  he  not  been  well  affur'd,  that  art 
And  ci^nJudt  were  of  war  tlic  better  part, 
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And  more  avall'd  than  ftrength,  my  valiant  friend 
Had  urg'd  a  better  right,  than  Ajax  can  pretend  : 
As  good  at  leaft  Eurypylus  may  claim. 
And  the  more  moderate  A}ax  of  the  name  : 
The  Cretan  king,  and  his  brave  charioteer. 
And  Menelaus  bold  with  fword  and  fpear  : 
All  thefe  had  been  my  rivals  in  the  fhield, 
And  yet  all  thefe  to  my  pretenfions  yield. 
Thy  boifterous  hands  are  then  of  ufe,  when  I 
With  this  dire(fling  head  thofe  hands  apply. 
Erawn  without  brain  is  thine  :  my  prudent  care 
Forefees,  provides,  adminiflers  the  war  : 
Thy  province  is  to  fight,  but  when  ihall  be 
The  time  to  fight,  the  king  confults  with  me  : 
No  dram  of  judgment  with  thy  force  is  join'd  ; 
Thy  body  is  of  profit,  and  my  mind. 
By  how  much  more  the  (hip  of  fafety  owes 
To  him  who  (leers,  than  him  that  only  rows  ; 
By  how  much  more  the  captain  merits  praife 
Than  he  who  fights,  and  fighting  but  obeys ; 
By  fo  much  greater  is  my  worth  than  thine, 
Who  canft  but  execute  what  I  defign. 
What  gain'ft  thou,  brutal  man,  if  I  confefs 
Thy  ftrength  fuperior,  when  thy  wit  is  lefs  ? 
Mind  is  the  man  :  I  claim  my  vvhole  defert 
From  the  mind's  vigour,  and  th'  immortal  part. 
But  you,  O  Grecian  chiefs,  reward  my  care, 
Be  grateful  to  your  watchman  of  the  war  : 
For  all  my  labours  in  fo  long  a  fpace. 
Sure  I  may  plead  a  title  to  your  grace : 
Enter  the  town  ;  I  then  unbarr'd  the  gates^ 
When  I  remov'd  their  tutelary  fates. 
By  all  our  common  hopes,  if  hopes  they  be 
Which  I  have  now  reduc'd  to  certainty  ; 
By  falling  Troy,  by  yonder  tottering  towers, 
And  by  their  taken  Gods,  which  now  are  ours ; 
Or  if  there  yet  a  farther  talk  remains, 
T»  be  perform'd  by  prudence  or  hy  pains ; 


33i 


If  yet  fome  defperate  adion  refls  behind,  ' 
That  afks  high  condudl,  and  a  dauntlefs  mind ; 
If  ought  be  wanting  to  the  Trojan  doom, 
Which  none  but  I  can  manage  and  o'ercome ; 
Award  thofe  arms  I  alk,  by  your  decree  : 
Or  give  to  this  what  you  refufe  to  me. 

He  ceas'd  :  and  ceafing  with  refpe<5l  he  bow'd. 
And  with  his  hand  at  once  the  fatal  ftatue  fliow'd. 
Heaven,  air,  and  ocean  rung,  with  loud  applaufe. 
And  by  the  general  vote  he  gain'd  his  caufc. 
Thus  condudl  won  the  prize,  when  courage  fail'd. 
And  eloijuence  o'er  brutal  force  prevail'd, 

THE  DEATH  OF  AJAX. 

He  who  could  often,  and  alone,  withftand 
The  foe,  the  fire,  and  Jove's  own  partial  hand. 
Now  cannot  his  unmafter'd  grief  fuftain, 
But  yields  to  rage,  to  madnefs,  and  difdain ; 
Then  fnatching  out  his  fauchion,  Thou,  faid  hc^ 
Art  mine  ;  Ulyffes  lays  no  claim  to  thee. 
O  often  try'd,  and  ever  trufly  fword. 
Now  do  thy  laft  kind  office  to  thy  lord : 
'Tis  Ajax  who  requefis  thy  aid,  to  fhow 
None  but  himfelf,  himfelf  could  overthrow. 
He  faid,  and  with  fo  good  a  will  to  die 
Did  to  his  breaft  the  fatal  point  apply. 
It  found  his  heart,  a  way  till  then  unknown. 
Where  never  weapon  enter'd  but  his  own  : 
No  hands  could  force  it  thence,  fo  fixt  it  flood, 
Till  out  it  rufti'd,  expell'd  by  ftreams  of  fpouting 

blood. 
The  fruitful  blood  produc'd  a  flower,  which"! 
grew  f 

On  a  green  flem ;  and  of  a  purple  hue  :  C 

Like  his,  whom  unaware  Apollo  flew  :  3 

Infcrib'd  in  both,  the  letters  are  the  fame, 
But  thofe  exprefs  the  grief,  and  thefe  the  name, 
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JCIS,  POLYPHEMUS,  and  GALATEA. 


FROM  THE  THIRTEENTH  BO0?i  01' 
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Acis,  the  lovely  youth,  whofe  lofs  I  mourn, 
From  Faunas  and  the  nymph  Symethis  born, 
Was  lK)th  his  parents'  pleafure  ;  but  to  me 
Was  all  that  love  could  make  a  lover  be. 
The  Gods  our  minds  in  mutual  bands  did  join  : 
1  was  his  only  joy,  and  he  was  mine. 
Now  fixteen  fummers  the  fweet  youth  had  fcen, 
And  doubtful  down  began  to  fhadc  his  chin  ; 
When  Polyphemus  firft'difturb'd  our  joy. 
And  lov'd  me  fiercely,  as  I  lov'd  the  boy. 
Aik  not  which  paflion  in  my  foul  was  higher, 
My  laft  averfion,  or  my  firft  defire  ; 
Nor  this  the  greater  was,  nor  that  the  lefs; 
Both  were  alike,  for  both  were  in  excefs. 
Thee,  Venus,  thee  both  heaven  and  earth  obey ; 
Imnienfe  thy  power,  and  boundlefs  is  thy  fway. 
']"hc  Cyclops,  who  defy'd  th'  stherial  throne. 
And  thought  no  thunder  louder  than  his  own. 
The  terror  of  the  woods,  and  wilder  far 
Than  wolyes  in  plains,  or  bears  in  forefts,  are, 
'I'h'  inliuman  hoft,  who  made  his  bloody  feafts 
On  mangled  members  of  his  butcher'd  guefts, 
Yet  felt  the  force  of  love  and  fierce  defire, 
And  btirnt  for  me  witb  unrelenting  fire ; 


Forgot  his  caverns  and  his  woolly  care,  ~\ 

Affum'd  the  foftnefs  of  a  lover's  air,  ( 

And  comb'd,  with  teeth  of  rakes,  his  rugged  C 
hair  :  J 

Now  with  a  crooked  fcythe  his  beard  he  fleeks, 
And  mows  the  ftubborn  ftubble  of  his  cheeks; 
Now  in  the  cryflal  ftream  he  looks,  to  try 
His  fimagres,  and  rowls  his  glaring  eye. 
His  cruelty  and  thirfl  of  blood  are  loft. 
And  fliips  fecurely  fail  along  the  coaft. 

The  prophet  Telemus  (arriv'd  by  chance 
Where  Etna's  fummits  to  the  feas  advance, 
Who  marked  the  tracks  of  every  bird  that  flew. 
And  fure  prefages  from  their  flying  drew) 
Foretold  the  Cyclops,  that  Ulyffes'  hand 
In  his  broad  eye  fhould  thruft  a  flaming  brand. 
The  giant,  with  a  fcornful  grin,  reply *d, 
Vain  augur,  thou  hafh  falfly  prophely'd  ; 
Already  Love  his  flaming  brand  has  toft  ; 
Looking  on  two  fair  eyes,  my  fight  I  loft. 
Thus  warn'd  in  vain,  with  ftalking  pace  he  ftrode, 
And  ftamp'd  the  margin  of  the  briny  flood 
With  heavy  fleps,  and,  weary,  fought  again 
The  cool  retirement  of  his  gloomy  den. 
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A  promontory,  (harpening  by  degrees, 
Ends  in  a  wedge,  and  overlooks  the  feas : 
On  either  iide,  below,  the  water  flows. 
This  airy  walk  the  giant  lover  chofe. 
Here  on  the  midft  he  fate  :    his  flocks,  unled, 
Their  fliepherd  follow'd,  and  fecurely  fed. 
A  pine  fo  burly,  and  of  length  fo  fa{l. 
That  failing  fliips  requir'd  it  for  a  maft. 
He  wielded  for  a  ftafF,  his  fteps  to  guide  ; 
But  laid  it  by,  his  whiftle  while'  he  rry'd. 
A  hundred  reeds,  of  a  prodigious  growth. 
Scarce  made  a  pipe  proportion'd  to  his  mouth  ; 
Which,  when  he  gave  it  wind,  the  rocks  around, 
And  watery  plains,  the  dreadful  hifs  refound. 
1  heard  the  ruffian  fhepherd  rudely  blow, 
Winere,  in  a  holTow  cave,  I  fat  below  : 
On  Acis'  bofoni  I  my  head  reclin'd, 
And  ftill  preferve  the  poem  in  my  mind. 

O  lovely  Galatea,  whiter  far 
Than  falling  fnows  and  rifing  lilies  are ; 
Mure  fiowcry  than  the  meads ;  as  cryftal  bright ; 
Eredt  as  alders,  and  of  equal  height ; 
More  wanton  than  a  kid ;  more  fleek  thy  flcin 
Than  orient  fhells,  that  on  the  fhores  are  fecn  ; 
Than  apples  fairer,  when  the  boughs  they  lade  ; 
Pleafing  as  winter  funs  or  fummcr  fliade  ; 
More  grateful  to  the  fight  than  goodly  plains, 
And  fofter  to  the  touch  than  down  of  fwaiis, 
Or  curds  new  turn'd,  and  fweeter  to  the  tafte 
Than  fweliing  grapes,  that  to  the  vintage  halle  ; 
More  dear  than  ice,    or  running  ftreanis,  that 
ftray  [they. 

Through  gar.-len  plots,  but  ah  1    more  fwift  than 

Yet,  Galatea,  harder  to  be  broke 
Than  bullocks,  unreclaim'd  to  bear  the  yoke 
And  far  more  flubborn  than  the  knotted  oak 
Jjike  Hiding  ftreams,  impoflible  to  hold; 
JLike  them,  fallacious;  like  their  fountains,  cold  : 
More  warping  than  the  willow,  to  decline 
My  warm  embrace  ;  more  brittle  than  the  vine ; 
Immoveable,  and  fix'd  in  thy  difdain  ; 
Rough  as  thefe  rocks,  and  of  a  harder  grain  ; 
Alore  violent  than  is  the  rifing  flood, 
And  the  prais'd  peacock  is  not  half  fo  proud  ; 
Fierce  as  the  fire,  and  fliarp  as  thiftles  are ; 
And  more  outrageous  than  a  mother-bear ; 
Deaf  as  the  billows  to  the  vows  I  make, 
And  more  revengeful  than  a  trodden  fnake  ; 
In  fwiftnefs  fleeter  than  the  flying  hind. 
Or  driven  tempefts,  or  the  driving  wind. 
All  ocher  faults  with  patience  1  can  bear; 
But  fwiftnefs  is  the  vice  I  only  fear. 

Yet,  if  you  knew  me  well,  you  would  not  fhun 
My  love,  but  to  my  wifli'd  embraces  run  ; 
Would  languifh  in  your  turn,  and  court  my  flay, 
And  much  repent  of  your  unwife  delay. 
My  palace,  in  the  living  rock,  is  made 
By  nature's  hand  ;  a  fpacious,  pleafing  fhade 
Which  neither  heat  can  pierce,  nor  cold  in 

vade. 

My  garden,  fiU'd  with  fruits,  you  may  behold, 
And  grapes  in  cluflers,  imitating  gold ; 
Some  blufhing  bunches  of  a  purple  hue  : 
And  thefe  and  thofe  are  all  refcrv'd  for  you, 
VoL.Vh 
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Red  flrawberries  in  fhades  expeeling  fland. 
Proud  to  be  gather'd  by  fo  white  a  hand : 
Autumnal  cornels  latter  fruit  provide  ; 
And   plumbs,    to   tempt  you,    turn  their  glofly 

fide  : 
Not  thofe  of  common  kinds ;  but  fuch  alone. 
As  in  Phaeacian  orchards  might  have  grown  : 
Nor  chefnuts  fhall  be  wanting  to  your  food. 
Nor  garden-fruits,  nor  wildings  of  the  wood. 
The  laden  boughs  for  you  alone  fhall  bear ; 
And  yours  fhall  be  the  produ(fl  of  the  year. 

The  flocks,  you  fee,  are  all  my  own  ;  befide 
The  reft  that  woods  and  winding  vail 
And  thofe  that  folded  in  the  caves  abide 
Afk  not  the  numbers  of  my  growing  ftore  : 
Who  knows  how  many,  knows  he  has  no  more. 
Nor  will  I  praife  my  cattle  :    truft  not  me ; 
But  judge  yourfelf,  and  pafs  your  own  decree. 
Bshold  their  fweliing  dugs,  the  fweepy  weight 
Of  ewes  that  fink  beneath  the  milky  freight : 
In  the  warm  folds  their  tender  lambkins  lie, 
Apart  from  kids,  that  call  with  human  cry. 
New  millt,  in  nut-brown  bowls,  is  duly  ferv'd, 
For  daily  drink;  the  refl  for  cheefe  referv'd. 
Nor  are  thefe  houfhold  dainties  all  my  ftore  : 
The  fields  and  forefts  will  afford  us  more  : 
The  deer,  the  hare,  the  goat,  the  favage  boar. 
All  forts  of  venifon,  and  of  birds  the  beft ; 
A  pair  of  turtles  taken  from  the  neft  : 
I  walk'd  the  mountains,  and  two  cubs  I  found, 
Whofe  dam  had  left  them  on  the  naked  ground ; 
So  like,  that  no  diftindion  could  be  feen ; 
So  pretty,  they  were  prefents  for  a  queen  ; 
And  fo  they  fhall :    I  took  them  both  away, 
And  keep,  to  be  companions  of  your  play. 

Oh  raifc,  fair  nymph,  your  beauteous  face  a- 
bove 
The  waves ;  nor  fcorn  my  prefents  and  my  love. 
Come,  Galatea,  come,  and  view  my  face ; 
I  late  beheld  it  in  the  watery  glafs. 
And  found  it  lovelier  than  1  fear'd  it  was. 
Survey  my  towering  ftature,  and  my  fize': 
Not  Jove,  the  Jove  you  dream,  that  rules  the 

fkies, 
Bears  fuch  a  bulk,  or  is  fo  largely  fpread  : 
My  locks  (the  plenteous  harveft  of  my  head) 
Hang  o'er  my  manly  face,  and  dangling  down. 
As  with  a  fliady  grove,  my  fhoulders  crown. 
Nor  think,  becaufe  my  limbs  and  body  bear 
A  thick-fet  underwood  of  briftling  hair, 
My  fhape  deform'd  :    what  fouler  fight  can  be, 
Than  the  bald  branches  of  a  leaflefs  tree  ? 
Foul  is  the  fteed  without  a  flowing  mane  ; 
And  birds,  without  their  feathers  and  their  train. 
Wool  decks  the  fheep ;  and  man  receives  a  grace 
From  bufliy  limbs,  and  from  a  bearded  face. 
My  forehead  with  a  fingle  eye  is  fiU'd, 
Round  as  a  ball,  and  ample  as  a  fhield. 
The  glorious  lamp  of  heaven,  the  radiant  fun, 
Is  Nature's  eye  ;  and  fhe's  content  with  one. 
Add,  that  my  father  fways  your  feas,  and  I, 
Like  you,  am  of  the  watery  family. 
I  make  you  his,  in  making  you  my  own  r 
You  I  adore,  and  kneel  to  you  alone  : 
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Jove,  with  his  faded  thunder,  I  defpife, 
And  onh'  fear  the  lightning  of  your  eyes. 
Trown  net,  fair  iiyinph ;  yet  1  could  bear  to  be 
Difdain'd,  if  others  \\ere  difdainM  with  me. 
But  to  rcpulfe  the  Cyclops,  and  prefer 
The  love  of  Acis,  heavens!  I  cannot  bear. 
But  let  the  tripling  pleafe  himfelf ;   nay  more, 
Pkafe  you,   though  that's  the  thing  I  moft  ab- 
hor. 
The  boy  fhall  Snd,  if  e'er  we  cope  :n  fight, 
U  hefe  giant  limbs  cndu'd  with  giant  might. 
His  livintr  hovels,  from  his  belly  torn, 
And  fcatter'd  Hmbf,  fhall  on  the  flood  be  borne, 
Thy  flood,  ungrateful  nymph  ;  and  fate  fhall  find 
That  way  for  thee  and  Acis  to  be  join'd. 
J"or  oh  '.    I  burn  with  love  ;  and  thy  difd.ain 
Augments  at  once  my  paffior.  and  my  pain. 
Tranflated  JEtm  flames  within  my  heart ; 
And  thou,  inhuman,  wilt  not  eafe  my  fmart. 

Lamenting  thus  in  vain,  he  rofe,  and  flrode 
With  furious  paces  to  the  neighbouring  wood  : 
Relllefs  his  feet,  diftradhed  was  his  walk. 
Mad  were  his  motions,  and  confus'd  his  talk  : 
iVlad  as  the  vanquilh'd  bull,  when  forc'd  to  yield 
His  iovely  miflrcfs,  and  forfake  the  field. 

Thi's  far  unfeen  1  faw  ;  when,  fatal  chance 
His  looks  direcftiug,  with  a  ludden  giance, 
A'i'^  and  I  were  to  his  fight  betray'd  ;" 
"Where,  nought  fufpetSling,  we  fecurely  play'd. 
prom  his  wide  mouth  a  bellowing  cry  he  call  ; 
3  fee,  I  fee  ;  but  this  fliall  be  your  lafl. 
A  roar  f"  loud  made  .^.na  to  rebound  ; 
And  all  the  Cyclops  labour'd  \n  the  found. 


Affrighted  with  his  monflrous  voice,  I  fled,       "^ 
And    in  the  neighbouring  ocean  plung'd  my/ 

head.  C 

Poor  Acis  turn'd  hss  back,  and,  Help,  he  crj  'd,j 
Help,  Galatea,  help,  my  parent  Gods, 
And  take  roe  dying  to  your  deep  abodes. 
The  Cyclops  folkiw'd ;  but  he  fent  before 
A  rib,  which  from  the  living  rock  he  tore. 
Though  but  an  angle  reach'd  him  of  the  ftone. 
The  mighty  fragment  was  enough  ahne 
To  crufh  all  Acis  :    'twas  too  late  to  fave; 
But  what  the  fates  allow 'd  to  give,  I  gave  : 
That  Acis  to  his  lineage  fhould  return; 
And  roll,  am,ong  the  river  Gods,  his  urn. 
Straight  ifllied  from  the  flone  a  Hream  of  blood, 
Which  loft  the  purple,  mingling  with  the  ^ood. 
Then  like  a  troubled  torrent  it  appear'd  ; 
The  torrent  too,  in  little  fpace,  was  clear 'd. 
The  flone  vyas  cleft;   and  through  the  yawning 

chink 
New  reeds  arofe,  on  the  new  river's  brink. 
The  rock,  from  out  its  hallow  womb,  difcli&'d 
A  found  like  water  in  its  courfe  oppos'd 
When  (wondrous  to  behold)  full  in  the  fl;  od, 
Up  flarts  a  youth,  and  navel-high  he  flood  : 
Horns  from  his  temples  tife  ;  and  either  horn 
Thick  wreaths  of  reed?  (his  native  growth)  adomi 
Were  not  his  ftature  taller  than  before. 
His  bulk  augmented,  and  his  beauty  more. 
His  eolour  blue,  for  Acis  he  might  pafs ; 
And  Acis  chang'd  into  a  flream  he  was  : 
But  mine  no  more,  he  rolls  along;  the  plains 
With  lapid  motion,  and  his  name  retains. 


OF    THE 


PTTHAGOREJN  PHILOSOPHT. 


FROM  THE  FIFTEENTH  BOOK  OF 


OVID'S   METAMORPHOSES. 


The  fourteenth  book  concludes  with  the  death  and  deification  of  Romulus:  the  fifteenth  begins 
with  the  eleftion  of  Numa  to  the  crown  of  Rome.  On  this  occafion,  Ovid,  following  the 
opinion  of  fome  authors,  makes  Numa  the  fcholar  of  Pythagoras  ;  and  to  have  begun  his  ac- 
quaintance with  that  philofopher  at  Croiona,  a  town  in  Italy;  from  thence  he  makes  a  digref- 
jEon  to  the  moral  and  natural  philofophy  of  Pythagoras  :  on  both  which  our  author  enlarges; 
and  which  are  the  mofl  learned  and  beautiful  parts  of  the  Metamorphofes. 


lie,  2 
e.     3 


A  KING  is  fought,  to  guide  the  growing  flate, 
One  aisle  to  fuppoit  the  public  weight, 
And  fill  the  throne  where  Romulus  had  fate. 
Renown,  which  oft  befpeaks  the  public  voice, 
Had  recommended  Numa  to  their  choice  : 
A  peaceful,  pious  prince  ;  who,  not  content 
To  know  the  Sabine  rites,  his  ftudy  bent 
To  cultivate  his  mind  :  to  learn  the  laws 
Of  nature,  and  explore  their  hidden  caufe  : 
Urg'd  by  this  care,  his  country  be  forfook, 
And  to  Crotona  thence  his  journey  took. 
Arriv'd,  he  firft  inquir'd  the  founder's  name 
Of  this  new  colony  :  and  whence  he  came. 
Then  thus  a  fenior  of  the  place  replies, 
(Well  read,  and  curious  of  antiquities) 
'Tis  faid,  Alcides  hither  took  his  way 
from  Spain,  and  drove  along  his  conquer'd  prey ; 
Then,  leaving  in  the  fields  his  grazing  cows  ; 
Ke  fought  htmfelf  fome  hofpitable  houfe  : 
Good  Croton  entertain'd  his  godlike  gueft  ; 
While  he  repair'd  his  weary  limbs  with  reft. 


The  hero,  thence  departing,  blefs'd  the  place ; 
And  here,  he  faid,  in  Time's  revolving  race, 
A  rifing  towR  fhall  take  its  name  from  thee  ; 
Revolving  Time  fulfiU'd  the  prophecy  ; 
For  Myfcelos,  the  jufteft  man  on  earth, 
Alemon's  fon,  at  Argos  had  his  birth  : 
Him  Hercules,  arm'd  with  his  club  of  oak, 
O'erlhadow'd  in  a  dream,  and  thus  befpoke; 
Go,  leave  thy  native  foil,  and  make  abode 
Where  jEfaris  rolls  down  his  rapid  flood ; 
He  faid ;  and  fleep  forfook  him,  and  the  God. 
Trembling  he  wak'd,  and  rofe  wifh  anxious  heart; 
His  country  laws  forbad  him  to  depart : 
What  fiiould  he  do  ?  'Twas  death  to  go  away; 
And  the  God  menac'd  if  he  dar'd  to  ftay  : 
All  day  he  doubted ;  and  when  night  came  on. 
Sleep,  and  the  fame  forewarning  dream,  begun  r 
Once  more  the   God  flood  threatening  o'er  his 
With  added  curfes  if  he  difobey'd.  [head ; 

Twice  warn'd,  he  ftudy 'd  flight ;  but  would  convey^ 
At  once,  his  perfon  and  his  wealth  away ; 
Yij 
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Thus  while  he  liiigei-'d,  his  dtfign  was  heard  ; 
A  fpeedy  procefs  iorm'd,  and  death  declar'd. 
"Witnefs  there  needed  none  of  his  offence, 
Againft  himfelf  the  wretch  was  evidence  : 
Condemn'd,  and  deftitute  of  human  aid. 
To  him,  for  whom  Jie  fuffer'd,  thus  he  pray'd  : 

O  Power,  who  haft  dcferv'd  in  heaven  a  throne 
Kot  given,  but  by  thy  labours  made  thy  own, 
Pity  thy  fuppliant,  and  protecft  his  caufe. 
Whom  thou  haft  made  obnoxious  to  the  laws, 

A  cuflcm  was  of  old,  and  fUU  remains, 
Which  life  or  death  by  fuffrages  ordains ; 
White  flones  and  black  within  an  urn  are  caft. 
The  firft  abfolve,  but  fate  is  in  the  laft  : 
The  judges  to  the  common  urn  bequeath 
Their  votes,  and  drop  the  fable  figns  of  death  : 
The   box   receives   all  black;    but   pour'd  from 
thence  [cence. 

The  flones  came  candid  forth,  the  hue  of  inno- 
Thus  Alimonides  his  fafety  won, 
Preferv'd  from  death  by  Alcumena's  fon  : 
Then  to  his  kinfman  God  his  vows  he  pays, 
And  cuts  with  profperons  gales  th'  Ionian  feas  : 
He  leaves  Tarentum,  favour'd  by  the  wind, 
And  Thurine  bays,  and  Temifes,  behind  ; 
Soft  Sibaris,  and  all  the  capes  that  ftand 
Along  the  fhore,  he  makes  in  fight  of  land  ; 
Still  doubling,  and  flill  coaftiug,  till  he  found 
The  mouth  of  iEfaris,  and  promis'd  ground  : 
Then  fsw  where,  on  the  margin  of  the  flood, 
T"he  tomb  that  held  the  bones  of  Croton  flood  : 
Here,  by  the  God's  command,  he  built  and  wall'd 
The  place  predidled  ;  and  Crotona  call'd  : 
T'hus  fame,  from  time  to  time,  delivers  down 
The  fure  tradition  of  th'  Italian  town. 

Here  dwelt  the  man  divine  whom  Samos  bore, 
5ut  now  felf-banifli'd  from  his  native  fhore, 
JBecaufe  he  hated  tyrants,  nor  could  bear 
The  chains  which  none  but  fervilc  fouls  will  wear : 
He,  though  from  heaven  remote,  to  heaven  could 

move. 
With  flrength  of  mind,  and  tread  th'  abyfs  above ; 
And  penetrate,  with  his  interior  light, 
Thofe  upper  depths,  which  nature  hid  from  fight : 
And  what  lie  had  (ibferv'd,and  learnt  from  thence, 
LoT'd  in  familiar  language  to  difpenie. 

The  crowd  with  lilcnt  admiration  ftand. 
And  heard  him,  as  they  heard  their  God's  conir 

mand ; 
While  he  di.'ccurs'd  of  heaven's  myfterious  laws. 
The  world's  original,  and  nature's  caule  ; 
And  what  was  God,  and  why  the  fleecy  fnows 
In  filence  fell,  and  rattling  winds  arol'e  ; 
What  fhook  the  flcdfafl  earth,  ard  whence  begun 
The  dance  of  planets  round  the  radiant  fun  ; 
If  thunder  was  the  voice  of  angry  Jove, 
Or  clouds,  with  nitre  pregnant,  burfl  above  : 
Of  thefe,  and  things  beyond  the  common  reach, 
He  fpoke,  and   charm'd   his  audience   with   his 
fpeech. 
He  firfl  the  tafte  of  flefti  from  tables  drove, 
/i.nd  argued  well,  if  arguments  could  move. 
p  mortals  !  from  your  fellows  blood  abllain, 
^or  taint  your  bodies  with  a  food  profane  : 


While  corn  and  pulfe  by  nature  are  beftow'd. 
And  planted  orchards  bend  their  willing  load  ; 
While  labour'd  gardens  wholefome  herbs  produce. 
And  teeming  vines  afford  their  generous  juice  ; 
Nor  tardier  fruits  of  cruder  kind  are  lofb. 
But  tam'd  with  fire,  or  mellow'd  by  the  froft  ; 
While  kine  to  pails  diflended  udders  bring, 
Afid  bees  their  honey  redolent  of  fpring ; 
While  earth  not  only  can  your  needs  fupply. 
But,  lavifh  of  her  {lore,  provides  for  luxury  ; 
A  guiltlefs  feafl  adminifiers  with  eafe. 
And  without  blood  is  prodigal  to  pleafe.  [fill, 

Wild  bcafts  their  maws  with  their  flain  brethren 
Ajid  yet  not  ail,  fojr  fpniQ  refufe  to  Jcill : 
Sheep,  goats,  and  oxen,  and  the  nobler  fleed. 
On  browz,  and  corn,  the  flowery  meadows  feed. 
Bears,  tygers,  wolves,  the  lion's  angry  brood. 
Whom  heaven  endued  with  principles  of  blood. 
He  wifely  funder'd  from  the  reft,  to  yell 
In  forefts,  and  in  lonely  caves  to  dwell. 
Where  ftronger  beafts  opprefs  the  weak  by  might, 
And  all  in  prey  and  purple  feafts  delight. 

O  impious  ufe  !  to  Nature's  laws  oppos.'d, 
Where  bowels  are  in  other  bowels  clos'd  : 
Where,  fatten'd  by  their  fellows'  fat,  they  thrive; 
Maintained  by  murder,  and  by  death  they  live. 
'Tis  then  for  nought  that  mother  earth  provides 
The  ftoresof  all  fhe  fliews,  and  ail  fhe  hides, 
If  men  with  flefhly  niorfelsmuft  be  fed. 
And  chaw  with  bloody  teeth  the  breathing  bread  j 
What  elfe  is  this  but  to  devour  our  guefts, 
And  barbaroufly  renew  Cyclopean  feafts ! 
We,  by  deftroyiiig  life,  our  life  fuftain  ; 
And  gorge  th'  ungodly  maw  with  meats  obfcene. 

Not  fo  the  golden  age,  who  fed  on  fruit, 
Nor  durft  with  bloody  meals  their  mouths  pollufe. 
Then  birds  in  airy  fpace  might  lafely  move, 
And  timorous  hares  on  heaths  fccurely  rove  ; 
Nor  needed  fifli  the  guileful  hooks  to  fear, 
For  all  was  peaceful,  and  that  peace  fincerc. 
Whoever  was  the  wretch,  (and  curs'd  be  he) 
That  envy'd  firft  our  food's  fimplitity ; 
Th'  effay  of  bloody  feafts  on  brutes  began. 
And  after  forg'd  the  fword  to  murder  man. 
Had  he  the  fharpen'd  fteel  alone  employ'd 
Qn  beafts  of  prey  that  other  beafts  deftroy'd. 
Or  men  invaded  with  their  fangs  and  paws. 
This  had  been  juftify'd  by  Nature's  laws. 
And  felf-deience  :  but  who  did  feafts  begin 
Of  flefli,  he  ftretch'd  neceflity  to  lin. 
To  kill  man-killers,  man  has  lawful  power; 
But  not  th'  extended  licence,  to  devour. 

Ill  habits  gather  by  unieen  degrees. 
As  brooks  make  rivers,  rivers  run  to  feas. 
The  fpw,  with  her  broad  fnout  for  rooting  up 
Th'  intnifted  feed,  was  judg'd  to  fpoil  the  crop. 
And  intercept  the  fweating  farmer's  hope  : 
The  covetous  churl,  of  unforgiving  kind, 
Th'  offender  to  the  bloody  prieft  refign'd  : 
Her  hunger  was  no  plea ;  for  that  fhe  dy'd. 
The  goat  came  next  in  order,  to  be  try'd  : 
The  goat  had  cropt  the  tendrils  of  the  vine  :       "^ 
In  vengeance  laity  and  clergy  join,  v 

Wherc  one  had  loft  his  profit,  ojoe  his  vyine.       ^ 
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Hi 


ilere  wa"*.  at  leaft,  fome  (hadow  of  offence:         ") 
ThV  fheep  was  facrific'd  on  no  pretence,  > 

But  meek  and  unrefifling  innocence.  J 

A  patient,  ufeful  creature,  born  to  bear        [derer, 
The  warm  and  woolly  fleece,  that  clo'h'd  her  mur- 
Aiid  daily  to  jjive  do^n  the  milk  (lie  bred, 
A  tribute  f^r  the  grals  on  which  fhe  fed. 
IJving,  both  food  and  raiment  fhe  lupplies, 
And  is  of  icaft  advantage  when  (he  dies. 

How  did  the  toiling  Ox  his  death  deferve, 
A  downright  fimple  drudge,  and  born  to  ferve  ? 
O  tyrant  •'  with  what  jnftice  canft  thou  hope 
The  promife  of  the  year,  a  jdenteous  crop ; 
When   thou   deftroy'ft  thy   labouring  Iteef,  who 

tiU'd, 
And  plow'd,  with  pains,  thy  elfe  ungrateful  field .' 
!]^rom  his  yet  reeking  nt-rk  to  draw  the  yoke, 
That  neck  with  which  the  furly  clods  he  broke  ; 
Arid  to  the  hatchet  yield  thy  hufoandman, 
Who  finifh'd  autumn,  and  the  fpring  began  ! 
Nor  this  alone  1  but  heaven  itfelf  to  bribe. 
We  to  the  Gods  our  impiotis  adcs  afcribe  : 
Firft  recompenfe  with  death  their  creati;re's  toil. 
Then  call  the  blefs'd  above  to  fliare  the  fpoil : 
The  faireft  viftim  muft  the  powers  appeafe  : 
(So  fatal  'tis  fometimes  too  mucH  to  pleafe  !) 
A  purple  fillet  his  broad  brows  adorns, 
With  flowery  garlands  crown'd,  arid  gilded  horns : 
He  hears  the  murderous  prayer  the  prieft  prefefj, 
But  underftandsnot,  'tis  his  doom  he  hears: 
Beholds  the  meal  betwixt  his  temples  caft 
(The  fruit  and  produdt  of  his  labour^,  part) ; 
And  in  the  water  views  perhaps  the  knife 
Uplifted,  to  deprive  him  of  his  life  ; 
The  broken  Qp  alive,  his  entrails  fees 
Torn  out,  for  pricffs  t'  infpeft  th'  Gods  decrees. 

From  whence,  O  rhortal  men,  this  guft;  of  biood 
Have  you  deriv'd,  a;nd  interdiifled  food  ? 
Be  taught  by  me  this  dire  delight  to  fhun, 
Waru'd  by  my  precepts,  by  my  praiflice  won  : 
And,  when  you  eat  the  weil-deferving  beaft. 
Think,  on  the  labourer  of  your  field  you  feaft  ! 

Now  fince  the  God  infpires  me  to  proceed, 
Be  that,  whate'er  infpiring  Power,  obey'd. 
For  I  will  fing  of  mighty  myfteries,  T 

Of  truths  conceal'd  before  from  human  eyes,       > 
Dark  oracles  unveil,  and  open  all  the  ikies.  j 

Pleas'd  as  I  am  to  walk  along  the  fphere 
Of  fhining  ftars,  and  travel  with  the  year, 
To  leave  the  heavy  earth,  and  fcale  the  height 
Of  Atlas,  whio  fupports  the  heavenly  weight : 
To  look  from  upper  light,  and  thence  furvey 
Miftaken  mortals  wandering  from  the  way, 
And  wanting  wifdom,  fearful  for  the  flate 
Of  future  things,  and  trembling  at  their  fate  ! 

Thofe  i  would  teach  ;  and  by  right  reafon  bring 
To  think  of  death,  as  but  an  idle  thing. 
Why  thus  affrighted  at  an  empty  name, 
A  dream  of  darknefs,  and  fidtitious  flame  ^ 
Vain  therries  of  wit,  which  but  in  poems  pafs, 
And  fables  of.a  world,  that  never  was ! 
What  feels  the  body  when  the  foul  expires, 
By  time  corrupted,  or  confum'd  by  fires  ? 
Nor  dies  the  fpirit,  but  new  life  repeats 
In  other  forms,  and  only  charges  feats. 


Ev'n  I,  who  thefe  myfterlous  truths  declare, 
Was  onct,  Euphorhus  in  the  Trojan  war  ; 
My  name  and  lineage  1  remember  well. 
And  how  in  fight  by  Sparta's  king  I  fell. 
In  Argive  Juno's  fate  1  late  beheld 
My  buckler  hung  on  high,  aud  ov/n'd  my  former 
fliield. 

Then  death,  fo  call'd,  is  but  old  matter  drefs'd 
In  fome  new  figure,  and  a  vary'd  veil : 
Thus  all  things  are  but  alter'd,  nothing  dies  ; 
And  here  and  there  th'  unbody'd  fpirit  flics. 
By  time,  or  force,  or  Cckneft  difpofi'tft, 
And  lodges,  where  it  lights,  in  man  or  bead; 
Or  hunts  without,  'till  ready  limbs  it  find. 
And  adhiates  thofe  accirdiiig  to  their  kind; 
From  tenement  to  tenement  is  tofs'd  ; 
The  foul  is  ftdl  tlie  fame,  the  figure  only  loft: 
And  as  the  foften'd  wax  new  fciiK  receives, 
This  face  afT'imes,  and  that  impreilion  leaves ; 
Now  call'd  by  one,  now  by  another  name; 
The  form   is  only   chang'd,  the   wax  is  flill  the 

fame  :  .    ' 

So  death,  fo  call'd,  can  but  the  fofm  deface,  ~S 
Th'  immortal  foul  flies  out  in  empty  fpace  ;  V 
To  feek  her  fortune  in  fome  other  place.  j 

Then  let  not  piety  be  put  to  flight. 
To  pleafe  the  tafte  of  glutton  appetite; 
But  fuffer  inmate  foiils  fecure  to  dwell, 
I^eft  from  their  feats  your  parents  you  expel ; 
With  rabid  hunger  feed  upon  your  kind. 
Or  from  a  beaft  diflodge  a  brother's  mind. 

And  fince,  like  Tiphys,  parting  from  the  fhorc^ 
In  ample  feas  I  fail,  and  depths  untfy'd  before, 
This  let  me  farther  add,  that  nature  knows 
No  ftedfaft  ftation  ;  but,  of  ebbs,  or  flows  : 
Ever  in  motion  ;  fhe  dcfttoj's  her  old. 
And  cafts  new  figures  in  another  mold. 
Ev'n  times  are  in  perpetual  flux  ;  and  run. 
Like  rivers  from  their  fountain,  rolling  on  ; 
For  time,  no  more  than  ftreams,  is  at  a  flay  ; 
1  he  flying  hour  is  ever  on  her  way  ; 
And  as  the  fountain  ftill  fupplies  her  ftore. 
The  wave  behind  impels  the  wave  before  ; 
Thus  in  fucceflive  courfe  the  minutes  run. 
And  urge  their  predeceffor  minutes  on, 
Still  moving,  ever  new  :  for  former  things 
Are  let  afide,  like  abdicated  kings  : 
And  every  moment  alters  what  is  done. 
And  innovates  fome  adl  till  then  unknowno 
Darknefs  v^'e  fee  emerges  into  light. 
And  fhining  funs  dd<:end  to  fable  night ; 
Ev'n  heaven  itfelf  receives  another  die. 
When  weary'd  animals  in  flumbers  lie 
Of  midnight  eafe  ;  another,  when  the  gray 
Of  morn  preludes  the  fplendor  of  the  day. 
The  difk  of  Phoebus,  when  he  climbs  on  high. 
Appears  at  firft  but  as  a  bloodfhnt  eye  ; 
And  when  his  chariot  downward  drives  to  bed. 
His  ball  is  with  the  ftme  fuffuiion  red ; 
B'ut  mounted  high  in  his  meridian  race 
All  bright  he  fhines,  and  with  a  better  face  : 
For  there,  pure  particles  of  scther  flow. 
Far  from  th'  infedlion  of  the  world  below. 

Nor  jequal  light  th'  unequal  moon  adorns, 
Or  in  her  wexing,  or  her  waning  horns, 
y  iiy 
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For  every  day  flie  \TOne5,  her  face  is  lefs, 

But,  gathering  into  globe,  flie  fattens  at  increafe. 

Percciv'ft  not  thou  the  procefs  of  the  year,  ~% 
How  the  four  feafons  in  four  forms  appear,  ( 
Refembling   human   life   in  every   fliape  theyf  ' 

wear  ?  J 

Spring  firft,  like  infancy,  {hoots  out  her  head,     T 
With  milky  juice  requiring  to  be  fed :  V 

Helplefs,  though  frefh,  and  wanting  to  be  led.  J 
The  green  flem  grows  in  flature  and  in  fize. 
But  only  feeds  with  hope  the  farmer's  eyes; 
Then    laughs    the    childiih   year  with    flowrets 

crown'd, 
And  laviflily  perfumes  the  fields  around, 
But  no  fubiiantial  nonrifhrnent  receives, 
Infirm  the  ftalks,  unfolid  are  the  leaves. 

Proceeding  onward  whence  the  year  began, 
The  fummer  grows  adult,  and  ripens  into  man. 
This  feafon,  as  in  men,  is  moft  repleat 
With  kindly  moiflure,  and  prolific  heat. 

Autumn  fuccceds,  a  fober  tepid  age, 
Kot  froze  with  fear,  nor  boiling  into  rage  ; 
More  than  mature,  and  tending  to  decay, 
When  oiTr  brown  locks  repine  to  mix  with  odi- 
ous grey, 

Laft,  winter  creeps  along  with  tardy  pace. 
Sour  is  his  front,  and  furrow'd  is  his  face. 
His  fcalp  if  not  diflionour'd  quite  of  hair. 
Tie  ragged  fleece  is  thin,  and  thin  is  worfe  than 
bare. 

Ev'n  our  own  bodies  daily  change  receive, 
Some  part  of  what  was  theit's  before  they  leave; 
Nor  are  to-day  what  yefterday  they  were  ; 
I>Ior  the  whole  fame  to-morrow  will  appear. 

Time  was,  when  we  were  fow'd,  and  juft  be- 
gan, [man  ; 
Trom  fome  few  fruitful  drops,  the  promlfe  of  a 
Then  Nature's  hand  (fermented  as  it  was) 
Moulded  to  fhape  the  foft,  coagulated  mafs  ; 
Ai)J  when  the  little  man  was  fully  form'd, 
The  breathkfs  embryo  with  a  fpirit  warm'd  ; 
But  when  the  mother's  throes  begin  to  come. 
The  creature,  pent  within  the  narrow  room. 
Breaks  his  blind  prifon,  pufhing  to  repair 
His  flifled  breath,  and  dr.aw  the  living  air  ; 
Caft  on  the  margin  of  {he  world  he  lies, 
A  helplefs  babe,  but  by  inftindl  he  cries. 
He  next  efiays  to  walk,  but  downward  prefb'd 
On  four  feet  imitates  his  brother  bcaft : 
By  flow  degrees  he  gathers  from  the  ground 
His  legs,  and  to  the  rolling  chair  is  bound  ; 
Then  walks  alone  ;  a  horfeman  now  become. 
He  rides  a  flick,  and  travels  round  the  room  : 
In  time  he  vaunts  among  his  youthful  peers, 
Strong  bon'd,  and  flrung  with  nerves,  in  pride  of 

years. 
He  runs  with  mettle  his  firft  merry  flage,  T 

Maintains  the  next,  abated  of  his  rage,  y 

But  manages  his  ftrength,  and  fparcs  his  age.    j 
Heavy  the  third,  and  iiliff,  he  finks  apace, 
And  though  'tis  down  hill  all,  but  creeps  along 

the  race. 
Mow  faplefs  on  the  verge  of  death  he  ftandj, 
Cuntemplaiing  his  I'oriucr  feet  and  hands ; 
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And,  Milo-like,  his  flaken'd  finews  fee«,  "^ 

And  wither'd  arms,  once  fit  to  cope  with  Her-/' 

culee,  C 

Unable  now  to  fliake,  much  lefs  to  tear,  the  trees.^ 

So  Helen  wept,  when  her  teo  faithful  glafs 
Reflcifled  to  her  eyes  the  ruins  of  her  face  : 
Wondering  what-  charms  her  ravifhers  could  fpy, 
To  force  her  twice,  or  ev'n  but  once  enjoy  ! 
Thy  teeth,  devouring  time,  thine,  envious  age. 
On  things  below  ftill  excrcife  your  rage  : 
With  venom'd  grinders  you  corrupt  your  meat. 
And  then,  at  lingering  meals,  the  morfels  eat. 

Nor  thofe,  which  elen-?nts  we  call,  abide. 
Nor  to  this  figure,  nor  to  that,  are  ty'd  ; 
For  this  eternal  world  is  faid  of  old 
But  four  prolific  principles  to  held, 
Four  different  bodies  ;  two  to  heaven  afcend. 
And  other  two  down  to  the  centre  tend  : 
Fire  firll;  with  wings  expanded  mounts  on  high. 
Pure,  void  of  weight,  and  dwells  in  upper  fky, 
Then  air,  becaufe  unclog'd  in  empty  fpace. 
Flies  after  fire,  ar>d  claims  the  fecond  place  : 
But  weighty  water,  as  her  nature  guides, 
Lies  on  the  lap  of  earth,  and  mother  earth  fub- 
fides. 

All  things  are  mixt  with  thefe,  which  all  con- 
And  into  thefe  are  all  refolv'd  again  :  [tain. 

Earth  rarifies  to  dew  ;  expanded  more 
The  fubtil  dew  in  air  begins  to  foar  : 
Spreads  as  file  flies,  and  weary  of  her  name 
Extenuates  ftill,  and  changes  into  flame ; 
Thus  having  by  degrees  perfedlion  won, 
Reftlefs  they  foon  rintwift  the  Web  they  fpun, 
And  fire  begins  to  lofe  her  radiant  hue, 
Mixt  with  grofs  air,  and  air  defcends  to  dew ; 
And  dew,  condenfing,  does  her  form  forego, 
And  finks,  a  heavy  lump  of  earth,  below. 

Thus  are  their  figures  never  at  a  fland. 
But  chang'd  by  Nature's  innovating  hand ; 
All  things  are  alter'd,  nothing  is  deftroy'd. 
The  fhifted  I'cene  for  fome  new  fhew  employ 'd. 

Then,  to  be  born,  is  to  begin  to  be 
Some  other  thing  we  were  not  formerly  : 
And  what  we  call  to  die,  is  aot  t'  appear. 
Or  be  the  thing  that  formerly  we  were. 
Thofe  very  elements,  wliich  we  partake 
Alive,  when  dead  fome  other  bodies  make  : 
Tranilated  grow,  have  fenfe,  or  can  difccurfe  ; 
But  death  on  deathlefs  fubftance  has  no  force. 

That  forms  are  chang'd  I  grant,  that  nothing 
Continue  in  the  figure  it  began  :  fcao 

The  golden  age  to  tilver  was  deb:is'd  : 
To  copper  that ;  our  metal  came  at  laft. 

The  face  of  places,  and  their  forms,  decay; 
And  that  is  folid  earth,  tiiat  once  was  fea  : 
Seas  in  their  turn,  retreating  from  the  ihore. 
Make  folid  land  what,  ocean  was  before  ; 
And  far  from  ftrands  are  ftiells  of  fifties  found, 
And  rufty  anchors  fix'd  on  mountain  ground  ; 
And  what  were  fields  before,  now  wafh'd  and 

worn , 
By  falling  floods  from  high,  to  vallies  turn. 
And  crumbling  ftill  defcend  to  level  lands ; 
And  lakes,  and  trembling  bogs,  are  barren  fands ; 
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And  the  parch'd  dtfart  floats  in  ftreams  unknown; 
Wondering-  tv>  drink  of  waters  not  her  owii. 
Here  nature  living  fountains  opts;  and  there 
Seals  up  the  wombs  where  living  fountains  were  ; 
Or  eartJiquakes   flop  their  ancient   courfe,     and 
15iverted  flreams  to  feed  a  diftant  fpring.  [bring 
So  Lycus,  fwallow'd  up,  is  feen  no  more, 
But  far  from  thence  knocks  out  another  door. 
Thus  Erafimis  dives  ;  and  blind  in  earth 
Runs  on,  and  gropes  his  way  to  fea^nd  birth, 
Starts  up  in  Ai;j;os  meads,  and  {hakes  his  locks 
Around  the  fields,  and  fattens  all  the  flocks. 
So  Myfus  by  another  way  is  led, 
And,  grnwn  a  river,  now  difdains  his  head  : 
Forgets  his  liumble  birth,  his  name  forfakes, 
And  the  proud  title  of  Caicus  takes. 
Large  Amenane,  impure  with  yellow  fands, 
Runs  ra))id  often,  and  as  often  {lands  ; 
And  heie  he  threats  the  drunken  fields  to  drown. 
And  there  his  dugs  deny  to  give  their  liquor  down. 

Anigros  once  did  wholefome  draughts  afford, 
But  now  his  deadly  waters  are  abhorr'd  : 
Since  hurt  by  Hercules,  as  fame  rcfmnds. 
The  Centaur  in  his  current  wafh'd  their  wounds. 
The  flreams  of  Hypanis  are  fweet  no  more, 
But  bTackifli  lol'e  their  tafte  they  had  before. 
AiitifTa,  Pharos,  Tyre,  in  fcas  were  pent. 
Once  ifles,  but  now  increafe  the  continent ; 
While  the  Leucadian  coaft,  main-land  before. 
By  rufliing  feas  is  fever'd  from  the  fhore. 
Si>  Zancle  to  th'  Italian  earth  was  ty'd, 
And  men  once  walk'd  where  fliips  at  anchor  ride ; 
Till  Meptune  ovetlook'd  the  narrow  v^ay, 
And  in  difdain  pour'd  in  the  conquering  fea. 

Two  cities  that  adornM  th'  Achaian  ground,") 
Buris  and  fielice,  no  more  are  found,  ( 

But,    v.'helm'd  beneath  a  lake,  are    funk    and  C 
drown'd ;  j 

And  boatfmen  through  the  cryftal  water  fiiew. 
To  wondering  pafTengerSjthe  walls  below. 

Near  Trszcn  {lands  a  hill,  expos'd  iu  air 
To  winter  winds,  of  leafy  fliadows  bare  : 
This  once  was  level  ground:  but  ({grange  to  tell) 
Th'  included  vapours,  that  in  caverns  dwell, 
Ijabouriiig  with  colic  pangs,  and  clnfe  confiu'd, 
In  vain  fought  iffuc  from  the  rumbling  wind  : 
Yet  flilt  they  heav'd  for  vent,  and  heaving  {lill 
Inlarg'd  the  concave,  and  {hot  up  the  hill; 
As  breath  extends  a  bladdf  r,  or  the  ficins 
Of  goats  are  blown  t'  indole  the  hoarded  wines : 
The  mountain  11  ill  retains  a  mountain's  face, 
And  gather'd  rubbifh  heals  the  hollow  fpace. 

Of  many  wonders,  which  1  heard  or  knew, 
Retrenching  moft,  I  will  relate  but  few  : 
What,  are  not  fprings  with  qualities  oppos'd 
Endued  at  feafons,  and  at  feafons  loft  ? 
I'ivrice  in  a  day  thine,  Ammon,  change  their  form. 
Cold  at  high  notni,  and  at  morn  and  even  warm  : 
Thine,  Athaman,  will  kindle  wood,  if  thrown 
On  the  pil'd  earth,  and  in  the  waning  moon. 
I'he  Thracians  have  a  flrcam,  if  any  try 
Ihe  tafle,  his  harden'd  bowels  petrify; 
Whate'er  it  touches  it  converts  to  flones, 
Atid  makes  a  marble  pavement,  •where  it.runs. 


Grathis,  and  Sibaris  her  fifler  flood, 
That  Aide  through  (  ur  Calabnan  neighbour  Woodj 
With  gold  and  amber  dye  the  fhining  hair. 
And  thither  youth  refort ;  (for   who  would  not 
be  fair  ?) 

But  flranger  virtues  yet  in  flreams  we  find, 
Some  change  not  only  bodies,  but  the  mind  : 
Who  has  not  heard  q{  Salmads  obfccne, 
Whofe  waters  into  women  foften  men  .' 
Of  Ethiopian  lakes,  which  turn  the  brain 
To  madnefs,  cv  in  heavy  fleep  conftrain  ? 
Clytorean  flreams  the  love  of  wine  expel, 
(Such  is  the  virtue  of  th'  abilemious  Wei!,) 
V/hcthcr  the  colder  nymph  that  rules  the  flood 
Exiingirilhes,  and  balks  the  drunken  God  ; 
Or  that  iVIelampus  (fo  have  fome  affur'd) 
When  the  mad  Prostides  with  charms  he  cjr'dj 
And  powerful   herbs,  both  charms  and  fimpIeiS 

cafi 
Into  the  fobcr  fpring,  where  fllll  their  virtues  lafl. 

Unhke  efFccfls  Lynceftis  will  pri^duce  ; 
Who  drinks  his  waters,  though  with  moderate  ufcj 
Reels  as  with  wine,  and  fees  with  double  fight ; 
His  heels  too  hiavy,  urd  hi^  head  too  light. 
"I/adon,  once  Phenei  s,  an  Arcidian  llream, 
(Ambiguous  in  th'  effcdis,  as  in  the  name) 
By  day  is  wholeli  me  beverage  ;  but  is  thought 
By  night  infedcd,  and  a  deadly  draught. 

Thus  running  rivers,  and  the  ftanding  lake, 
Now  of  thefe  virtues,  now  of  thofe  partake  : 
Time  was  (and  all  things  time  and  fate  obey) 
When  firft  Oitygia  ii  ated  on  the  lea; 
Such  were  Cyanean  ifles  when  Fypliis  fleer'd 
Batwixt  their  ftraits,  and.  their  collifion  fear'd; 
They  fwam  where  now  they  fit;  and  firmly  join'd 
Secure  of  rooting  up,  refill  the  wind.      , 
Nor  jEtna  vomiting  fulphureous  fire 
Will  ever  belch  ;  for  fulphur  will  expire 
(The  vein?  exhaufted  of  the  liquid  {lore)  ; 
Time  was  flic  caft  no  flames ;  in  time  will  caft 
no  more. 

For  whether  earth's  an  aniaial,  and  air 
Imbibes,  her  lungs  with  coolnefs  to  repaifj 
And  what  fhe  fucks  remits;  flie  ftill  requires- 
Inlets  for  air,  and  tutlets  frr  her  fires; 
When  tortur'd  witli  cunvulfive  fits  fhe  fhakes, 
That  motion  chokes  the  vent,  till  other  vent  {he 

makes  : 
Or  when  the  winds  in  hollow  caves  are  clos'd, 
And  fubtll  fpititsfind  thdt  way  op^os*d, 
They  tofs  up  flints  in  ar  ;  the  flints  that  hide 
The  feeds  of  fire,  thus  tofs'd  in  aif,  collide, 
Kindling  the  fulphur,  till  rhc  fuel  fpent 
The  cave  is  cool'd,  and  the  fie  ce  winds  relent. 
Or  whether  fulphur,  catching  fire,  feeds  on. 
Its  unduous  parts  till  all  the  matter  gone 
The  flames  no  more  afcend ;  for  earth  ft^pplies 
The  fat  that  feeds  them  ;  and  when  earth  denies 
That  food,  by  length  of  tirre  confum'dj  the  fire 
Familh'd  for  want  of  fuel  mufl  expire. 

A  race  of  men  there  are,  as  fame  has  told, 
Who  fhivering  fufFcr  Hyperborean  cold, 
Till,  nine  times  bathing  in  Minerva's  like. 
Soft  feathers  to  defend  their  naked  fides  ihty  take. 
y  jiij 
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'Tis  faid,  the  Scythian  wives  (believe  who  will) 
Transform  themfelvcs  to  birds  by  majric  Ikill  ; 
Smear'd  over  with  an  oil  of  wondrous  might, 
That  adds  new  pinions  to  their  airy  fiight. 

But  this  by  fure  experiment  we  know, 
That  living  creatures  from  corruptinn  grow  : 
Hide  in  a  hollow  pit  a  flaughter'd  Reer, 
Bees  from  his  putrid  bowels  will  appear ; 
"Who  like  their  parents  haunt  the  field,  and  brine; 
Their   h'.ney   harveft  home,  and   hope   another 

fj)ring. 
The  warlike  deed  is  multiply'd,  we  find, 
To  wafps  and  hornets  of  the  warrior  kind. 
Cut  from  a  crab  his  crooked  claws,  and  hide 
The  reft  in  earth,  a  fcorpion  thence  will  glide 
And  ftioot  his  fting,  his  tail  in  circles  tols'd 
Refers  the  limbs  his  backward  father  loft. 
And  worms,  that  ftretch  on  leaves  their   filthy 

loom. 
Crawl  from  their  bags  and  butterflies  become. 
Kv'n  dime  begets  the  frog's  loquacious  race  : 
ishort  of  their  feet  at  firft,  in  little  fpace 
With  arms  and  legs  endued,  long  leaps  they  take, 
Rais'd  on  their  hinder  part,  and  fwim  the  lake, 
And  waves  repel ;  for  nature  gives  iheir  kind, 
To  that  intent,  a  length  of  legs  behind. 

The  cubs  of  bears  a  living  lump  appear. 
When  whelp'd,  and  no  determln'd  figure  wear. 
'J"he  mother  licks  them  into  Ihape,  and  gives 
As  much  of  form  as  fhe  herfelf  receive?. 

The  Tubs  from  their  fexangular  abode 
Crawl  out  unfinifh'd,  like  the  maggot's  brood  : 
Trunks  without  limbs,  till  time  at  leifnre  brings 
The  thighs  they  wanted,  and  their  tardy  wings. 

The  bird  who  draws  the  car  of  Juno,  vain  ^ 

Of  her  crown'd  head,  and  of  her  ftairy  train  ; 
And  he  that  bears  th'  artillery  of  Jove, 
The  flrong  pounc'd  eagle,  and  the  billing  dove  : 
And  all  the  feather'd  kind,  who  could  fuppnle  ~\ 
(But  that  from  fight,  the  iuteft  fenfe,  he  knows)  f 
They  from  th'  included  yolh,  not  ambient  white  C 
arofe  ?  J 

There  are  who  think  the  marrow  of  a  man. 
Which  in  tha  fpine,  while  he  was  living,  ran  ; 
When  dead,  the  pitdi  corrupted,  will  become 
A  fnake,  and  hifs  within  the  hollow  tomb. 

All  thefe  receive  their  birth  from  other  things  ; 
But  from  himfelf  the  phoenix  only  fprings  : 
Self-born,  begotten  by  the  parent  flame 
In  which  he  burn'd,  another  and  the  fame  : 
Who  not  by  corn  or  herbs  his  life  fuftains, 
But  the  fwect  cfftDcc  Amomum  drains; 
And  watches  the  rich  gums  Arabia  bears, 
Wliile  yet  in  tender  dew  they  drop  their  tears. 
He  (his  five  centuries  of  life  fulfill'd) 
His  neft  on  oaken  boughs  begins  to  build, 
Or  trembling  tops  of  palm  :   and  firft  he  draws 
The  plan  with  his  brond  bill  and  crooked  claws, 
Nature's  artificers;  on  this  the  pile 
Is  form'd,  and  riles  round ;  then  with  the  fpoil 
Of  Caflia,  Cynamon,  and  ftcnis  of  Nard, 
/  For  foftnefs  (Irew'd  beneath)  his  funeral  bed  is 
Funeral  and  bridal  both  ;  and  all  around    [rcar'd  : 
The  borders  with  corruptkfs  myrrh  are  crown'd  : 
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On  this  incumbent ;  till  xtherial  flame 
Firft  catches,  then  confumes,  the  collly  frame; 
Confumes  him  too,  as  on  the  pile  he  lies  ; 
He  liv'd  on  odours,  and  in  odours  dies 

An  infant  phoenix  from  the  former  fnrings, 
His  father's  heir,  and  f.'om  his  tender  wings 
Shakes  off  his  parent  drift,  his  method  he  purfues. 
And  the  fame  leafe  of  life  on  the  fame  terms  re- 


news : 
When  grown  to  manhood  he  begins  his  reign, 
And  with  ftift"  pinions  can  his  flight  fnftain, 
He  lightens  of  its  load  the  tree  that  bore 
His  father's  royal  fepulchre  before. 
And  his  own  cradle  :  this  with  pious  care 
Plac'd  on  his  back,  he  cuts  the  buxom  air. 
Seeks  the  fun's  city,  and  his  facred  church, 
And  decently  lays  down  his  burden  in  the  porch. 

A  wonder  more  amazing  would  we  find  i 
The  fiyjEna  fliews  it,  of  a  double  kind. 
Varying  the  fexes  in  alternate  years. 
In  one  begets,  and  in  another  bears. 
The  thin  cameleon,  fed  with  air,  receives 
The  colour  of  the  t'ning  to  which  he  cleave?. 

India,  when  conquer'd,  on  the  conquering  Gotl 
For  planted  vines  the  fharpey'd  lynx  beftow'd, 
Whole  urine,  ftied  before  it  touches  earth. 
Congeals  in  air,  and  gives  to  gems  their  birth. 
So  coral,  foft  and  white  in  ocean's  bed, 
Comes  harden'd  up  in  air,  and  glows  with  red. 

All  changing  fpecies  Ihould  my  fong  recite  ; 
Before  I  ceas'd,  would  change  the  day  to  night. 
Nations  and  empires  flourifh  and  decay. 
By  turns  command,  and  in  their  turns  ob&y ; 
Time  foftens  hardy  people,  time  again 
ffatdens  to  war  a  foft,  unwarlike  train. 
1  h\is  Troy,  for  ten  long  years,  her  foes  withftooti, 
And  daily  bleeding  bore  th*  expence  of  blood  : 
isinv  lor  thick  ftreets  it  fhi.ws  an  empty  fpace,   "i 
Or,  only  fiU'd  with  ton»b:.  of  her  own  perifli'd  ( 
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Herfelf  becomes  the  fepulchre  of  what  llie  was. 
Mycen:;,  Sparta,  Thebes  ot  mighty  fsme. 
Are  vanifh'd  out  of  fubitance  inio  name. 
And  Uardan  R.ome,  that  juU  bej^ins  to  rife. 
On  Tiber's  banks,  in  time  lliall  mate  thelkies  ; 
Widening  hrr  bounds,  and  working  on  her  way  ; 
Ev'n  now  fhe  meditates  imjicrial  Iway  : 
Yet  this  is  change,  but  flic  hy  changing  thrives, 
Like  moons  new  born,  and  in  iitr  cradle  ftrives 
To  fill  her  infant  lurns;  an  hour  lliall  come 
When    the    round   world    Ihall    be    contain'd    in 
Rome. 
For  this  old  faws  foretel,  and  Helenus 
Anchifes'  drooping  foil  cnlivcn'd  thus. 
When  Ilium  now  was  in  a  finking  fiate, 
And  he  was  doubtful  of  his  future  fate  : 
O  Goddefb-born,  with  thy  hard  fortune  firive, 
Troy  never  c;m  be  loft,  and  tliou  alive. 
Thy  paflage  thou  Ihalt  free  through  fire  and  fword» 
And  Troy  in  foreign  lands  fliall  be  reftoi'd. 
In  happier  fields  a  rifing  town  I  fee, 
Greater  than  what  e'er  was,  or  is, or  e'er  fliall  1 
And  heaven  yet  owes  the  world  a  lace  deriv'd 
from  thee. 


I  be:/ 
■iv'd^ 
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Sages  and  chiefs,  of  other  lineage  born, 
.  The  city  fnall  extend,  extended  fhall  adorn  : 
But  from  lulus  he  muft  draw  Jiis  birth. 
By  whom  thy  Rome  fhall  rule  the  cinquer'd  earth: 
Whom  heaven   will   lend  mankind  on  earth  to 

reign. 
And  late  require  the  precious  pledge  again. 
This  Helenub  to  great  TEneas  told, 
Which  I  retain,  e'er  fince  in  other  mold 
My  foul  was  cloth'd  ;  and  now  rejoice  to  view 
My  country's   walls  rebuilt,    and  Troy  reviv'd 

anew, 
Rais'd  by  the  fall ;   decreed  by  lofs  to  gain  ; 
Enflav'd  but  to   be   free,    and  conquer'd  but  to 

reign. 
'Tis  time  my  hard  mouth'd  courfers  to  control. 
Apt  to  run  riot,  and  tranfgrefs  the  godl : 
And  therefore  I  conclude,  whatever  lies 
In  earth,  or  flits  in  earth,  or  fills  the  ikies, 
All  fuffer  change  ;  and  we,  that  are  of  foul 
And  body  mix'd,  are  members  of  the  whole. 
Then  when  our  fires,  or  grandfires  fhall  forfake 
The  forms  of  men,  and  brutal  figures  take. 
Thus  hous'd,  fecurely  let  their  fpirits  reft, 
Nor  violate  thy  father  in  the  beaflr. 
Thy  friend,  thy  brother,  any  of  thy  kin  ; 
If  none  of  thefe,  yet  there's  a  man  witliin  : 
O  fpare  to  make  a  Thyeftean  meal, 
1"  inclore  his  body,  and  his  foul  expel, 
III  cuftoms  by  degrees  to  habits  rife, 
111  habits  foon  become  exalted  vice  : 
Wiiat  mure  advance  can  mortals  make  in'fin 
So  near  perfedtion,  who  with  blnod  begin  ? 
Deaf  to  the  calf  that  lies  beneath  the  knife, 
iiooks  up,  and  from  her  butcher  begs  her  life  : 
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Deaf  to  the  harmlefs  kid,  that  ere  he  dies,  "J 

All  meihods  to  procure  thy  mercy  tries,  C 

And  imitates  in  vain  thy  children's  cries.  ) 

Where  will  he  ftop,  who  feeds  with  houfehold 

bread, 
Then  eats  the  poultry  which  before  he  fed  ? 
Let  plough  thy  fteers  ;  that  when  they  lofe   their 
breath,  [death-. 

To  Nature,  not  to  thee,  they  may  impute  their 
Let  goats  for  frod  their  loaded  udders  lend. 
And  fheep  frcm  winter  cold  thy  fides  defend  ; 
But  neither  fpringes,  nets,  nor  fnares  employ, 
And  be  no  more  ingenious  to  deftroy. 
Free  as  in  air,  let  birds  on  earth  remain, 
Nor  let  infidioiis  glue  their  wings  conftrain ; 
Nor  opening  hounds  the  trembling  flag  affright, 
Nor  purple  feathers  intercept  his  flight  : 
Nor  hooks  conceal'd  in  baits  for  lilh  prepare, 
Nor  lines  to  heave  them  twinkling  up  in  air. 

Take  not  away  the  life  you  cainiot  give  : 
For  all  things  have  an  equal  right  to  live. 
Kill  noxious  creatures,  where  'tis  fin  to  fave ; 
This  only  juft  prerogative  we  have  : 
But  iiourifh  life  with  vegetable  food, 
And  Ihun  the  facriiegious  tafte  of  blood. 

Thefe  precepts  by  the  Samian  fage  were  taught. 
Which  godlike  Numa  to  the  Sabines  brought. 
And  thence  transferr'd  to  Rome,  by  gift  his  own  : 
A  willing  people,  and  an  otfer'd  throne. 
O  happy  monarch,  fent  by  heaven  to  blefs 
A  favage  nation  with  foft  arts  of  peace. 
To  teach  religion,  rapine  to  reftrain. 
Give  laws  to  lufl,  and  facrifice  ordain  : 
Himfelf  a  faint,  a  Goddefs  was  his  bride. 
And  all  the  Mufes  o'er  his  ads  prefidc* 
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PREFACE  CONCERNING  OVID'S  EPISTLES. 


The  life  of  Ovid  beings  already  written  in  our 
language  before  the  tranQation  of  his  Metamor- 
phofes,  I  will  not  prefume  fo  far  upon  myfelf,  to 
think  1  can  add  any  thing  to  Mr.  Sandy's  under- 
taking. The  Englifti  reader  may  there  be  fatis- 
fied,  that  he  flouriftied  in  the  reign  of  Auguftus 
Csfar;  that  he  was  extradted  from  an  ancient 
family  of  Roman  Knights ;  that  he  was  born  to 
the  inheritance  of  a  fplendid  fortune ;  that  he  was 
defigned  to  the  ftudy  of  the  law,  and  had  made 
confiderable  progrefs  in  it,  before  he  quitted  that 
profeflion,  for  this  of  poetry,  to  which  he  was 
more  naturally  formed.  The  caufe  of  his  banifh- 
ment  is  unknown ;  becaufe  he  was  himfelf  unwil- 
ling further  to  provoke  the  emperor,  by  afcribing 
it  to  any  otber  reafon  than  what  was  pretended 
by  Auguftus,  which  was,  the  lafcivioufnefs  of 
his  Elegies,  and  his  Art  of  Love.  It  is  true, 
they  are  not  to  be  excufed  in  the  feverity  of  man- 
ners, as  being  able  to  corrupt  a  larger  empire,  if 
there  were  any,  than  that  of  Rome  :  yet  this 
may  be  faid  in  behalf  of  Ovid,  that  no  man  has 
ever  treated  the  paflion  of  love  with  fo  much  de- 
licacy of  thought  and  of  expreflion,  or  fearched 
into  the  nature  of  it  more  philofophically  than 
he.  And  the  emperor,  who  condemned  bim,  had 
as  little  reafon  as  another  man  to  punifli  that  fault 
with  fo  much  feverity,  if  at  leaft  he  were  the  au- 
thor of  a  certain  Spigram^  __vvhich  is  afcribed  to 


him,  relating  to  the  firft  civil  war  betwixt  himfelf 
and  Marc  Anthony  tbe  triumvir,  v»rhich  is  more 
fulfome  than  any  paffage  I  have  met  with  :n  our 
Poet.  To  pafs  by  the  naked  fan.jliarity  of  his 
expreflions  to  Horace,  which  are  cited  in  that  au- 
thor's life,  I  need  only  mention  one  notorious  adl 
of  his,  in  taking  Livia  to  his  bed,  when  fhe  was 
not  only  married,  but  with  child  by  her  hufband 
then  living.  But  deeds,  it  feems,  may  be  juftified 
by  arbitrary  power,  when  words  are  queftioned 
in  a  Poet.  There  is  another  guefs  of  the  gram- 
m.arians,  as  far  from  truth  as  the  firft  from  rea- 
fon :  they  will  have  him  banilhed  for  feme  fa- 
vours, which,  they  fay,  he  received  from  Julia  th"? 
daughter  of  Auguftus,  whom  they  think  he  cele- 
brates under  the  name  of  Corinna  in  his  Elegies  : 
but  he  who  will  obferve  the  verfes,  which  are 
made  to  that  miftrefs,  may  gather  from  the  whole 
contexture  of  them,  that  Corinna  was  not  a  wo- 
man of  the  higheft  quality.  If  Julia  were  then 
married  to  Agrippa,  why  fliould  our  Poet  make 
his  petition  to  Ifis,  for  her  fafe  delivery,  and  af- 
terwards condole  her  mifcarriage ;  which,  for 
aught  he  knew,  might  be  by  her  own  hufband  ? 
Or,  indeed,  how  durft  he  be  fo  bold  to  make  the 
leaft  difcovery  of  fuch  a  crime,  which  was  no  lefs 
than  capital,  efpecially  copimitted  againft  a  perfon 
of  Agrlppa's  rank  ?  Or,  if  it  were  before  her 
marriage,  he  would  fure  have  been  more  dlTcreet, 
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than  to  have  publifiied  an  accident  which  mud 
have  been  fatal  to  tliem  both.  But  what  moft 
confirms  me  againft  this  opinion,  is,  that  Ovid 
himlelf  complains,  that  the  true  perfon  of  Corinna 
was  (ound  out  by  the  fame  of  his  veifcs  to  her  : 
which,  if  it  had  been  Julia,  he  durft  not  have 
owned ;  and,  befides,  an  immediate  punilhnient 
muft  have  followed-  He  feems  himlelf  more  truly 
to  have  touched  at  the  caufe  of  his  exile  in  thofe 
obfcure  verfes : 

*'  Cur  aliquid  vidi,  cur  noxia  lumina  feci?"  &c. 

Namely,  that  he  had  either  feen,  or  was  confcious 
to  fomevvhat,  which  had  procured  him  his  difgrace. 
But  neither  am  I  fati.'-iied,  that  this  was  the  inceft 
of  the  emperor  with  his  own  daughter ;  for  Au- 
guftus  was  of  a  nature  too  vindiftive  to  have  con- 
tented himfelf  with  fo  fma'l  a  revenge,  or  fo  un- 
,fafe  to  himfelf,  as  that  of  fimple  banifiiment ;  but 
would  certainly  have  fecured  his  crimes  from  pub- 
lic notice,  by  the  death  of  him  who  was  witnefs 
to  ihem.  Neither  have  hiftorians  given  us  any 
fight  into  fuch  a^iion  of  this  emperor  ;  nor  would 
he  (the  greateft  politician  of  the  time),  in  all 
probability,  have  managed  his  crimes  with  fo  lit- 
tle fecrecy,  as  not  to  Ihun  the  obfervation  of  any 
man.  It  feems  more  probable,  that  Ovid  was  ei- 
ther the  confidfint  of  forae  other  paffion,  or  that 
he  had  Humbled  by  fonie  inadvertency  upon  the 
privacies  of  Livia,  and  feen  her  ia  a  bath  :  for 
the  words 

"  Sine  vefte  Dianam" 

agree  better  with  Livia,  who  had  the  fame  of 
chaftity,  than  with  either  of  the  Julia's,  who 
were  both  noted  of  incontinency.  The  firfl  verfes, 
■which  were  made  by  him  in  his  youth,  and  re- 
cited publicly  according  to  the  cuftom,  were,  as 
he  hhnfelt  afl'ures  us,  to  Corinna  :  his  banifbnient 
happened  not  till  the  age  of  fifty  :  from  which  it 
may  be  deduced,  wiih  probability  enough,  that 
the  love  of  Corinna  did  not  occafion  it ;  nay,  he 
tells  us  plainly,  that  his  offence  was  that  of  error 
only,  not  of  wickednefs  ;  and  m  the  fame  paper 
of  verfes  alfo,  that  the  caufe  was  noforir.ufly 
known  at  Rome,  though  it  be  left  fo  obfcure  to 
after  ages. 

But  to  leave  conjetSures  on  a  fubjedl:  fo  uncer- 
tavn,  and  to  write  fomewhat  more  authentic  of 
this  Poet :  that  he  frequented  tlie  court,  of  Au- 
guflus,  and  was  well  received  in  it,  is  moft  un- 
doubted :  all  his  Poeais  bear  the  character  of  a 
court,  and  appear  to  be  wiitten,  as  the  French 
call  it,  Ca-valieTer?:sni  :  add  to  this,  that  the  titles 
of  many  of  his  Elegies,  and  more  of  his  letters  in 
his  banilbment,are  addrtffed  toperfons  well  known 
to  us,  even  at  this  diilance,  to  have  been  cunfider- 
able  in  that  court. 

Nor  was  his  acquaintance  lefs  with  the  famous 
Poets  of  his  age,  than  with  the  noblemen  and 
ladies.  He  tells  you  himfelf,  in  a  particular  ac- 
count of  his  own  life,  that  Macer,  Horace,  Tibul- 
lus,  l';opertiu5,  and  many  others  of  them,  were 
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his  familiar  friends,  and  thot  feme  of  them  com" 
municated  their  writings  to  him  ;  but  that  he  bad 
only  feen  Virgil. 

If  the  imitation  of  nature  be  the  bufinefs  of  % 
Poet,  I  know  no  other  author,  who  can  juilly  be 
compared  with  ours,  efpecially  in  the  dtfcription  of 
the  paffions.  And,  to  prove  this,  I  fliall  need  no 
other  judges  than  the  generality  of  his  readers; 
for,  all  paffions  being  inborn  with  us,  we  are  al- 
moft  equally  judges,  when  we  are  concerned  ia 
the  reprefentation  of  them.  Now  I  will  appeal 
to  any  man,  who  has  read  this  Poet,  whether  he 
finds  not  the  natural  emotion  of  the  fame  palOon 
in  himfelf,  which  the  poet  deferibes  in  his  feign- 
ed perfons  ?  His  thought^,  which  are  the  piiftiires 
and  refults  of  thtfe  paiSons,  are  generally  fuch  as 
naturally  arife  from  thofe  diforderly  motions  of 
our  fpirits.  Yet,  not  to  fpea^  too  partially  in  his 
behalf,  I  will  confefs,  that  the  copioufnel's  of  his 
wit  was  fuch,  that  he  often  writ  too  pointedly  for 
his  fubjedl,  and  made  his  perfuns  fpeak  more  elo» 
quently  than  the  violence  of  their  paffion  would 
admit ;  fo  that  he  is  frequently  witty  out  of  fea- 
fon  ;  leaving  the  imitation  of  nature,  and  the 
cooler  diwlates  of  his  judgment,  for  the  falfe  ap- 
plaufe  of  fancy.  Yet  he  feems  to  have  found  obc 
this  imperfeftion  in  his  riper  age  ;  for  why  e&i 
fliould  he  complain,  that  his  Metamorpbofes  Tras 
left  unfinifhed  ]  Nothing  fure  can  be  added  to  the 
wit  of  that  Poem,  or  of  the  reft  ;  but  many  things 
ought  to  have  been  retrenched  ;  which,  I  fuppole, 
woirld  have  been  the  bufinefs  of  his  age,  if  his 
misfortunes  had  not  come  too  faft  upon  him. 
But  takehim  uncorre61:ed,  as  he  is  trarl'mitted  fo 
us,  and  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  in  i'pite  of  his 
Dutch  friends  the  commentators,  even  of  Julias 
Scaliger  himfelf,  that  Seneca's  ccnfurc  will  iUnii 
good  againft  him  : 

"  Nefcivit  quod  bene  ceffit  relinquere ;" 

He  never  knew  when  to  give  over,  when  he  huij 
done  well ;  but,  continually  varying  the  fame  {■ev&£ 
an  hundred  ways,  and  taking  up  in  another  place 
what  he  had  more  tlian  enough  inculcated  before, 
he  fometimes  cloys  his  readers  inilcad  of  fatisfying 
them ;  and  gives  occafion  to  his  trar.llators,  viho 
dare  not  cover  him,  to  blufli  at  tlie  nakednefs  of 
their  father.  This  then  is  the  allay  of  Ovid's 
writings,  which  is  fufficiently  recompenced  by  bis 
oih^r  excelleni-ies  :  nay,  this  very  fault  is  not 
witiiout  its  beauties;  for  the  mcft  fevcrc  cenfor 
cannot  but  be  pleafed  with  the  prodigality  of  his 
wit,  though  at  the  fame  time  he  could  have  wifbc'd 
tliat  the  ir.after  of  it  had  been  a  better  manager. 
Every  thiiig,  which  he  does,  becomes  him;  and,  if 
fomsriraes  he  appears  too  gay,  yet  there  is  a  (s- 
cret  gracefulnefs  of  youth,  which  accompanies  his 
writings,  thou;;h  the  ftaidnefs  andfobiiety  of  age 
be  wanting.  In  the  moft  material  part,  which  is 
the  condud,  it  is  certain  that  he  feldom  has  mis- 
carried ;  for  if  his  Elegies  be  coir.pared  i.ith  thofe 
of  Tibullus  and  Propcrtius,  his  conteiuporaries, 
it  will  be  found,  that  thofe  j-oets  feldom  deligaed 
before  the)-  writj    und  though  the  language  of 
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"TibuUus  be  more  policed,  and  the  learning  of 
Propertius,  efpecially  in  his  fourth  book,  more  fet 
out  to  oftentation ;  yet  their  common  pradtice 
was  to  look  no  further  before  them  than  the  next 
line  ;  whence  it  will  inevitably  follow,  tliat  they 
can  drive  to  no  certain  point,  but  ramble  from 
one  fubjedl  to  another,  and  conclude  with  fome- 
what  which  is  not  of  a  piece  with  their  begin- 
ning : 

"  Purpureus  late  qui  fpfendeat  unus  &  alte^ 
•'  Afluitur  panlius," 

as  Horace  fays :  though  the  verfes  are  golden, 
they  are  but  patched  into  the  garment.  But  our 
Poet  has  always  the  goal  in  his  eye,  which  direds 
him  in  his  r^ce ;  fome  beautiful  defign,  which  he 
firft  eftablifhes,  and  then  contrives  the  means 
which  will  naturally  condu<51;  him  to  his  end. 
'i'his  will  be  evident  to  judicious  readers  in  his 
Epiftles,  of  which  fcmew hat,  at  leaft  in  general, 
will  be  expeded. 

The  title  of  them  in  our  late  editions  is  Epi- 
ftolx  Heroidum,  The  letters  of  the  Heroines. 
But  Heinfius  haS  judged  more  truly,  that  the  in- 
fcription  of  our  author  was  barely,  Epiftles  ;  which 
he  concludes  from  his  cited  verfes,  where  Ovid 
affcrts  this  work  as  his  own  invention,  and  not 
borrowed  from  the  Greeks,  whom  (as  the  m^fters 
of  their  learning)  the  Romans  ufually  did  imlta:e. 
But  it  appears  not  from  their  writings,  that  any 
ti  the  Grecians  ever  touched  upon  this  way,  which 
our  poet  therefore  juftly  has  vindicated  to  himftlf. 
1  quarrel  not  at  the  word  Heroidum,  becaufe  it  is 
iifed  by  Ovid  in  his  Art  of  Love  : 

"  Jupiter  ad  vcrteres  fupplcx  Heroidas  ibat." 

But,  fure,  he  could  not  be  guilty  of  fuch  an  over- 
fight,  to  call  his  work  by  the  name  of  Heroines, 
when  there  are  divers  men,  or  heroes,  as,  namely, 
Paris,  Leander,  and  Acontius,  joined  in  it.  Ex- 
cept Sabinus,  who  writ  fome  anfwcrs  to  Ovid's 
Letters, 

*'  (Qualn  celere  e  toto  rediit  mens  orbe  Sabinus)" 

1  remember  not  any  of  the  Romans,  who  have 
treated  on  this  fubje<il ;  fave  only  Propertius,  and 
that  but  once,  in  his  Epiftle  of  Arethufa  to  Ly- 
cotas,  which  is  written  lb  near  the  ftyle  of  Ovid, 
that  it  feems  to  be  but  an  imitation ;  and  there- 
fore ought  not  to  defraud  our  Poet  of  the  glory 
of  his  invention. 

Concerning  the  Epiftles,  I  ftiall  content  myfelf 
to  obfetve  thefe  few  particulars;  firft,  that  they 
are  generally  granted  to  be  the  moft  perfedf  pieces 
of  Ovid,  and  that  the  ftyle  of  them  is  tenderly 
paflionate  and  courtly  ;  two  properties  well  agree- 
ing with  the  perfons,  which  were  the  heroines 
and  lovers.  Yet,  where  the  characters  were 
lower,  as  in  Oenoiie  and  Hero,  he  has  kept  clofe 
to  nature,  in  drawing  his  iruages  after  a  country 
life ;  though  perhaps  he  has  Romanized  his  Gre- 
tiui  dames  too  much,  and  made  them  fpeak, 


fometimes,  as  if  they  had  been  born  in  the  city  o? 
Rome,  and  under  the  empire  of  Auguftus.  Thertf 
feems  to  be  no  great  variety  in  the  particular  fub- 
jedls  which  he  has  chofen  ;  moft  of  the  Epiftles 
being  written  from  ladies  who  were  forfaken  by 
their  lovers  :  which  is  the  reafon  that  many  of 
the  fame  thoughts  come  back  iipon  us  in  divers 
letters  :  but  of  the  general  chara(fter  of  women, 
which  is  modefty,  he  has  taken'  a  moft  becoming 
care  ;  for  his  amorous  expreflions  go  no  further 
than  virtue  may  allow,  and  therefore  may  be  read, 
as  he  intended  them,  by  matrons  without  a  blufti. 

Thus  much  concerning  the  Popt :  it  remains 
that  I  ftiould  fay  fomewhat  of  poetical  tranflations 
in  general,  and  give  my  opinion  (with  fubmiffion 
to  better  judgments)  which  way  of  verfion  feems 
to  be  the  moft  proper. 

All  tranflation,  I  fuppofe,  may  be  reduced  to 
thefe  three  heads.  . 

Firft,  that  of  Metaphrafe,  or  turning  an  authof 
word  by  word,  and  line  by  line,  from  one  lan- 
guage into  another.  Thus,  or  near  this  manner, 
was  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry  tranflated  by  Ben 
Jonfon.  The  fecond  way  is  that  of  Paraphrafe, 
or  tranflation  with  latitude,  where  the  author  is 
kept  in  view  by  the  tranflaror,  fo  as  never  to  be 
loft,  but  his  words  are  not  fo  ftri(5lly  followed  as 
his  ftnfe ;  and  that  too  is  admitted  to  be  ampli- 
fied, but  not  altered.  Such  is  Mr.  Waller's  tran- 
flation of  Virgil's  fourth  ./Eneid.  The  third  way^ 
is  that  of  imitation,  where  the  tranflator  (if  now 
he  has  not  loft  that  name)  aifumes  the  liberty,' 
not  only  to  vary  from  the  words  and  fenfe,  but 
to  forfake  them  both  as  he  fees  occafion  ;  and, 
taking  only  fome  general  hints  from  the  originaj, 
to  run  divifion  on  the  ground-work,  as  he  pleafes. 
Such  is  Mr.  Cowley's  practice  in  turning  two 
Odes  of  Pindar,  and  one  of  Horace,  into  Englifh. 

Concerning  the  firft  of  thefe  methods,  our  ma- 
fter  Horace  has  giveii  us  this  caution  : 

"  Nee  verbum  verbo  curabis  reddere  fidus 
"  IiUerpres" 

Nor  word  for  word  too  faithfully  tranflate, 

as  the  Earl  of  Rofcomrhon  has  excellently  ren- 
dered it.  Too  faithfully  is,  indeed,  pedantically: 
it  is  a  faith  like  that  which  proceeds  from  fuper- 
ftition,  blind  and  zealous.  Take  it  in  the  expref- 
fion  of  Sir  John  Denham  to  Sir  Richard  Fanlkafrj 
on  his  verfion  of  the  Paflfor  Fido': 

That  fervile  path  thou  nobly  doft  decline, 
Of  tracing  word  by  word,  and  line  by  line. 
A  new  and  nobler  way  thou  doft  purfue. 
To  make  tranflations  and  tranflators  too  : 
They  but  preferve  the  aflies,thou  the  flame, 
True  to  his  fenfe,  but  truer  to  his  fame. 

It  is  almoft  impoflible  to  tranflate  verbally,  and 
well,  at  the  fame  time  :  for  the  Latin  (a  moft  fe- 
vere  and  compendious  language)  often  expreffes 
that  in  one  word,  which  the  barbarity,  or  the 
narrowncfs,  of  modern  tongues  cannot  fupply  iM 
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jpore.  It  is  frequent  alfo  that  the  conceit  is 
couched  in  fome  exprefSon,  which  will  be  lofl  in 
Englifh. 

"  Atque  iideni'  venti  vela  fidetnque  ferent." 

What  p«et  of  our  nation  is  fo  happy  as  to  exprefs 
this  thought  literally  in  Englifh,  and  to  llrike  wit, 
or  almoft  fenfe,  out  of  it  ? 

In  (hort,  the  verbal  copier  is  incumbered  with 
fo  many  dii^culties  at  once,  that  he  can  never 
difintangle  himfelf  from  all.  fie  is  to  coniider, 
at  the  fame  time,  the  thought  of  his  author  and 
his  words,  and  to  find  out  the  counterpart  to  each 
in  another  language  :  and,  befides  this,  he  is  to 
confine  himfelf  to  the  compafs  of  numbers,  and 
the  flavery  of  rhyme.  It  is  much  like  dancing  on 
ropes  with  fettered  legs :  a  man  can  fhun  a  fall, 
by  ufing  caution  ;  but  the  gracefuinefs  of  motion 
is  not  to  be  expedted  :  and  when  we  have  faid 
the  befl  of  it,  it  is  but  a  foolifli  talk  ;  for  no  fober 
man  would  put  himfelf  into  a  darrger  for  the  ap- 
plaufe  of  cfca['ing  without  breaking  his  neck. 
We  fee  Ben  Jonfon  could  not  avoid  obfcurity  in 
his  literal  traiiflation  of  Horace,  attempted  in  the 
fame  compafs  of  lines  :  nay  Horace  himfelf  could 
Karce  have  done  it  to  a  Greek  Poet : 

*  Brevis  effe  labore,  obfcurus  fio  :  " 

either  perfpicuity  or  gracefuinefs  will  frequently 
be  wanting.  Horace  has,  indeed,  avoided  both 
thefe  rocks  in  his  traiiflation  of  the  three  tirfl 
lines  of  Homer's  Odyficy,  which  he  has  contiad;- 
ed  into  two  : 

"  Die  mihi,  Mufa,  virum,  captx  pofl  tempora 

"  Troja, 
"  Qui  mores  hominum  multorum  vidit  &  urbes." 

Mufe,  fpeak  the  man,  who,  fince  the  (lege  of 

Troy, 
So  many  towns,  fuch  change  of  manners  faw. 

R0SC9MMON. 

Bat  then  the  fuiTerings  of  UlyiTes,  which  are  a 
conOderable  part  of  that  fentence,  are  omitted  : 

The  conlideration  of  thefe  difficulties,  in  a  fer- 
vilc,  literal  tranflation,  not  long  lince  made  two 
of  our  famous  wits.  Sir  John  Denham  and  Mr. 
Cowley,  to  contrive  another  way  of  turning  au- 
thors into  our  tongue,  called,  by  the  latter  of 
them.  Imitation.  As  they  were  friends,  I  fup- 
pofe  they  communicated  their  thoughts  on  this 
fubject  to  each  other ;  and,  therefore,  their  rea- 
f'jDs  for  it  are  little  different ;  though  the  pradice 
of  one  is  much  more  moderate,  I  take  imitation 
of  an  author,  in  their  fenfe,  to  be  an  endeavour 
of  a  later  poet  to  write  like  one  who  has  written 
before  him  on  the  fame  fubjed ;  that  is,  not  to 
tranilate  his  words,  or  to  be  confined  to  his  fenfe. 


but  only  to  fet  him  as  a  pattern,  and  to  write  as 
he  fuppofes  that  author  would  have  done,  had  he 
lived  in  our  age,  and  in  our  country.     Yet  I  dare 
not  fay,  that  either  of  them  have  carried  this  li- 
bertine  way  of  rendering  authors  (as  Mr.  Cowley 
calls  it)   fo  far  as  my  definition  reaches  :    for,  in 
the  Pindaric  Odes,  the  cuftoms  and  ceremonies  of 
ancient  Greece  are  flill  preferved.     But  I  know 
not   what  mifchief  may  arife  hereafter  from  the 
example  of  fuch  an  innovation,  when  writers  of 
unequal  paits  to  him  fhall  imitate  fo  bold  an  un- 
dertaking.     To  add  and  to  diminifh  what  we 
pleafe,  which  is  the  way  avowed  by  him,  ought 
only  to  be  granted  to  Mr.  Cowley,  and  that  too 
only  in  his  tranflation  of  Pindar;  becaufe  he  alone 
was   able   to  make  him  amends,  by  giving  him 
better  of  his  own,  whenever  he  refufed  his  au- 
thor's thoughts.     Pindar  is  generally  known  to 
be  a  dark  writer,  to  want  connexion  (I  mean  as 
to  our  underflanding),  to  Ibar  out  of  fight,  and 
leave   his  reader  at  a  gaze.     So  wild  and  ungo- 
vernable a  poet  cannot  be  tranflated  literally :    his 
genius  is  too  ftrong  to  bear  a  chain  ;   and,  Sam- 
fon-like,  he  fhakes  it  off.     A  genius  fo  elevated 
and  unconfined  as  Mr.  Cowley's  was  but  neceffa- 
ry  to  make  Pindar  fpeak  Englifli ;   and  that  was 
to  be  performed  by  no  other  way  than  imitation. 
But  if  Virgil,  or  Ovid,  or  any  regular,  intelligible 
authors,  be  thus  ufcd,  it  is  no  longer  to  bewailed 
their  work,  when  neither  the  thoughts  nor  words 
are  drawn  from  the  original ;  but  inflead  of  them 
there  is  fomething  new  produced,  which  is  almoft 
the  creation  of  another  hand.     By  this  way,  it  is 
true,  fomewhat  that  is  excellent  may  be  invented, 
perhajis    more    excellent    than    the   firft   defign ; 
though  Virgil  mufl  be  ftill  excepted,  when  that 
perhaps  takes  place.     Yet  he  who  is  inquifitive  to 
know  an  author's  thoughts,  will  be  difappointed 
in  his  expedlation  :    and  it  is  not  always  that  a 
man  will  be  contented  to  have  a  prefent  made 
him,  when  he  expedls  the  payment  of  a  debt. 
To  ftate  it  fairly  :    imitation  of  an  author  is  the 
moft  advantagaous  way  for  a  tranflator  to  fhew 
himfelf,    but   the  greatefl  wrong  which  can  be 
done  to  the  memory  and  reputation  of  the  dead. 
Sir  John  Denham  (who  advifed  more  liberty  than 
he  took  himfelf)   gives  his  reafon  for  his  innova- 
tion, in  his  admirable  preface  before  the  tranfla-- 
tion  of  the  fecond  jSlncid.     "  Poetry  is  of  fo  fub- 
"  tie  a  fpirit,   that,  in  pouring  out  of  one  lan- 
"  guage  into  another,  it  will  all  evaporate ;  and, 
"  if  a  new  fpirit  be  not  added  in  the  transfufion, 
"  there  will  remain  nothing  but  a  Caput  Mor- 
"  tuum. "      I  confefs  this  argument  holds  good 
agalnfl  a  literal  tranflation  ;  but  who  defends  it .' 
Imitation  and  verbal  verfion  are  in  my  opinion 
the  two  extremes,  which  ought  to  be  avoided ; 
and  therefore,  when   1  have  propofed  the  mean 
betwixt  them,  it  will  be  feen  how  far  his  argu- 
ment will  reach. 

No  man  is  capable  of  tranflating  poetry,  who, 
befides  a  genius  to  that  art,  is  not  a  mafler  both 
of  his  author's  language  and  of  his  own :  nor 
muft   we   underftand  the  language  only  of  the 
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noer,  but  his  particular  turn  of  thoughts  and  ex- 
preifion,  which  are  the  charadlers  that  diftinguilh, 
and  as  it  were  individuate,  him  from  all  other 
■writers.  "When  wc  are  come  thus  far,  it  is  time 
to  look  into  ourielves,  to  conform  our  genius  to 
his,  to  give  his  thought  either  the  fame  turn,  if 
our  tongue  will  bear  it,  or,  if  not,  to  vary  but  the 
«lrcfs,  not  to  alter  or  deftroy  the  fubftance.  The 
like  care  muft  be  taken  of  the  more  outward  orna- 
ments, the  words.  When  they  appear  (which  is 
but  feldom)  literally  graceful,  it  were  an  injury 
to  the  author,  that  th^y  fnould  be  changed  :  but 
fince  every  language  is  fo  full  of  its  own  proprie- 
ties, that  what  is  beautiful  in  one,  is  often  bar- 
barons,  nay  fometimes  nonfenfe,  in  another,  it 
would  be  unreafonable  to  limit  a  tranflator  to  the 
narrow  compafs  of  his  author's  words.  It  is 
cnou"-h,  if  he  choofe  out  fome  expreffion  which 
does  not  vitiate  the  fenfe.  I  fuppofe  he  may 
firetch  his  chain  to  fuch  a  latitude ;  but,  by  inno- 
▼ation  of  thoughts,  methinks,  he  breaks  it.  By 
this  means,  the  fpirit  of  an  author  may  be  tranf- 
fufed,  and  yet  not  loll  :  and  thus  it  is  plain,  that 
tlie  rcafon  alleged  by  Sir  John  Denham  has  no 
farther  force  than  to  expreffion  ;  for  thought,  if  it 
be  tranflated  truly,  cannot  be  loft  in  another  lan- 
|;uage  ;  but  the  words  that  convey  it  to  our  ap- 
preher  fi  ;n  (which  are  the  image  and  ornament  of 
that  thought)  may  be  fo  ill  chofen,  as  to  make  it 
appear  in  an  uiihaudfome  dreli,  and  rob  it  of  its 
native  luftre.  There  is,  therefore,  a  liberty  to 
be  allowed  for  the  expreffion :  neither  is  it  necef- 
fary  that  words  and  lines  fliould  be  confined  to 
the  meafure  cf  their  original.  The  fenfe  of  an 
author,  generally  fpeaking,  is  to  be  facred  and  in- 
Tfiolable.     If  the  fancy  of  Ovid  be  iuxuriaiit,  it  js 


his  chara(3:er  to  be  fo  ;  and  if  I  retrench  it,  he  Is 
no  longer  Ovid.  It  will  be  replied,  that  he  re- 
ceives advantage  by  this  lopping  of  his  fuperfluous 
branches;  but  I  rejoin,  that  a  tranflator  has  no 
fuch  right.  When  a  painter  copies  from  the  life, 
I  fuppofe  he  has  no  privilege  to  alter  features  and 
lineaments,  under  pretence  that  his  piflure  will 
look  better;  perhaps  the  face  which  he  has 
drawn  would  be  more  exadt,  if  the  eyes  or  nofc 
were  altered ;  but  it  is  his  bufmefs  to  make  it  re- 
femble  the  original.  In  two  cafes  only  there  may 
a  feeming  difficulty  arife  ;  that  is,  if  the  thought 
be  notorioufly  trivial  or  diffioneft  :  but  the  fame 
anfwer  will  ferve  for  both,  that  then  they  ought 
not  to  be  tranflated  : 

" Et  qtias 

."  Df  fpcres  tra<£lata  nitefcere  pofle,  relinquas.  '* 

Thus  I  have  ventured  to  give  my  opinion  on 
this  fuhjeft,  againft  the  authority  of  two  great 
men;  but  I  hope  without  offence  to  either  of 
their  memories;  for  I  both  loved  them  living, 
and  reverence  them  now  they  are  dead.  Biit  if, 
after  what  I  have  urged,  it  be  thought  by  better 
judges,  that  the  praife  of  a  tranflation  cnnfifts  ia 
adding  new  beauties  to  the  piece,  thereby  to  re- 
compenfe  the  lofs  which  it  fuftains  by  change  of 
language,  1  ffiall  he  willing  to  be  taught  better, 
and  to  recant.  In  the  mean  time,  it  feems  to  me, 
that  the  true  reafon,  why  we  have  fo  few  verfions 
which  are  tolerable,  is  not  from  the  too  clofe  pur- 
fuing  of  the  author's  fenfe  ;  but  becaufe  there  are 
fo  few  who  have  all  the  talents  which  are  requi- 
fite  for  tranflation,  and  that  there  is  fo  little 
praife,  and  fo  fmall  encouragement,  for  fo  confl«« 
1  derable  a  part  of  learping. 
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I'he  Argument, 


Macareus  and  Canace,  fon  and  daughter  to  -ffiolus,  God  of  the  Winds,  loved  each  other  Inceftu- 
oufly.  Canace  was  delivered  of  a  fon,  and  committed  him  to  her  nurfe,  to  be  fecretly  conveyed 
away.  The  infant,  crying  out,  by  that  means  was  difcovered  to  iEolus  ;  who,  enraged  at  the 
wickednefs  of  his  children,  commanded  the  babe  to  be  expofed  to  wild  beafts  on  the  mountains; 
^nd  withal,  fent  a  fvvord  to  Canace,  with  this  meffage.  That  her  crimes  would  inflrudl  her  how 
lo  ufe  it.  With  this  fword  fhe  flew  herfelf  :  but  before  fhe  died,  ihe  writ  the  following  letteC 
to  her  brother  Macareus,  who  had  taken  faniSluary  in  the  temple  of  Apollo, 


If  flreaming  blood  my  fatal  letter  flain, 
Imagine,  ere  you  read,  the  writer  flain  : 
One  hand  the  fword,  and  one  the  pen  employs, 
And  in  my  lap  the  ready  paper  lies. 
Think  in  this  pofture  thou  behold'ft;  me  write  : 
In  this  my  cruel  father  would  delight. 
O  !  were  he  prefent,  that  his  eyes  and  hands 
Might  fee  and  urge  the  death  which  he  com- 
mands : 
Than  all  the  raging  winds  more  dreadful,  he, 
Unmov'd,  without  a  tear,  my  wounds  would  fee. 
Jove  juftly  plac'd  him  on  a  flormy  throne. 
His  people's  temper  is  fo  like  his  own. 
The  North  and  South,  and  each  contending  blaft, 
Are  underneath  his  wide' dominion  call : 
Thofe  he  can  rule  :    but  his  tempeftuous  mind 
Is,  like  his  airy  kingdom,  unconfin'd. 
Ah  !  what  avail  my  kindred  Gods  above, 
Tiiat  in  their  number  I  can  reckon  Jove  .' 
What  help  will  all  my  heavenly  friends  afford. 
When  to  my  breaft  I  lift  the  pointed  fword  ? 
'IJiat    hour    which    join'd    us    came    before    its 

time  : 
fn  death  we  had  been  one  without  a  crime. 


Why  did  thy  flames  beyond  a  brother's  move  ? 
Why  lov'd  I  thee  with  more  than  filler's  love  2 
For  I  lov'd  too ;  and,  knowing  not  my  wound, 
A  fecret  pleafure  in  thy  kifTes  found  : 
My  cheeks  no  longer  did  their  colour  boafl: ; 
My  food  grew  loathfome,  and  my  ftrength  I  loft : 
Still,  ere  I  fpoke,  a  figh  would  flop  my  tongue ; 
Shert  were  my  flumbers,  and  my  nights  were 

long. 
I  knew  not  from  my  love  thefe  griefs  did  grow ; 
Yet  was,  alas,  the  thing  I  did  not  know. 
My  wily  nurfe  by  long  experience  found. 
And  firft  difcover'd  to  my  foul  its  wound. 
*  ris  love,  faid  ftie ;  and  then  my  down-caft  eyes, 
And  guilty  dumbnefs,  witnefs'd  my  furprife. 
Forc'd  at  the  laft,  my  fhameful  pain  I  tell  : 
And,  oh,  what  foUow'd  we  both  know  too  well! 
"  When,  half  denying,  more  than  half  content, 
"  Embraces  warm'd  me  to  a  full  confent. 
"  Then  with  tumultuous  joys  my  heart  did  beat; 
"  And  guilt,  that  made  them  anxious,  made  them 

"  great. " 
But  now  my  fwelling  womb  heav'd  up  my  breaft, 
And  rifing  weight  my  finking  ^i^^^  oppreft. 
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What  herbs  ^vllat  plants,  did  not  my  nurfe  pro- 
duce, 
To  make  abortion  by  their  powerful  juice  ? 
What  medicines  try'd  we  not,  to  thee  utiki:own  ? 
Our  firft  crime  common  ;  this  was  mine  alone. 
But  the  ftrong  child,  ftcure  in  his  ,';irk  cell, 
With  Nature's  vigour  did  our  arts  repel. 
And  now  the  pale-fac'd  emprefs  of  the  night 
Nine  times  had  fill'd  her  orb  with  borrow'd  light: 
Not  knowing  'twas  my  labour,  I  complain 
Of  liidden  fhootings,  and  of  grinding;  pain  : 
My  throes  came  thicker,  and  my  cries  increas'd, 
Which  with  her  hand  the  confcious  nurfe  fup- 

prefs'd. 
To  that  unhappy  fortune  was  I  come  : 
Pain  urg'd  my  clamours,  but  fear  kept  me  dumb. 
With  inward  ftruggling  I  reflrain'd  my  cries. 
And  drunk  the  tears  that  trickled  from  my  eyes. 
Death  was  in  fight ;  Lucina  gave  no  aid  ; 
And  ev'n  my  dying  had  my  guilt  betray'd. 
Thou  cam'ft,  and  in  thy  countenance  fate  defpair; 
Rent  were  thy  garments  all,  and  torn  thy  hair  : 
Yet,    feigning  comfort,   which  thou  couldft  nfft 

give, 
(Preft  in  thy  arms,  and  whifpering  me  to  live)  : 
For  both  our  fakes,   (faidft  thou)  prefiirve   thy 

life; 
Live,  my  dear  filler,  and  my  dearer  wife. 
Rais'd  by  that  name,  with  my  laft  pangs  I  ftrove ; 
Such  power  have  words,  when  ipoke  by  thole  we 

love. 
The  babe,  as  if  he  heard  what  thou  hadfl  fworn. 
With  hafty  joy  fprung  forward  to  be  born. 
What  helps  it  to  have  weather'd  out  one  florm  ? 
Fear  of  our  father  does  another  form. 
High  in  his  hall,  rock'd  in  a  chair  of  ftate. 
The  king,  with  his  tempeftuous  council,  (ate. 
Through  this  large  room  our  only  paffage  lay, 
By  which  we  could  the  new-boi  n  babe  convey. 
Swath'd  in  her  lap,  the  bold  nurfe  bore  him  out. 
With  olive-branches  cover'd  round  about ; 
And  muttering  prayers,  as  holy  rites  fhe  meant. 
Through  the  divided  crowd  unqucftion'd  went. 
Tuft;  at  the  door,  th'  unhappy  infant  cry'd  ; 
The  grandfire  heard  him,  and  the  theft  he  fpy'd. 
Swift  as  a  whirlwind  to  the  nurl'c  he  flies. 
And  deafs  his  flormy  fubjetls  with  his  cries. 
With  one  fit-rce  puff  he  blows  the  leaves  away  : 
Expos'd  rhe  felf-difcover'd  infant  lay. 
The  noife  reach'd  me  ;  and  my  prefaging  mind 
Too  foon  its  own  approaching  woes  divin'd. 
Not  fhips  at  fea  with  winds  are  (haken  more, 
Nor  feas  themfclves,  when  angry  tempefts  roar, 
Than  I,  when  my  loud  father's  voice  1  hear  : 
The  bed  beneath  me  trembled  with  my  fear. 
He  rulh'd  upon  me,  and  divulg'd  my  llain  : 
Scarce  from  my  murder  cuuld  his  hands  refrain. 


I  anly  anfwer'd  him  with  filent  tears  : 

They   flow'd  :    my  tongue  was  frozen  up  with 

fears. 
His  little  grand-child  he  commands  away, 
'I'o  mountain  v.olve»and  every  bird  of  prey. 
The  babe  cry'd  out,  as  if  he  underftood  ; 
And    beg'^'d    his    pardon    with    what    voice    he 

could. 
By  vi^hat  exprefiions  can  my  grief  be  ftiown  ? 
(Yet  you  may  guefs  my  anguilh  by  your  own  :) 
To  fee  my  bowels,  and,  what  yet  was  worfe, 
Your  bowels  too,  condemn'd  to  fuch  a  curfe  I 
Out    went    the    king :     my    voice    its    freedom 

found, 
My  breads  I  beat,  my  blubber'd  cheeks  I  wound. 
And  now  appcar'd  the  meffenger  of  death  ; 
Sad  were  his  looks,  and  fcarce  he  drew  his  bre-jih. 
To  fay,  "  Your  father  fends  you  " — (with  that 

word. 
His  trembling  hands  prefented  me  a  fword)  : 
"  Your  father  fends  you  this;  and  lets  you  know, 
"  That  your  own  crimes  the  ufe  of  it  will  fhow,''' 
Too  well  I  know  the  fenfe  thofe  words  impart. 
His  prefent  fhall  be  treafur'd  in  my  heart. 
Are  thefe  the  nuptial  gifcs  a  bride  receives  ? 
And  this  the  fatal  dower  a  father  gives  ? 
Thou  God  of  Marriage,  fliun  thy  own  difgrace, 
And  take  thy  torch  from  this  detefled  place  : 
Inftead  of  that,  let  furies  light  their  brands. 
And  fire  my  pile  with  their  infernal  hands. 
With  happier  forsune  may  my  fillers  wed, 
Warn'd  by  the  dire  example  of  the  dead. 
For  thee,  poor  babe,  what  crime  could  they  pre- 
tend .' 
How  could  thy  infant  innocence  offend  .' 
A  guilt  there  was ;  but,  oh,  that  guilt  was  mine  ! 
Thou  fuffer'ft  for  a  fin  that  was  not  thine. 
Thy  mother's  grief  and  crime  !  but  jufl  enjoy'd, 
Shewn  to  my  fight,  and  born  to  be  deftroy'd  ! 
Unhappy  offspring  of  my  teeming  womb  ! 
Dragg'd  headlong  from  thy  cradle  to  thy  tomb  ! 
Thy  unoffending  life  I  could  not  fave  ; 
Nor  weeping  could  1  follow  to  thy  grave  ; 
Nor  on  thy  tomb  could  offer  my  (horn  hair  ; 
Nor  fliew  the  grief  which  tender  mothers  bear. 
Yet  long  thou  (halt  not  from  my  arms  be  lolt ; 
For  foon  I  will  o'ertakc  thy  infant  ghoft. 
But  thou,  my  love,  and  now  my  iovs's  defpair, 
Perform  his  funerals  with  paternal  Care, 
His  fcatter'd  limbs  with  my  dead  body  burn, 
And  once  more  join  us  in  the  pious  urn. 
If  on  my  wounded  breaft  thou  dropp'ft  a  tear, 
Think  for  whofe  fake  my  breaft  that  wound  did 

bear ; 
And  faithfully  my  lafl  defires  fulfil. 
As  I  perform  my  cryel  father's  wilj. 


HELEN   TO   PARIS, 


EPISTLE      XVir, 


l^he  ArgU77ient. 


Helen,  having  received  an  epiftle  from  Paris,  returns  the  following  a^fwer  :  wherein  fhc  feems  at 
firfl;  to  chide  him  for  his  prefumption  in  writing-  as  he  had  ^one,  which  could  only  proceed  from 
his  \g-^  opinion  of  her  virtue  ;  then  owns  herfelf  to  be  fenfible  of  the  paffion,  which  he  had  ex- 
preffed  for  her,  though  fhe  much  fufpeded  his  conftancy;  and  at  laft  difcovers  her  inclination 
to  be  favourable  to  him  :   the  whole  letter  Ihewing  the  extreme  artifice  of  wortiankind. 


W  HEN  iDofe  eplflles  violate  ch:i{}c  eyes, 
She  half  cor.fents,  who  filcntly  dcnie.=. 
How  tiares  a  llranger,  with  defigns  in  vain, 
J\iarriap:e  and  hofpitable  riohts  prophane  ? 
Was  it  for  thi's,  your  fleet  did  fhclter  find 
From  fwfllinjj  feas,  and  every  f.iithlefs  wind  ? 
(For  though  a  diitant  country  brought  you  forth, 
Your  ufjge  here  was  equal  to  your  worth). 
Docs  this  del'erve  to  be  rewarded  fo  ? 
Did  ym  come  here  a  flranger  or  a  foe  ? 
Your  partial  judgment  may  perhaps  complain. 
And  think  me  barbarous  for  my  iufl  difdain. 
Ill-bred  then  let  me  be,  but  not  uiiclialle. 
Nor  my  clear  fame  with  any  fpot  defac'd. 
'I'hough  in  my  face  there's  no  affe(fted  frown, 
Nor  in  my  carriage  a  fcigsi'd  nicenefs  fhown, 
1.  keep  tw^  honour  Hill  without  a  itaini 
Nor  lias  my  love  made  any  coxcomb  vain. 
Your  boldnefs  I  with  admiration  fee. 
What  hope  had  you  to  gain  a  queen  like  me  ? 
Becaufe  a  hero  forc.'d  me  once  away, 
Am  I  tiiought  fit  to  be  a  fee-  nd  prey  ? 
Had  >  been  won,  I  had  deferv'd  your  blame; 
But  fure  my  part  v,-as  notliing  but  the  fliame. 
Yet  the  bafc  theft  to  him  no  fruit  did  bear  ; 
I  'fcap'd  unhurt  by  any  thing  but  fear. 
Rude  force  might  fonie  unv/iiling  kuTes  gain  ; 
But  that  was  a!!  he  ever  could  obtain. 
You  on  fuch  terms  would  ne'er  hate  1st  me  go  : 
Were  he  like  yon,  we  had  not  parted  io. 
Untouch'd  the  youth  reilor'd  me  to  my  friends ; 
And  niodeU  ufaje  mads  me  foai:  naiends* 
Vol.  VJ. 


'Tis  virtue  to  repent  a  vicious  deed. 

Did  he  repent,  that  Paris  might  fucceed  .' 

Sure  'tis  fome  fate  that  fets  me  above  wrongs, 

Yet  ftill  cxpofes  me  to  bufy  tongues. 

I'll  not  complain  ;  for  who's  difpleas'd  With  loVe, 

If  it  fincere,  dilcreet,  and  conflant  prove  ? 

But  that  1  fear;  not  that  I  think  you  bafe, 

Or  doubt  the  blooming  beauties  of  my  face  : 

But  all  your  fex  is  fubjedl  to  deceive  ; 

And  ours,  alas,  too  willing  to  believe. 

Yet  others  yield  ;  and  love  overcomes  tile  beft  : 

But  why  (hould  I  not  fhine  above  the  reft  ? 

Fair  Leda's  ftory  feems  at  firft  to  be 

A.  fit  example  ready  form'd  for  me. 

But  fhe  was  co2en'd  by  a  borrowed  fhape, 

And  under  harmlefs  feathers  felt  a  raoe. 

If  I  fnnuld  yield,  what  reafon  could  I'ufe  ? 

By  what  miftake  the  loving  crime  escufe  ? 

Her  fault  was  in  her  powerful  lover  lofl ; 

But  of  what  Jupiter  have  I  t<>  boaft  ? 

Though  you  to  heroes  and  to  kings  fucceed. 

Our  famous  race  does  no  addition  need; 

And  great  alliances  but  ufelefs  prove 

To  one  that  comes  herfelf  from  mighty  Jove. 

Go  then,  and  boaft  in  feme  lefs  haughty  place 

Your  Phrygian  blood,  and  Priam's  ancient  race  ; 

Which  I  would  fliew  I  valued,  if  I  durft  : 

You  are  the  fifth  from  Jove,  but  1  the  firft. 

The  crown  of  Troy  is  powerful,  I  conf^ifs; 

But  I  have  reafon  to  think  ours  no  left. 

Your  letter,  fiU'd  with  promifes  of  all 

ThAt  nisn  can  goo^,  or  women  pleafan.*,  call. 
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Gives  expedlation  fuch  an  ample  field. 

As  would  move  Goddeffes  themfelves  to  yield. 

But  if  I  e'er  offend  great  Juno's  laws, 

Yourfelf  ftiall  be  the  dear,  the  only  caufe : 

Either  my  honour  I'll  to  death  maintain, 

Or  follow  you,  without  mean  thoughts  of  gain. 

Not  that  fo  fair  a  prefent  1  defpife  : 

AVe  like  the  gift,  when  we  the  giver  prize. 

But  'tis  your  love  moves  me,  which  made  fov 

take 
Such  pains,  and  run  fuch  hazards  for  my  fake. 
i  have  perceiv'd  (though  I  diffembled  too) 
A  thoufand  things  that  love  has  made  you  do. 
Your  eager  eyes  would  almoft  dazzle  mine; 
In  which  (wild  man)  your  wanton  thoughts  would 

fhine. 
Sometimes  you'd  figh,  fometimes  diforder'd  ftand, 
And  with  unufual  ardor  prefs  my  hand; 
Contrive  juft  after  me  to  take  the  glafs, 
Nor  would  you  let  the  leaft  occafion  pafs; 
When  oft  1  fear'd  I  did  not  mind  alone, 
And    blufliing   fate   for  things  which  you  have 

doae ; 
Then  murmur'd  to  myfelf,  He'll  for  my  fake 
Do  any  thing  ;  I  hope  'twas  no  miflake. 
Oft  I  have  read  within  this  pleafing  gtove. 
Under  my  name,  thofe  charming  words,  /  leve. 
I,  frowning,  feem'd  not  to  believe  your  flame  ; 
But  now,  alas,  am  come  to  write  the  fame. 
If  I  were  capable  to  do  amifs, 
I  could  not  but  be  fenfible  of  this : 
For  oh  !  your  face  has  fuch  peculiar  charms, 
That  who  can  hold  from  flying  to  your  arms  ! 
But  what  I  ne'er  can  have  without  ofTence, 
May  fome  bleft  maid  pofTefs  with  innocence. 
Pleafure    may    tempt,    but    virtue    more    ihould 

move  : 
O  learn  of  me  to  want  the  thing  you  love. 
What  you  defire  is  fought  by  all  mankind  : 
As  you  have  eyes,  fo  others  are  not  blind. 
Like  you  they  fee,  like  you  my  charms  adore  ; 
They  wifii  not  lefs,  but  you  dare  venture  more. 
Oh !  had  you  then  upon  our  coafts  been  brought, 
My  virgin-love  when  thoufand  rivals  fought, 
You  had  I  feen,  j'ou  Ihould  have  had  my  voice ; 
Nor  could  my  hufband  juftly  blame  my  choice  : , 
For  both  our  hopes,  alas  !  you  come  too  late ; 
Another  now  is  mafter  of  my  fate. 
More  to  my  wifh  I  could  have  liv'd  witli  you, 
And  yet  my  prefent  lot  can  undergo. 
Ceafe  to  folicit  a  weak  woman's  will, 
And  urge  not  her  you  love  to  fo  much  ill ; 
But  let  me  live  contented  as  I  may. 
And  make  not  my  unfpotted  fame  your  prey. 
Some    right    you    claim,    fince,    naked    to    your 

eyes. 
Three  Goddeffes  difputed  beauty's  prize  : 
One  ofFer'd  valour;  t'  other  crowns;  but  (he 
Obtain'd  her  caufe,  who  fmiling  promis'd  me. 
But  firft  I  am  not  of  belief  fo  light, 
To  think  fuch  nymphs  would  (hew  you  fuch  a 

fight : 
Yet  granting  this,  the  other  part  is  feign'd ; 
A  bfibc  fo  mean  yoar  fentencc  had  not  gain'd. 


lem  fay.       "> 
r  waj' :         > 


With  partial  eyes  I  (hould  myfelf  regard, 

To  think  that  Venus  made  me  her  reward :' 

I  huaibly  am  content  with  human  praife; 

A  G.>ddefs's  applaufe  would  envy  raife. 

But  be  it  as  you  fay  ;  for,  'tis  confeft. 

The  men  who  flatter  highefl,  pleafe  us  beft  : 

That  I  fufpedt  it,  ought  not  to  difpleafe  ; 

For  miracles  are  not  believ'd  with  eafe. 

One  joy  I  have,  that  1  had  Venus'  voice ; 

A  greater  yet,  that  you  confirm'd  her  choice ; 

That  proffer'd  laureh,  promis'd  fovereignty, 

Julio  and  Pallas,  you  contemn'd  for  me. 

Am.  I  your  empire  then,  and  your  renown  ? 

What  heart  of  rock,  but  mud  by  this  be  won  ? 

And  yet  bear  wirnefs,  O  you  Powers  above, 

How  rude  I  am  in  all  the  arts  of  love  ! 

My  hand  is  yet  untaught  to  write  to  men  : 

This  is  th'  effay  of  my  unpradlis'd  pen. 

Hajpy    thofe    nymphs    whom    ufe    has    perfc<S 

made  ! 
I  think  all  crime,  and  tremble  at  a  fhade. 
Ev'n  while  I  write,  my  fearful,  confcious  eyes 
Look  often  back,  mifdoubting  a  furprife : 
For  now  the  rumor  fpreads  among  the  crowd, 
At  court  in  whifpers,  but  in  town  aloud. 
DifTemble  you,  whate'er  you  hear  them  fay. 
To  leave  off  loving  were  your  better  ' 
Yet  if  you  will  diffemble  it,  you  may. 
Love  fecretly  :     the  abfence  of  my  lord 
More  freedom  gives,  but  does  not  all  afford': 
Long  is  his  journey,  long  will  be  his  ftay, 
Call'd  by  affairs  of  confequence  away. 
To  go,  or  not,  when  unrefolv'd  he  flood, 
I  bid  him  make  what  fwift  return  he  could  : 
Then  kiffing  me,  he  faid,  I  recommend 

All  to  thy  care,  but  mofl:  my  Trojan  friend. 

I  fmil'd  at  what  he  innocently  faid, 
And  only  anfwer'd,  You  fliall  be  obey'd. 

Propitious  winds  have  borne  him  far  from  hence; 

But  let  not  this  fecure  your  confidence. 

Abfent  he  is ;  yet  abfent  he  c<immands  : 

You    know    the    proverb,    "  Princes   have  long' 
"  hands.  " 

My  fame's  my  burden ;  for  the  more  I'm  prais'd, 

A  jufter  ground  of  jealoufy  is  rais'd. 

Were  I  lefs  fair,  I  might  have  been  more  bleft  : 

Great  beauty,  through  great  danger,  is  poffefs'd. 

To  leave  me  here,  his  venture  was  not  hard, 

Becaufe  he  thought  my  virtue  was  my  guard. 

He  fear'd  my  face,  but  truiied  to  my  life; 

The  beauty  doubted,  but  believ'd  the  wife. 

You  bid  mc  ufe  th'  occafion  while  1  can. 

Put  in  our  hands  by  the  good,  eafy  man. 

1  would,  and  yet  I  doubt  'twixt  love  and  fear;    • 

One  draws  me  from  you,  and  one  brings  me  near. 

Our  flames  are  mutual,  and  my  hufband's  gone  : 

The  nights  are  long  ;  I  fear  to  lie  alone. 

One  houfe  contains  us,  and  weak  walls  divide  ; 

And  you're  too  preffing  to  be  long  deny'd. 

Let  me  not  live,  but  every  thing  confpires 

To  join  our  loves,  and  yet  my  fear  retires. 

You  court  with  words,  when  you  ihould  forc«' 
employ  : 

A  rape  is  re^iiite  to  ihame-fac'd  joy. 
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Iiiduioent  to  the  wrongs  which  we  receive, 
Our  fex  can  fufFer  what  we  daie  not  give. 
What  have  1  faid  ?    For  both  of  us  'twere  belt, 
Onr  kindling:  fire  if  each  of  us  fiippreft. 
Tlie  fai'h  of  (Irangers  is  too  prone  to  change  ; 
And,    like  thcnilcives,    their   wandering   paffions 

range. 
Hypfipile,  and  the  fond  IVfinonian  maid. 
Were  both,  by  trufting  of  their  guefts,  betray'd. 
Few  can  1  doubt  that  orher  nieh  deceive, 
When  you  yourfelf  did  fair  Oenone  leave  i 
But  left  I  fhould  upbraid  your  treachery, 
You  make  a  merit  of  that  crime  to  me. 
Yet  grant  you  vsrere  to  faithful  love  inclin'd, 
Your  weary  Trojans  wait  but  for  a  wind. 
Should  you  prevail ;  while  I  afTign  the  rtight, 
Your  fails  are  hoifled,  and  you  take  your  flight. 
Some  bawling  mariner  our  love  dellrays, 
And  breaks  afunder  our  unfinifli'd  joys. 
But  I  with  you  may  leave  the  Spartan  court, 
To  view  the  Troj.m  wealth,  and  Priam's  court : 
Shown  while  I  fee,  I  fhall  expofe  my  fame, 
And  fill  a  foreign  country  with  my  fhame. 
In  Afia  what  reception  fhall  I  find  .' 
And  what  difhonour  leave  in  Greece  behind  ? 
What  will  your  brothers,  Priam,  Hecuba, 
And  what  will  all  your  modefl  matrons  fay  ? 
Ev'n  you,  when  on  this  a<iT;ion  you  reilciS:, 
My  future  condiiiS  juflly  may  fuCpecS; 
And  whate'er  flranger  lands  upoji  your  coafl. 
Conclude  me,  by  your  own  example,  loft. 
\from  your  rage  a  fVrunipit's  name  (hall  hear, 
"While  you  forget  what  part  in  it  you  bear. 
You,  my  crime's  author,  will  my  crime  upbraid: 
Deep  under  ground,  oh,  let  me  firft  be  laid  1 
You  boafl  the  pomp  and  plenty  of  your  land, 
And  promiie  ail  Ihall  be  ac  my  command. 
Your  Trojan  wealth,  bejieve  me,  1  dcl'pife ; 
■My  own  poor  native  land  has  dearer  ti.s. 
Should  I  be  injur'd  on  your  Phrygian  {hore. 
What  htlp  ot  kindred  cuuid  I  there  implore  ? 


Medea  was  by  Jafon's  flattery  won  : 

1  may,  like  her,  believe,  and  be  undone. 

Plain,  honeft  hearts,  like  mine,  fufpedl  no  cheat; 

And  love  contributes  to  its  own  deceit. 

The  Ihips,  about  whofe  iidcs  loud  lempefts  roar. 

With  gentle  winds  were  wafted  from  the  fhore. 

Your  teeming  mother  dream'd  a  flaming  brand. 

Sprung   from   her   womb,   coni'um'd  the  Trojaa 

laud. 
To  fecond  this,  old  prophecies  confpire, 
That  Ilium  fliall  be  burnt  with  Grecian  fire. 
Both  give  me  fear;  nor  is  it  much  allay 'd, 
That  Venus  is  oblig'd  our  loves  to  aid  : 
For    they    who    lofl    their   caufe,   revenge   will 

take ; 
And  for  one  friend  two  enemies  you  make. 
Nor  can  I  douin,  bur,  (Viuuld  I  follow  you. 
The  fword  would  foon  our  fatal  crinie  purfua. 
A    wrong    fj    great    my  hufbaud's  rage  would 

roiize  ; 
And  my  relations  would  his  caufe  efpoufe. 
You  boaft  your  flrength  and  courage;  but,  alas  ! 
Your  words  receive  fma',1  credit  from  your  face. 
Let  heroes  in  the  dufiy  field  delight  : 
Thofe  limbs  were  fafhioti'd  for  another  fight. 
Bid  Hedlor  fally  from  tlie  walls  of  Troy  : 
A  fweeter  quarrel  fliould  your  arms  employ. 
Yet  fears  like  thefe  fhould  not  my  nund  perplex, 
Were  I  as  wile  a*;  many  of  my'  lex. 
But  time  and  you  may  bolder  thoughts  infpire  ; 
And  I  perhaps  may  yield  to  your  defire. 
You  lift  demand  a  private  conference  : 
Thcfe    are    your  words;    but   I   can  guefs  your 

fenfe. 
Your  unripe  hopes  their  harveft  mufl;  attend  : 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  time  may  be  your  friend. 
This  is  enough  to  let  you  underlland; 
For  now  my  pen  has  tir'd  my  tender  hand  : 
R'ly  woman  knows  the  ftcret  of  my  heart, 
And  may  hereafter  bcLter  news  impaic. 
Z  ij 
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JEr.eas,  tke  fon  of  Venus  and  Anchifes,  having,  at  the  deftrudion  of  Troy,  faved  his  God;;,  hi3  fa^ 
ther,  and  fon  Afcanius,  frem  the  fire,  put  to  fea  with  twenty  fail  of  fliips ;  and,  having  been 
Jong  toft  with  tempefts,  was  at  lafl  caft  upon  the  fliore  of  Libya,  where  Queen  Dido  (flying 
from  the  cruelty  of  Pygmalion  her  brother,  who  had  killed  her  hufband  Sichaeus)  had  lately  built* 
Carthage.  She  entertained  ^neas  and  his  fleet  with  great  civility,  fell  paffionately  in  love  with 
him,  and  in  the  end  denied  hira  not  the  laft  favours.  But  Mercury  admonifning  ^neas  to  gj 
in  fcarch  of  Italy,  (a  kingdom  promifed  him  by  the  Gods)  he  readily  prepared  to  obey  him. 
Dido  foon  perceived  it,  and  having  in  vain  tried  all  other  means  to  engage  him  to  ftay,  at  laft  in 
defpair  writes  to  him  as  follows ; 


So,  on  Meander's  banks,  when  death  is  nigh. 

The  mournful  fwan  fings  her  own  elegy. 

Kot  that  I  hope  (for,  oh,  that  hope  were  vain!) 

By  words  your  loft  afFedlion  to  regain  : 

But,  having  loft  whace'er  was  worth  my  care, 

Why  fhould  I  fear  to  lofe  a  dying  prayer  ? 

'Tis  then  refolv'd  poor  Dido  muft  be  left, 

Of  life,  of  honour,  and  of  love  bereft ! 

While  you,  with  loofen'd  fails  and  vows,  prepare 

To  fcek  a  land  that  flies  the  ftarcher's  care. 

Nor  can  my  rifing  towers  your  flight  reftrain-, 

Nor  my  new  empire,  offer'd  you  in  vain. 

Built  walls  you  fhun,  unbuilt  you  feek  :    that  land 

Is  yet  to  conquer  ;  but  you  this  command. 

Suppofe  yoii  landed  where  your  wifti  dcfigii'd, 

Think  what  rsception  foreigners  would  find. 

What  people  is  fo  void  of  common  fenfe, 

To  vote  fuccefiion  from  a  native  prince  ? 

Yet  there  new  fceprrcs  and  new  loves  you  fcek  ; 

New  vows  to  plight,  and  plighted  vows  to  break. 

When  will  your  towers  the  height  of  Carthage 

know  ? 
Or  when  your  eyes  difcern  fuch  crowds  below  ? 
If  fuch  a  town  and  fubjc6ls  you  could  fee. 
Still  would  you  want  a  wife  who  lov'd  like  mc  : 


For,  oh,  I  burn,  Hke  fires  with  incenfe  bright ; 
Not  holy  tapers  flame  with  purer  light  : 
iEneas  is  my  thoughts'  perpetual  theme  ; 
Their  daily  longing,  and  tiieir  nightly  dream. 
Yet  he's  vingrateful  and  obdurate  ftill. 
Fool  that  I  am  to  place  my  heart  fo  ill! 
Myfelf  I  cannot  to  niyfelf  reftore  : 
Still  I  complain,  and  ftill  1  love  him  more. 
Have  pity,  Cupid,  on  my  bleeding  heart. 
And  pierce  thy  brother's  with  an  equal  dart. 
\  rave  :    nor  canft  thou  Venus'  ofi'spring  be  : 
Love's  mother  could  not  bear  a  fon  like  thee. 
From  harden'd  oak,  or  from  a  rock's  cold  womb. 
At  leaft  thou  art  from  fome  fierce  tigrefs  cumc  ; 
Or  on  rough  fea^,  from  their  founda-tion  torn. 
Got  by  the  winds,  and  in  a  tenipeft  born : 
Like  that  which  now  thy  trembling  failors  fear ; 
Like  that  whofe  rage  fliould  ftill  detain  thee  here. 
Behold  how  high  the  foamy  billows  ride  ! 
The  winds  and  waves  arc  on  the  jufter  iide. 
To  winter  weather  and  a  ftnrmy  fea 
I'll  owe,  what  rather  I  would  owe  to  thee. 
Death    thou    deferv'ft    fromi    heaven's    avenging 

laws ; 
But  I'm  unwilling  to  become  the  taufe. 
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To  fnun  my  love,  if  thou  wilt  feek  thy  fate, 
' Tis  a  dear  purchafe,  and  a  coflly  hate. 
Stay  but  a  little,  till  the  tempeil  ceafe, 
And  the  loud  \vii;ds  are  luU'd  into  a  peace. 
May  all  thy  rage,  like  theirs,  unconflant  prove  ! 
And  fo  it  will,  if  there  be  power  in  love. 
Know'il  thou  not  yet  what  dangers  ihips  fuftain  ? 
So    often    wreck'd,    how  dar'ft  thou  tempt  the 

main  ? 
Which,  were  it  fmooth,  were  every  wave  afleep, 
Ten  thonfand  forms  of  death  are  in  the  deep. 
In  that  abyfs  the  Gods  their  vengeance  flore, 
For  brolcen  vows  of  tbofe  who  faifely  Iwore. 
Their  winged  florms  on  fea-born  Venus  wair. 
To  vindicate  the  juftice  of  her  flate. 
Thus  1  to  thee  the  mtans  of  fafety  fhow  ;  • 
And,  loft  myfelf,  would  fl.il  1  prcferve  my  foe. 
Falfe  as  thou  art,  I  not  thy  death  defign  : 

0  rather  live,  to  be  the  caufe  of  mine  ! 
Should  fome  avenging  ftorm  thy  vtlTtl  tear, 

(  But  heaven  forbid  my  words  fliould  omen  bear) 
Then  in  thy  face  thy  perjur'd  vows  would  fly. 
And  my  wrong'd  ghofl  be  prefent  to  thy  eye. 
With  threatening  looks  think  thou  behold'H  me 

flare, 
Gafping  my  mouth,  and  clotted  all  my  hair. 
Then,   fhould  fork'd  lightning  and  red   thunder 

fail, 
What  could'fl  thou  fay,  but,  I  deferv'd  'em  all  ? 
J. eft  this  fnoufd  happen,  make  not  hafte  away  ; 
To  fiun  the  danger  will  be  worth  thy  flay. 
Hav3  pity  on  thy  fon,  if  not  on  me  : 
My  death  alone  is  guilt  enough  for  thee. 
What  has  his  youth,  what  have  thy   Gods  de- 
ferv'd. 
To  fink  in  feas,  who  were  from  fires  preferv'd  ? 
But  neither  Gods  nor  parent  didfl  thou  bear; 
Smooth  {lories  all  to  pleafe  a  woman's  ear, 
Falfe  as  the  tale  of  thy  romantic  life. 
Nor  yet  am  I  thy  firfl-deluded  wife : 
Left  to  puifuijig  foes  Crciifa  flay'd. 
By  thee,  bafe  man,  forfaken  and  betray'd. 
This,    when  thou  told'fl  me,  flruck  my  tender 

heart, 
That  fuch  requital  followM  fuch  defcrt. 
Nor  doubt  I  but  the  Gods,  for  crimes  like  thefe, 
Seven  winters  kept  thee  wandering  on  the  feas, 
'J'hy  flarv'd  companions,  ca{1  afhore,  I  fed, 
Thyfelf  admitted  to  my  crown  and  bed. 
To  harbour  ftrargers,  fuccour  the  diftreft. 
Was  kind  enough  ;  but,  oh,  too  kind  the  reft  I 
Curd  be  the  cave  which  fiift  my  ruin  brought. 
Where,    from    the    ftorm,    we    common    flicker 

fought ! 
A  dreadful  howling  echo'd  round  the  place  : 
The  mountain  nymphs,  thought  1,  my  nuptials 
grace. 

1  thought  fo  then ;  but  novi'  too  late  I  know 
The  furies  yell'd  my  funerals  from  below. 
O  chaflity  and  violated  fame, 

Exadt  your  dues  to  my  dead  hufband's  name  ! 
By  death  redeem  my  reputation  lofl, 
And  to  his  arms  reflore  my  g'-ilty  ghoft. 
Clofe  by  my  palace,  in  a  gloomy  grove, 
Ifi  f ais'i  »  chapel  to  my  murder'd  Icve  ^ 


There,  wreath'd  with  boughs  and  wool,  his  ftatue 

flands. 
The  pious  monument  of  artful  hands. 
Laft  night,  methought,   he  call'd  me  from  the 

dome ; 
And  thricej  with  hollow  voice,  cry'd,  Dido,  come. 
She  comes;  thy  wife  thy  lawful  fummons  hears; 
But  come  more  flowly,  clogg'd  with  confcioue 

fears. 
Forgive  the  wrong  I  cffer'd  to  thy  bed ; 
Strong  were  his  charms,  who  my  weak  faith  mif- 

led. 
His  Goddefs  mother,  and  his  aged  fire 
Born  on  his  back,  did  to  my  fall  confpire. 
Oh  1  fach  he  was,  and  is,  th?.t,  were  he  true, 
Without  a  blufh  I  might  his  love  purfue. 
But  cruel  flars  my  birth-day  did  attend  ; 
And  as  my  fortune  open'd,  it  mufl  end. 
My  plighted  lord  was  at  the  altar  flain, 
Whofe    wealth    was  made  my  bloody  brother's 

gain. 
Friendlefs,  and  follow'd  by  the  murderer's  hate. 
To  foreign  countrios  I  remov'd  my  fate  ; 
And  here,  a  ftippliant,  from  the  natives  hands 
I  bought  the  ground  on  which  my  city  ftands. 
With  all  the  coafl  that  flretches  to  the  fea, 
Ev'n  to  the  friendly  port  that  fhelter'd  thee ; 
Then   rais'd  tliefe  walls,  which  mount  into  the 

air, 
At  once  my  neighbours  wonder,  and  their  fear  : 
For  now  they  arm ;    and  round  me  leagues  are 

made. 
My  fcarce-eftabliih'd  empire  to  invade. 
To  man  my  new-built  walls  I  mufl  prepare; 
An  helpltfs  woman,  and  unfkill'd  in  war. 
Yet  thoufand  rivals  to  my  love  pretend, 
And  for  my  perfon  would  my  crown  defend  ; 
Wh(.'fe  jarring  votes  in  one  complaint  agree. 
That  each  unjuftly  is  difdain'd  for  thee. 
To  proud  Hyarbas  give  me  up  a  prey, 
(For  that  mufl  follow,  if  thou  goeft  away)  ; 
Or  to  my  hufband's  murderer  leave  my  life. 
That  to  the  hufband  he  may  add  the  wife. 
Go    then,    fince    no    complaints    can   move    thy 

mind ; 
Go,  perjur'd  man,  but  leave  thy  Gods  behind. 
Touch  not  thofe  Gods,  by  whom  thou  art  fop- 

fworn. 
Who  will  in  impious  hands  no  more  be  borne  : 
Thy  facrilegious  worfiiip  they  difdain, 
And  rather  would  the  Grecian  fires  fuflain. 
Perhaps  my  greatefl  fliame  is  flill  to  come. 
And  part  of  thee  lies  hid  within  my  womb. 
The  babe  unborn  muft  pcrifh  by  thy  hate, 
And  perifh  guiltlefs  in  his  mother's  fate. 
Some   God,  thou  fay'fl,  thy  voyage  does  corn. 

mand  :  [land  I 

Would  the  fame  God  had  1  arr'd  thee  from  my 
The  fame,  I  doubt  not,  thy  departure  fleers. 
Who  kept  thee  out  at  fea  fo  many  years ; 
While  thy  long  labours  were  a  price  fo  great. 
As  thou  to  purchafe  Troy  would'fl  not  repeat. 
But  Tyber  now  thou  feek'fl,  to  be  at  beft. 
When  there  arriv'd,  a  poor,  precarious  gueil. 
Z  iij 
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Yet  it  deludes  thy  fearch  ;  perhaps  it  will 

To  thy  old  age  lie  undifcover'd  ftill. 

A  ready  crowr  and  wealth  in  dower  I  bring ; 

And,  without  conquering,  here  thou  art  a  king  : 

Here    thou    to    Carthage    may 'ft    transfer    thy 

Troy; 
Here  young  Afcanius  may  his  arms  employ, 
And,  while  we  live  fecure  in  foft  repofe, 
3ring  many  laurels  home  from  conquer'd  foes. 
By  Cupid's  arrows,  I  adjure  thee,  ftay, 
2By  all  the  Gods,  companions  of  thy  way. 
l>o  may  thy  Trojans,  who  are  yet  alive, 
X.ive  ftill,  and  with  no  future  fortune  tlrive  ; 
So  may  thy  youthful  fon  old  age  attain. 
And  thy  dead  father's  bones  in  peace  remain  : 
As  thou  baft  pity  on  unhappy  me, 
"VVho    knew    no    crime,    but  too  much  love  pf 

thee. 
1  am  not  born  from  fierce  Achilles'  line, 
iior  did  my  parents  againft  Troy  combine. 
To  be  thy  wife  if  I  unworthy  prove, 
"By  fome  inferior  name  admit  my  love. 
To  be  fecur'd  of  ftill  poffefling  thee, 
"What  would  i  do,  and  what  would  I  not  be  '. 
Our  Libyan  coafts  their  certain  icafons  know, 
"When  free  from  tempefts  paflengers  may  go  ; 
Jut  now  with  northern  blafts  the  billows  roar, 
./^nd  drive  the  floating  fea-weed  to  the  Ihore.  ' 


Leave  to  my  care  the  time  to  fail  away ; 

When  lafe,  I  will  not  fulfer  thee  to  ftay. 

Thy  weary  men  would  be  with  eafe  content  : 

Their  fails  are  tatter'd,  and  their  mafts  are  fpent^ 

If  by  po  merit  I  thy  mind  can  move. 

What  thou  deny'ft  my  merit,  give  my  love. 

Stay,  till  I  learn  my  lofs  to  undergo, 

And  give  me  time  to  ftruggle  with  my  woe. 

If  not,  know  this,  I  will  not  fuffer  long; 

My  life's  too  loathfome,  and  my  love  too  ftrong. 

Death  holds  my  pen,  and  diilates  what  I  fay. 

While  crofs  my  tap  the  7  rojan  fword  I  lay. 

My   tears  flow   down  ;    the  ftiarp  edge  cuts  their 

flood. 
And  drinks  my  forrows  that  muft  drink  my  blood. 
How  well  thy  gift  does  with  my  fate  agree  1 
My  funeral  pomp  is  cheaply  made  by  thee. 
To  no  new  wounds  my  bolom  I  difplay  : 
The  fword  but  enters  where  love  made  the  wajf. 
But  thou,  dear  filler,  and  yet  dearer  frietKl, 
Shalt  my  cold  afties  to  their  urn  attend, 
bichaeus'  wife  let  not  the  marble  boaft  : 
I  loft  that  title  when  my  fame  I  loft. 
This  fhort  infcription  only  let  it  bear  : 
"   Unhappy  Dido  lies  in  quiet  here. 
"  The   caufe  of  death,  and  fword  by  which  fti^ 

"  dy'd, 
"  ^neas  gave;  the  reft  her  arm  fupply'd.  " 


TRANSLATIONS    FROM 

O  FID'S    ART    OF    LOVE. 


THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  OVID'S  ART  OF  LOVE. 


In  Cupid's  fchool  whoe'er  would  take  degree, 

Muft  learn  his  rudiments  by  reading  me. 

Seanien  with  failing  arts  their  veflels  move  ; 

A't  guides  the  chariot,  art  inftrucSs  to  love. 

Of  Ihips  and  chariots  others  know  the  rule ; 

But  1  am  mafter  in  Love's  mighty  fchool. 

Cupid  indeed  is  obftinate  and  wild, 

A  ftubborn  God  ;  but  yet  the  God's  a  child, 

Eafy  to  govern  in  his  tender  age, 

Like  fierce  Achilles  in  his  pupillage. 

That  hero,  born  for  conqueft,  trembling  flood 

Before  the  Centaur,  and  receiv'd  the  rod. 

As  Chiron  nioUify'd  his  cruel  mind 

"With  art,  and  taught  his  warlike  hands  to  wind 

The  filver  firings  of  his  melodious  lyre  : 

So  Love's  fair  Goddefs  does  my  foul  infpire. 

To  teach  her  fofter  arts ;  to  foothe  ^he  mind, 

And  fmooth  the  rugged  breafls  of  human-kind. 

.    Yet  Cupid  and  Achilles  each  with  fcorn 

And  rage  were  fill'd,   and  both  were  goddefs- 

born. 
The  bull,  reclaim'd  and  yok'd,  the  burden  draws ; 
The  horfe  receives  the  bit  within  his  jaws ; 
And  Itubborn  Love  fhall  bend  beneath  my  fway. 
Though  ftruggling  oft  he  flrives  to  difcbey. 
He   fhakes  his  torch,  he  wounds  me  with  his 

darts ; 
But  vain  his  force,  and  vainer  are  his  arts. 


The   more  he  burns  my  foul,   or  wounds  my 

fight. 
The  more  he  teaches  to  revenge  the  fpite. 
I  boaft  no  aid  the  Delphian  God  affords, 
Nor  aufpice  from  the  flight  of  chattering  birdsj 
Nor  Clio,  nor  her  fillers,  have  I  feen. 
As  Hefiod  law  them  on  the  fhady  green  : 
Experience  makes  my  work  ;  a  truth  fo  try'd 
You  may  believe ;  and  Venus  be  my  guide. 

Far    hence,    ye    veflals,    be,    who   bind   your 

hair  ; 
And  wives,  who  gowns  below  your  ancles  wear. 
I  fing  the  brothels  loofe  and  unconfin'd, 
Th'  unpunifhable  pleafures  of  the  kind. 
Which  all  alike,  for  love  or  money,  find. 

You,    who    in    Cupid's    rolls    infcribe    your 

name, 
Firft  feek  an  objedl  worthy  of  your  flame ; 
Then  flrive  with  art  your  lady's  mind  to  gain  ; 
And  lafl,  provide  your  love  may  long  remain. 
On  thcfe  three  precepts  all  my  work  fhall  move : 
Thefe  are  the  rules  and  principles  of  love. 

Before  your  youth  with  marriage  is  opprefl. 
Make   choice   of  one    who  fuits  your  huniouC 

beft: 
And  fuch  a  damfel  drops  not  from  the  fky : 
She  mwft  be  fought  for  with  a  curious  eye. 
Z  iilj 
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The  wary  angler,  in  the  winding  brook. 
Knows  wha:  the  fifli,  and  where  to  bait  his  hook. 
The  fowler  and  the  huntfman  know  by  name 
The  certain  haunts  and  harbour  of  their  c;anie. 
So  muH-  the  lover  beat  the  likelieft  grounds; 
Th"  ({T'Tobly  where  his  tjuarry  nio(l  abounds. 
Nov  fliali  my  novice  wander  far  aftray ; 
Thtfe  rules  ihall  put  him  in  the  ready  way. 
Thou  flialt  net  fail  around  the  continent. 
As  far  as  Perfeus  or  as  Paris  went  : 
For  Rome  alone  affords  thee  fuch  a  flore, 
As  all  the  world  can  hatdly  fhew  thee  more. 
The  face  of  heaven  with  fewer  ftars  is  crown'd, 
'Ihan  beauties  in  the  p.oman  fphere  are  found. 

Whether  tby  love  is  beht  on  blooming  youth. 
On  dawning  fwettnefsin  unartful  truth; 
Or  courts  the  juicy  jcys  of  --iper  grovv^h  ; 
Here  mayft  thou  find  thy  full  defires  in  both. 
Or  if  autumnal  beauties  pleafe  thy  fight 
(An  age  that  knows  to  give,  and  lake  dtlight)  ; 
Millions  of  matrons  of  the  graver  fort, 
In  comnon  prudence,  will  not  balk  the  fport. 

In  fummer  heats  thou  need'fi.  but  only  go 
To  Ponipcy's  cool  and  fhady  portico ; 
Or  Concord's  fane  ;  or  that  proud  edifice, 
Whofe  turrets  nesr  the  baudy  fuburb  rife  : 
Or  to  that  other  portico,  where  Hands 
The  cruel  father  urging  his  commands, 
And  fifty  daughters  wait  the  time  of  reft,  [bread: : 
To   plunge   their    poniards   in    the   bridegrooms 
Or  Venus'  temple ;  where,  on  annual  nights, 
'I'hey  mourn  Adonis  with  Affyrian  rites. 
Nor  Hum  the  Jewiili  walk,  v-here  the  foul  drove, 
On  fabbaths,  refV  f.'-om  every  thing  but  love  : 
Nor  Ifis'  f :  mple  ;  for  that  facred  whore 
Makes  others,  what  to  Jove  flie  was  before. 
And  if  the  hall  hfdi  bemt  bely'd, 
Ev'n  there  the  caufe  of  love  is  often  try'd  ; 
Near  it  at  leafl,  nr  in  the  palace-yard, 
From  whi  nee  the  noify  combatants  are  heard. 
The  craf'y  rounfellors,  in  formal  gown, 
There  gain  another's  caufe,  but  iofe  their  own. 
There  eloquence  is  nonpluft  in  the  fuit ; 
And  lawyci  s,  who  had  words  at  will,  are  mute. 
Vei  us,  fr^ni  her  adjoining  temjnle,  Ihiiles, 
Tc  iee  them  caught  in  their  litigious  wiles. 
Grave  fenators  lead  home  the  youthful  dame, 
ileturning  clients,  when  they  patrons  came. 
JBut,  above  all,  the  play-houfe  is  the  place ; 
1'hcre's  choice  of  quarry  in  that  narrow  chace. 
There  take  thy  ftand,  and  fharply  looking  out, 
Sonn  inay'ft  thou  find  a  miflreisin  the  rout. 
For  length  of  time,  or  I'c  r  a  finglc  bout 
The  theatres  are  berries  for  the  fair  ; 
Like  ants  on  mole-hills  thither  they  repair; 
Like  bees  to  hives,  fo  numeroufly  rhey  throng  ; 
It  may  be  faid,  they  to  that  place  belong. 
Thither  they  fwarm,  who  have  the  public  voice  : 
There  choofc,  if  plenty  not  diftracHis  thy  choice  ; 
To  fee,  and  to  be  fccn,  in  heaps  they  run  ; 
Some  to  undo,  and  fomc  to  be  undone. 

Frot'n  Romulus  the  rife  of  plays  began, 
T'o  his  new  fubie<51s  a  commodious  man  ; 
'V^'ho,  his  unmarried  foldiers  to  fupply, 
Took  care  the  commonwealth  ihould  multiply  ; 
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Providing  Sabine  women  for  liis  braven, 
Like  a  true  king,  to  get  a  race  of  {laves. 
His  play-houfs  not  of  Parian  marble  made. 
Nor  was  it  fprend  vi'ith  purple  faih  for  faade. 
The  ftagc  with  rufhes  or  with  leaves  they  (Irew'd  : 
No  fcenes  in  profpedl,  no  machining  God. 
On  rows  of  homely  turf  they  fat  to  fee, 
Crown'd  with  the  wreaths  of  every  common  tree. 
There,  while  they  fat  in  ruftic  mujefly, 
Each  lover  had  his  miftrefs  in  his  eye  ; 
And  whom  hp  faw  moft  fuiting  to  his  mind, 
For  joys  of  matrimonial  rape  defign'd. 
Scarce  could  they  wait  the  plaudit  in  their  hade ; 
But,  e'er  the  dances  and  the  fong  wcic  paft, 
The  monarch  gave  the  fignai  from  his  throne  ; 
And,  rifing,  bade  his  merry  men  fall  on. 
The  martial  crew,  like  foldiers  ready  preft, 
Juft  at  the  Word  (the  word  too  was,  The  IBeft) 
With  joyful  cries  each  other  animate  ; 
Some  choofe,  and  fome  at  hazard  feize  their  mate. 
As  doves  from  eagles,  or  from  wolves  the  lambs. 
So  from  their  lawlcfs  lovers  fly  the  dames. 
Their  fear  was  one,  but  not  one  face  of  fear;      "*» 
Some  rend  the  lovely  trefles  of  their  hair  ;  / 

Some  fhriek,  and  fonie  are  ftruck  with'dtmibt 
defpair.  J 

Her  abfent  mother  one  invokes  in  vain  ; 
One  flands  amaz' 
The  nimbler  tm 

But  nought  availing,  ali  are  captives  led, 
Trembling  and  blufning,  to  the  genial  bed. 
.She  who  too  long  rrlifted,  or  deny'd. 
The  lufty  lover  made  by  force  a  bride;  [bU  fide 
And  with  fuperior   ftrength,  comptlTU  her 
Then  footh'd  her  thus  : — My  foul's  far  better  part, 
Ceafe  weeping,  nor  afTlidl:  thy  tender  heart  : 
For  what  thy  lather  to  thy  mother  was. 
That  faith  to  thee,  that  folemn  vow  1  pafs. 

Thus  R'lmuluj  became  fo  popular  ; 
This  was  the  way  to  thrive  in  peace  and  war; 
To  pay  his  army,  and  frefh  whores  to  bring  : 
Who  would  not  fight  fi.r  fuch  a  gracious  king  ? 

Thus  love  in  theatres  did  firft  improve  ; 
And  theatres  are  ftill  the  fceties  of  love  : 
Nor  fhun  the  chariot's  and  the  courier's  race  ; 
The  Circus  is  no  inconvenient  place. 
No  need  is  there  of  talking  on  the  hand  ; 
Nor  nods,  nor  figns,  which  lovers  underftand. 
But  b()ldly  next  the  fair  ycur  feat  provide  ; 
Clofe  ac  you  can  to  hers,  and  fide  by  fide. 
Pleas'd  or  unpleas'd,  no  matter  ;  crouding  fit :  * 
For  fo  the  laws  of  public  fliows  permit. 
Then  find  cccafion  to  begin  dilcourfe  ; 
Enquire,  whofe  chariot  this,  an(i  whofc  thathorfe.' 
To  whutfoever  fide  ftie  is  incHn'd, 
Suit  all  your  inclinations  to  her  mind  ;       [begin  ; 
Like   what  fhe   likes;    from    thence    your    court 
And  whom  fhe  favours,  wifh  that  he  may  win. 
But  when  the  flatutes  of  the  Deities,  T 

In  chariots  roU'd,  appear  before  the  prize  ;  > 

■When  Venus  comes,  with  deep  devotioii  rife.     4 
If  dufl;  be  on  her  lap,  orgrairs  of  fand, 
Brufh  both  away  with  your  officious  hand. 
If  none  be  there,  yet  brufh  that  nothing  thence; 
And  ftill  to  touch  .her  lap  make  fomc  pretence,  ' 
4 


ther  one  invokes  in  vain  ;  > 

az'd,  not  daring  to  corr.plain  ;        V 
ruft  their  feet,  the  floyv  remain.    J 
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Touch  any  tliinjj  of  hcr's;  and  if  her  train 
Sweep  on  the  ground,  let  it  not  fweep  in  vain 
But  gently  take  it  up,  and  wipe  it  clean  ; 
And  while  you  wipe  it,  with  obferving  eyes. 
Who  knows  but  you  may  fee  her  naked  thij^hs  ! 
Obferve,  v\  ho  fits  behind  her  ,  and  beware, 
l^eft  his  incroaching  knee  fhould  prcfs  the  fair. 
Light  fcrvice  takes  light  minds ;  for  fonie  can  tell 
Of  favours  won,  by  laying  cuihior.s  well  : 
By  fanning^  faces  fome  their  fortune  meet  ; 
And  fome  by  laying  footflools  for  their  feet. 
Thefe  overtures  of  love  the  Circus  gives; 
Nor  at  the  fvvord-play  lefs  the  lover  'hrives  : 
For  there  the  foil  of  Venus  fights  his  prise  ; 
An,!  deepell  wounds  are  oft  receiv'd  fioni  eyes. 
One,  while  tlie  crowd  their  acclamations  make, 
Or  while  he  bets,  and  puts  his  rin^i;  to  {lake, 
Is  ftrock  from  far,  and  feels  the  flying  dart  5 
Arid  of  the  fpeftaclc  is  made  a  part. 

C:«far  would  reprefent  a  nava!  fight. 
For  his  own  honour,  and  for  R.ome's  delight. 
From  either  fea  the  youths  and  maiden's  come ; 
And  ail  the  world  was  then  contain'd  in  Rome. 
In  this  vail  concourfe,  in  this  choice  of  game, 
What  Roman  heart  but  felt  a  foreign  flame  .' 
Once  mere  our  prince  prepares  to  make  us  glad ; 
And  the  remaining  ea'l  to  Rome  will  add. 
Rejoice,  ye  Roman  foldiers,  in  your  urn  ;  T 

Your  enfigns  from  the  Parthians  fiiall  return  ;    > 
And  the  Hain  Crafii  ihalino  longer  mourn.         j 
A  youth  is  fent  thofe  trophies  to  demand  ; 
And  bears  his  father's  thunder  in  his  hand  : 
Dnuht  nor  th'  imperial  boy  in  wars  unfeen  ; 
In  childhood  all  of  Csfar's  race  are  men.* 
Celeilial  feeds  fhoot  out  before  their  day. 
Prevent  tiieir  years,  and  brook  no -dull  delay. 
Thu";  infant  Hercules  the  fnakes  did  prefs, 
And  in  his  cradle  did  his  fire  confefs. 
Bacchus,  a  boy,  yet  like  a  hero  fought. 
And  early  fjjoils  from  conquer'd  India  brought. 
Thus  you  your  father's  troops  fhall  lead  to  fight, 
And  tbus  fhall  vanquifli  in  your  father's  right. 
'J'hefc  rudiments  to  you  your  lineage  owe  ; 
Born  to  iiieteafe  your  titles,  a';  you  grow. 
Brethren  you  had,  revenge  your  brethren  {lain  ; 
You  have  a  father,  and  his  rights  maintain. 
Arm'd  by  your  country's  parent  and  your  own, 
Redeem  your  country,  and  reftore  his  throne. 
Your  enemies  alfert  an  impious  caufe  ; 
You  fight  both  for  divine  and  human  laws. 
Already  in  their  caufe  they  are  o'ercome  : 
hubjeft  them  too,  by  force  of  arms,  to  Rome. 
Great  father  Mars  with  greater  Caifar  join,        T 
To  give  a  profperous  omen  to  your  line  :  > 

One  of  you  is,  and  one  fhall  be  divine.  j 

I  prophefy  you  fhall,  you  fhall  o'ercome  : 
My  verfe  fhall  bring  you  back  in  triumph  home. 
Speak  in  my  verfe,  exhort  to  loud  alarms  : 
O  were  my  numbers  equal  to  your  arms  ! 
Then  would  (  fing  the  Parthians  overthrow ; 
Their  {hot  averfe  fent  from  a  flying  how  : 
The  Parthians,  who  already  flying  fight. 
Already  give  an  omen  of  their  flight. 
p  when  will  come  the  day,  by  heaven  defign'd, 
Whsji  thouj  the  bcu  and  i'aireft  of  mankind, 


■■1  "",-, 
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in  night!  J 


Drawn  by  white  horfes  flialt  ih  triumph  ride, 
With  conquer'd  flaves  attending  on  thy  fide ; 
Slaves,  that  no  longer  can  be  fafe  in  flight; 
O  glorious  objedl:,  O  furprifing  fight, 
O  day  of  public  joy,  too  good  to  end 
On  fuch  a  day,  if  thou,  and,  next  to  tlxe, 
Some  beauty  fits,  the  fpe(5lacle  to  fee  : 
If  file  inquire  the  names  of  conquer'd  kings. 
Of  mountains,  rivers,  and  their  hidden  fpriiigs, 
Anfwcr  to  alT  thou  know'fl ;  and,  if  need  be. 
Of  things  unknown  feem  to  fpfeak  knowingly : 
This  is  Euphrates,  crovvn'd  with  reeds;  and  there 
Flows  the  fwifc  Tigris,  with  his  fea-green  hair. 
Invent  new  names  of  things  unknown  before  ; 
Call  this  Armenia,  that  the  Cafpian  fhore; 
Call  this  a  Mede,  and  that  a  Parthian  youth  ; 
Talk  probably  :  no  matter  for  the  truth. 

In  feafts,  as  at  our  fhows,  new  means  abound  ; 
More  pleafure  there;  than  that  of  wine,  is  found. 
Ihe  Paphian  Goddefs  thare  her  ambufh  lays ; 
And  love  bedwixt  the  horns  of  Bacchus  plays  ; 
Defires  increafe  at  every  fwelling  draught ; 
Briflc  vapours  add  new  vigour  to  the  thought. 
There  Cupids  purple  wings  no  flight  afford  ;. 
But,  wet  with  wine,  he  flutters  on  the  board. 
He  fliakes  his  pinions,  but  he  cannot  move  ; 
Fix'd  he  remains,  and  turns  a  maudlin  Love. 
Wine   warms  the  blood,  and   makes  the  fpJrits 

flow ; 
Care  flies,  and  wrinkles  from  the  forehead  go  : 
Exalts  the  poor,  invigorates  the  weak  ; 
Gives  mirth  and  laughter,  and  a  rofy  cheek. 
Bold  truths  it  fpeaks  ;  and  ipoken,  dares  maintain; 
And  brings  our  old  finiplicity  again. 
Love  fparkles  in  the  cup,  and  fills  it  higher  : 
Wine  feeds  the  flames,  and  fuel  adds  to  fire. 
But  choofe  no  miflrefs  in  thy  drunken  fit ; 
Wine  gilds  too  much  their  beauties  and  their  wit. 
Nor  truft  thy  judgment  when  tlie  tapers  dance  ; 
But  fober,  and  by  day,  thy  luit  advance. 
By  day-light  Paris  judg'd  the  beauteous  three  ; 
And  for  the  faireft  did  the  prize'decree. 
Night  is  a  cheat,  and  all  deformities 
Are  hid  or  lelTen'd  in  her  dark  difguife. 
The  fun's  fair  light  each  error  will  confefs. 
In  face,  in  fliape,  in  jewels,  and  in  drcfs. 

Why  name  I  every  place  where  youths  abound.'' 
'Tis  lofs  of  time,  and  a  too  fruitful  ground. 
The  Baian  baths,  where  fhips  at  anchor  ride. 
And  whokfome   flieams  from  fulphur  fountains 

glide  ; 
Where  wounded  youths  are  by  experience  taught, 
The  waters  are  Icfs  healthful  than  they  thought. 
Or  Dian's  fane,  which  near  the  fuburl)  lies. 
Where  priefts,  for  their  promotion,  fight  a  prize. 
That  n.aiden  Goddefs  is  Love's  mortal  foe, 
And  much  from  her  his  fubjeifls  undergo. 

Thus  far  the  fportful  Mufc  with  myrtle  bound. 
Has  fung  where  lovely  laffes  may  be  found. 
Now  let  me  fing,  how  flie  who  wounds  your  mind. 
With  art,  may  be  to  cure  your  wounds  inclin'd. 
Young  nobles,  to  my  laws  attention  lend  : 
And  all  you  vulgar  of  my  fchool  attend. 

Firfl  then  btlieve,  all  women  may  be  won  ; 
Attempt  with  confidence,  the  work  is  done. 
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The  g;rafsTioppeT  fliall  firft  forl)ear  to  fing 
Jn  fummer  Ical'on,  or  the  birds  in  fpring  ; 
Tihan  women  can  refill  your  flattering  flcill : 
Ev'n  flic  will  yield,  whofwcars  ihe  never  will. 
Tu  fecret  pleai'ure  both  the  fexts  move  ; 
But  women  mod,  who  moft  diflemble  love. 
'Twere  beft  for  us,  if  they  would  firft  declare, 
Avow  their  paffion,  and  fubmit  to  prayer. 
The -cow,  by  lowing,  tells  the  bull  her  flame : 
The  neighing  mare  invites  her  ftallion  to  the  game. 
Man  is  more  temperate  in  his  lull  than  they. 
And,  more  than  women,  can  his  paflion  fway. 
£iblii,  we  know,  did  firll  her  love  declare, 
And  had  recourie  to  death  in  her  defpair. 
Her  brother  fee,  her  father  Myrrha  fought. 
And  lov'd,  but  lov'd  not  as  a  daughter  ought. 
Now  from  a  tree  (he  fbills  her  odcrons  tears, 
Which  yet  the  name  of  her  who  flied  them  bears. 

In  Ida's  ihady  vale  a  bull  appear'd. 
White  as  the  fnow,  the  faireft  of  the  herd  ; 
A  bcauty-fpot  of  black  there  only  rofe, 
Betwixt  his  equal  horns  and  ample  brt>ws  : 
The  love  sad  wife  of  all  the  Cretan  coWs. 
The  queen  beheld  him  as  his  head  he  rear'd; 
And  envy'd  every  leap  he  gave  the  herd. 
A  fecret  fire  fee  nourife'd  in  her  brcall. 
And  hated  every  heifer  he  carefs'd. 
A  flory  known,  and  known  for  true,  I  tell  ; 
Nor  Crete,  though  lying,  can  the  truth  conceal. 
She  cut  him  grafs  (fo  much  can  love  command} ; 
She  ftrok'd,  fee  fed  him  with  her  royal  hand  : 
Was  pleas'd  in  paftures  with  the  herd  to  roam  : 
And  Minos  by  the  bull  was  overcome. 

Ceafe,  Qj^een,  with  gems  t'  adorn  thy  beau- 
teous brows ; 
The  monar«h  of  thy  heart  no  jewel  knows. 
Nor  in  thy  glafs  compofe  thy  looks  and  eyes : 
Secure  fri.m  all  thy  charms  thy  lover  lies  : 
Yet  trull  thy  mirror,  when  it  tells  thee  true ; 
Thou  art  no  heifer  to  allure  his  view. 
.SooB  wouldll  thou  quit  thy  royal  diadem 
To  thy  fair  rivals,  to  be  horned  like  them. 
If  Minos  pleafe,  no  lover  feek  to  find : 
Ii  not,  at  leaft  feek  one  of  human  kind. 

The  wretched  queen  the  Cretan  court  forfakes  ; 
In  woods  and  wilds  her  habitation  makes  : 
.She  curfes  every  beauteous  cow  fee  fees; 
Ah,  why  doll  thou  my  lord  and  mailer  pleafe  ! 
And  think'ft,  ungrateful  creature  as  thou  art. 
With  frilking  aukwardly,  to  gain  his  heart  \ 
She   faid,  and  flraight    commands,  with  frown- 
ing look, 
To  put  her,  luideferving,  to  the  yoke  ; 
Or  feigns  fome  holy  rite«  of  facrifice, 
And  fees  her  rival's  death  with  joyful  eyes : 
Then,  when  the  bloody  prieil  has  done  his  part, 
Pleas'd  in  her  hand  fee  holds  the  beating  heart ; 
Nor  from  a  fcornful  taunt  can  fcarce  refrain; 
Go,  fool,  and  try  to  pleafe  my  love  again. 
Now  fee  would  be  Europa,  lo  now 
(One  bore  a  bull,  and  one  was  made  a  cow). 
Yet  fee  at  lall  her  brutal  blifs  obtain'd, 
'  And  in  a  wooden  cow  the  bull  fullain'd  ; 
Fill'i  with  his  feed,  accomplife'd  her  dcfire; 
Tiy  by  his  form  the  fon  betiay'd  the  fire. 


If  Atreiis'  wife  to  incell  iiad  dot  ru«» 
(But,  ah  !  hovv  hard  it  is  to  love  but  one  I^ 
His  courfers  Phoebus  had  not  driven  away, 
To  feun  that  fight,  and  interrupt  the  day. 
I'hy  daugiiter,  Nifus,  puii'd  thy  purple  hair. 
And  barking  ka-dogJi  yet  her  bowels  tear. 
At  fea  and  land  Atrides  fav'd  his  life,- 
Yet  fell  a  prey  to  his  adulterous  wife. 
Who  knows  not  what  revenge  Medea  fought. 
When  the  flain  offspring  bore  the  father's  fault  ? 
Thus  Phoenix  did  a  woman's  love  bewail ; 
And  thus  Hippolytus  by  Phosdra  fell. 
Thcfe  crimes  revengeful  matrons  did  commit  : 
Hotter  their  luft,  and  fearper  is  their  wit. 
Doubt  not  from  them  an  eafy  viclory  : 
Scarce  of  a  thoufand  dames  will  one  deny. 
All  women  are  content  that  men  feould  woo  : 
She  who  complains,  and  fee  who  will  not  do. 
Reft  then  fecure,  vvhatc'er  thy  luck  may  prove, 
Not  to  be  hated  for  declaring  love. 
And  yet  how  canft  thou  mifs,  fince  womankind 
Is  frail  and  vain,  and  ftill  to  change  inclin'd  ? 
Old  hufbunds  and  ftale  gallants  they  defpife  ; 
And  more  another's,  than  their  own,  they  priz.e. 
A  larger  crop  adorns  our  neighbour's  field  ; 
More  milk  his  kind  from  fwellingr  udders  yield. 

Firft  gain  the  maid  :  by  her  thou  fealt  be  lure 
A  free  accefs  and  eafy  to  procure  : 
Who  knows  what  to  her  office  does  belong, 
Is  in  the  fecret,  and  can  hold  her  tongue. 
Bribe  her  with  gifts,  withpromifes,  and  prayers: 
For  her  good  word  goes  far  in  love  affairs. 
The  time  and  fit  occafion  leave  to  her. 
When  fee  moft  aptly  can  thy  fuit  prefer. 
The  time  for  maid's  to  fire  their  lady's  blood, 
Is,  when  they  find  her  in  a  mevry  mood  : 
When  all  things  at  her  wife  can  plcafure  move  : 
Her  heart  is  open  then,  and  free  to  love. 
Then  mirth  and  wantonnefs  to  luft  betray. 
And  fmooth  the  paffage  to  the  lover's  way. 
Troy  flood  the  fiege,  -  y?hen  fiU'd  with    anxious 

care : 
One  merry  fit  concluded  all  the  war. 

If  fome  fair  rival  vex  her  jealous  mind, 
Offer  thy  fervice  to  revenge  in  kind. 
Iiiftrudl  the  damfel  while  fee  combs  her  hair. 
To  raife  the  choler  of  that  injur'd  fair ; 
And,  fighing,  make  her  niiftrefs  underftand. 
She  has  the  means  of  vengeance  in  her  hand  : 
Than,  naming  thee,  thy  humble  fuit  prefer  ; 
And  fwear  thou  languifeeft  and  dy'ft  for  her. 
Then  let  her  lofe  no  time,  but  pufe  at  all : 
For  women  foon  are  rais'd,  and  foon  they  fall. 
Give  their  firft  fury  leifure  to  relent. 
They  melt  like  ice,  and  fuddenly  repent. 

T'  enjoy  the  maid,  will  that  thy  fuit  advance ! 
'Tis  a  bard  queftion,  and  a  doubtful  chance. 
One  maid,  corrupted,  bauds  the  better  for  't ; 
Another  for  herfelf  would  keep  the  fport. 
Thy  bufinefs  may  be  further'd  or  delay'd  : 
But  by  my  counlcl,  let  alone  the  maid  : 
Ev'n  though  the  feould  confent  to  do  the  feat ; 
The  profit's  little,  and  the  danger  great. 
I  will  not  lead  thee  through  a  rugged  road ; 
Put  wbere  the  way  lies  open,  iiafe,  %nd  bro^d. 
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Vfet,  if  thou  find'ft  her  very  much  thy  friend, 
And  her  pood  face  her  diligence  commend  : 
Let  the  fair  miftrefshave  thy  firft  embrace, 
And  let  the  maid  come  after  in  her  place. 

But  this  I  will  advife,  and  mark  my  words; 
For  'tis  the  beft  advice  my  flcill  affords  : 
If  needs  thou  with  the  damfel  wilt  begin. 
Before  th'  attempt  is  made,  make  fure  to  win  : 
For  then  the  fecret  better  will  be  kept; 
And  flic  can  tell  no  tales  when  once  ftie's  dipt. 
'Tis  for  the  fowler's  interefl  to  beware. 
The  bird  entangled  fljould  not  'fcape  the  fnare. 
The  filh,  once  prick'd,  avoids  the  bearded  hook, 
And  fpoils   the   Iport   of    all    the   neighbouring 

brook. 
But,  if  the  wench  be  thine,  (he  makes  thy  way, ") 
And,  for  thy  fake,  her  miftrefs  will  betray  ;  i 

Tell  all  fhe  knowf,  3nd  all  (he  hears  her  fay.       j 
Keep  well  the  counfel  of  thy  faithful  fpy  : 
So  (halt  thou  learn  whene'er  (he  treads  awry. 

All  things  the  ftations  of  their  feafons  keep ; 
And  certain  times  there  are  to  fow  and  reap. 
Ploughmen  and  iail.irs  for  the  feafon  flay,  ~\ 

Qne  to  plo'.igh  land,  and  one  tp  plough  the  fea  :  S- 
S)  (bould  the  lover  wait  the  lucky  day.  J 

Then  ftop  thy  fuit,  it  hurts  not  thy  defign  ; 
But  think,  another  hour  (he  may  be  thine. 
And  when  (he  celebrates  her  birth  at  home. 
Or  when  (be  views  the  public  (hows  of  Rome, 
Know,  all  thy  vifits  then  are  troublefome, 
Defer  thy  work,  and  put  not  then  to  fea, 
For  that 's  a  boding  and  a  ftormy  day. 
Elfe  take  thy  time,  and,  when  thou  canft,  begin  : 
To  break  a  Jewilh  fabbath,  think  no  fin  : 
Nor  ev'n  fuperftitious  days  abftain  ; 
Not  when  the  Romans  were  at  Allia  (lain. 
Ill  omens  in  her  frowns  are  underftood ; 
"When  (he's  in  humour,  every  day  is  gopd. 
But  than  her  birth-day  feldom  comes  a  worfe  ;  ") 
When  bribes   and   prefents   muft    be    fent   off 
courfe ;  C 

And  that's  a  bloody  day,  that  cofts  thy  purfe.    J 
Be  ftanch  ;  yet  parfimony  will  be  vain  : 
'I'he  craving  fex  will  ftill  the  lover  drain. 
Wo  (kill  can  (hift  them  off,  nor  art  remove; 
They  will  be  begging,  when  they  know  we  love. 
The  merchant  comes  upon  th'  appointed  day, 
Who  (hall  before  thy  face  his  wares  difplay. 
To  chonfe  for  her  fhe  craves  thy  kind  advice ; 
Then  begs  again,  to  bargain  for  the  price  : 
But  when  (he  has  her  purchafe  in  her  eye, 
She  hugs  thee  clofe,  and  kiffes  thee  to  buy. 
'Tis  what  I  want,  and  'tis  a  pen' worth  too  ; 
In  many  years  I  will  not  trouble  you. 
If  you  complain  you  have  no  ready  coin  ; 
No  matter,  'tis  but  writing  of  a  line, 
A  little  bill,  not  to  be  paid  at  fight ; 
Now  curfe  the  time  when   thou  wert  taught  to 

write. 
She  keeps  her  birth-day ;  you  muft  fend  the  cheer; 
And  (he'll  be  born  a  hundred  times  a  year. 
With  daily  lie.'  (he  dribs  the  into  coft  ; 
That  ear-ring  dropt  a  done,  that  ring  is  loft. 
They  often  borrow  what  they  never  pay ; 
Whatc'er  you  lend  her,  thipk  it  thrown  away. 


Had  I  ten  mouths  and  tongues  to  tell  each  art 
All  would  be  wearied  e'er  I  told  a  part. 

By  letters,  not  by  words,  they  love  begin  ; 
And  ford  the  dangerous  palTage  with  thy  pen. 
If  to  her  heart  thou  aim'ft  to  find  the  way, 
Extremely  flatter,  and  extremely  pray. 
Priam  by  prayers  did  Hedtor's  body  gain ; 
Nor  is  an  angry  God  invok'd  in  vain. 
With  promis'd  gifts  her  eafy  mind  bewitch ; 
For  ev'n  the  poor  in  promife  may  be  rich. 
Vain  hopes  awhile  her  appetite  will  ftay ; 
'Tis  a  deceitful,  but  commodious  way. 
Who  gives  is  mad  ;  but  make  her  ftill  believe 
Twill  come,    and  that  's  the  cheapeft  way  to 

give. 
Ev'n  barren  lands  fair  promifes  afford  ; 
But  the  lean  harvcft  cheats  the  ftarving  lord. 
Buy  not  thy  firft  enjoyment,  left  it  prove 
Of  bad  example  to  thy  future  love  ; 
But  get  it  gratis ;  and  fhe'U  give  thee  more, 
For  fear  of  lofing  what  fhe  gave  before. 
The  lofing  gamefter  (hakes  the  box  in  vain, 
And  bleeds,  and  lofes  on,  in  hopes  to  gain. 

Write  then,  and  in  thy  letter,  as  I  (aid, 
Let  her  with  mighty  promifes  be  fed. 
Cydippe  by  a  letter  was  betray'd, 
Wrjt  on  an  appJe  to  th'  unwary  maid. 
She  read  herfelf  into  a  marriage-vow 
(And  every  cheat  in  love  the  Gods  allow). 
Learn  eloquence,  ye  noble  youth  of  Rome  ; 
It  will  not  only  at  the  bar  o'ercome  ^ 
Sweet  words  the  people  and  the  fenate  move; 
But  the  chief  end  of  eloquence  is  love. 
But  in  thy  letter  hide  thy  moving  arts; 
Affedt  not  to  be  thought  a  man  of  parts. 
None  but  vain  fools  to  fimple  women  preach  : 
A  learned  letter  oft  has  made  a  breach. 
In  a  familiar  ftyle  your  thoughts  convey, 
And  write  fuch  things  as  prefent  you  would  fay ; 
Such  words  as  from  the  heart  may  feem  to  move : 
'Tis  wit  enough,  to  make  her  think  you  love. 
If  feal'd  (he  fends  it  back,  and  will  not  read, 
Yet  hope,  in  time,  the  bufinefs  may  fucceed. 
In  time  the  fteer  will  to  the  yoke  fubmit; 
In  time  the  reftiff  horfe  will  bear  the  bit. 
Ev'n  the  hard  plough-lhare  ufe  will  wear  away  j 
And  ftubborn  fteel  in  length  of  time  decay. 
Water  is  foft,  and  marble  hard ;  and  yet 
We  fee  foft  water  through  hard  marble  eat. 
Though  late,  yet  Troy  at  length  in  flames  expir'd; 
And  ten  years  more  Penelope  had  tir'd. 
Perhaps  thy  lines  unanfwer'd  (he  retain'd  ; 
No  matter  ;  there's  a  point  already  gain'd  : 
For  (he,  who  reads,  in  time  will  anfwer  too ; 
Things  muft  be  left  by  juft  degrees  to  grow. 
Perhaps  (he  writes,  but  ani'wers  with  difdain. 
And  (harply  bids  you  not  to  write  again  : 
What  (he  requires,  (he  fears  you  ihould  accord; 
The  jilt  would  not  be  taken  at  her  word. 

Meantime,  if  (he  be  carried  in  her  chair, 
Approach,  but  do  not  feem  to  know  (he's  there. 
Speak  foftly  to  delude  the  ftanders-by  ; 
Or,  if  aloud,  then  fpeak  ambiguoufly. 
If  fauntering  in  the  portico  (he  walk, 
Move  flowly  too  ;  for  that's  a  t inie  for  {alk  j 
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And  ff.nictimes  MWv,  fometlmes  be  her  guide  : 
But,  when  the  crowci  permits,  go  fide  by  iide. 
Mnr  in  the  play  hoiife  kt  her  fit  alone  : 
For  (he's  the  play-houfc  and  the  play  in  one. 
There  thou  may'ft  oqlc,  or  by  figns  advance 
Thy  fuit,  and  Iterti  to  touch  her  hand  by  chance. 
Admire  the  dancer  who  her  liking  gains, 
And  pity  in  the  play  the  lover's  pains; 
For  her  fweet  fake  the  lols  of  time  del'pife  ; 
Sit  while  (he  fits,  and  when  llie  rifes  rife. 
But  drtfs  not  like  a  fop,  nor  curl  your  hair, 
Nor  with  a  pumice  make  your  body  bare. 
I^cave  thcfe  eirLminate  and  ufclefs  toys 
To  eunuchs,  who  can  j^ive  no  folid  joys. 
JJe<Tle<ft  becomes  a  man  :  this  Thelcus  found  : 
UncurrdjUncomb'd, the  nymph  his  wiflies  ciown'd. 
The  rough  Hippo!ytus  was  Phsdra's  care  : 
And  Venus  thought  the  rude  Adonis  fair. 
Be  not  too  finical ;  but  yet  be  clean  : 
And  wear  well-fnlliicii'd  clothe?,  like  other  men, 
Let  not  your  teeth  be  yellow,  or  be  foul ; 
Nor  in  wide  (hoes  your  feet  too  loofely  roll. 
Of  a  black  muzzlf,  and  long  beard,  beware; 
Ar.d  let  a  fltilful  barber  cut  your  hair. 
Your  nails  be  pick'd  from  filth,  and  even  par'd  ; 
Kor  lei  your  nafty  noflrils  bud  with  beard. 
Cure  your  unfaTory  breath,  gargle  y(  ur  throat; 
And  free  ycur  armpits  from  the  ram  and  goat. 
Drefs  nor,  in  fhort,  too  little  or  too  much; 
And  be  n(  t  wholly  French,  not  wholly  Dutch. 

Now  Bacchus  calls  me  to  his  jolly  riies. 
■\Vho  would  not  follow,  when  a  God  invites  ? 
H;  helps  the  poet,  and  his  pen  infpires, 
Kind  and  indulgent  to  his  former  fires. 

Fair  Ariadne  wander'd  on  the  fhore, 
Forfaken  now  ;  and  Theleus  lov'd  no  more: 
Lcofe  was  licr  gowD,  difhevel'd  was  her  hair  ; 
Her  bofom  naked,  and  her  feet  were  bare  : 
Exclaiming,  on  the  water's  brink  flie  flood; 
Her  briny  tears  augment  the  briny  flood  ; 
She  (hriek'd,  and  wept,  and  both  became  her  face  : 
No  pofture  cuuld  that  heavenly  f.rm  difgrace. 
She  ber.t  her  breall  :  The  traitor's  gone,  faidfhe  ; 
"What  Ihall  become  of  poor  forlaken  me  ? 
What  {hail  become — flie  had  not  time  for  more, 
')  ho  founding  cymbals  rattled  on  the  Ihore, 
iihe  fwoons  for  fear,  fl:e  falls  upon  the  ground ; 
No  vital  heat  was  in  her  body  fc  und. 
'i'l.e  Mimallonian  dames  about  her  ftond ; 
,  And  fcuddirg  Satyrs  ran  before  their  God. 
Silcniis  on  his  al's  did  next  appear, 
.'\nd  held  upon  the  mane  (the  God  was  clear); 
The  drunken  lire  puifue?,  the  dames  retire  ; 
f  o.netimes  the  drunken  dames  purfue  the  drun- 

I'.en  fire. 
At  laft  he  topples  over  on  the  plain  ; 
■Jhc  Satyrs  laugh,  and  bid  him  rife  again. 
And  HOW  the  God  of  wine  came  driving  on, 
H  g'l  on  his  chariot  byfwift  tigers  drawn. 
Htr  ci'lour,  voice,  and  fenfc,  forl'eok  the  fair;  ") 
'i'hiice  did  her  trembling  feet  for  flight  pre-f 
pare,  ^ 

And  thrice  affrighted  did  her  flight  forbear.  J 
fche  fliook,  like  leaves  of  corn  when  tempeftsblow, 
Or  Hinder  rceiJs  that  in  the  marflics  grow. 


To  whom  the  God  :   Compofe  thy  fearful  mind  j 
In  me  a  truer  hufband  thou  flialt  find. 
With  heaven  1  will  endow  thee,  and  thy  flar     ~) 
Shall  with  propitious  light  be  feen  afar,  C 

And  guide  on  feas  the  doubtful  mariner,  j 

He  faid,  and,  from  his  chariot  leaping  light, 
l>ell  th.c  grim  tigers  fliould  the  nym.ph  affright, 
His  brawny  arms  around  her  waift  he  threw 
(For  Gods,  whate'er  they  will,  with  eafe  can  do)  : 
And  fwiftly  bore  her  thence,  th'  attending  throng 
Shout  at  the  fight,  and  fing  the  nuptial  fong. 
Now  in  full  bowls  her  forrows  ftie  may  ftecp  : 
The  bridegroom's  liqucr  lays  the  bride  afleep. 

But  thou,  when  flowing  cups  iii  triumph  ride. 
And  the  lov'd  nymph  is  feated  by  thy  fide  ; 
Invoke  the  God,  and  all  the  mighty  Powers, 
That  wine  may  not  defraud  thy  genial  hours. 
Then  in  ambiguous  words  thy  fuit  prefer. 
Which  fhe  may  know  were  all  addrefl  to  her. 
In  liquid  purple  letters  write  her  name, 
M''hich  file  may  read,  and  reading  find  the  flame. 
Then  may  your  eyes  cnnfcfs  your  mutual  fires 
(For  eyes  have  tongues,  and  glances  tell  deUres). 
Whene'er  flie  drinks,  the  firfl:  to  take  the  cup  ; 
And,  where  flic  laid  her  lips,  the  bleifing  fiip. 
When  fhe  to  carving  does  her  hand  advance, 
Put  out  thy  own,  and  touch  it  as  by  chance. 
Thy  fervice  ev'n  her  hufbanJ  niufl  attend 
(A  hufband  is  a  mod  convenient  friend). 
Seat  the  fool  cuckold  in  the  highefl  place  : 
And  with  thy  garland  his  dull  temples  grace. 
Whether  below  or  equal  in  degree. 
Let  him  be  lord  of  all  the  company. 
And  what  he  fayp,  he  fccondcd  by  thee, 
'  ris   common    to    deceive    through    Iriendfliip's 

name  ; 
But,  common  tho'igh  it  be,  'tis  fliU  to  blame  : 
Thus  fa6l6rs  frequently  their  trufl:  betray, 
And  to  themfelves  their  mailers'  gains  convey. 
Drink  to  a  certain  pitch,  and  then  give  o'er  ; 
Thy  tongue  and  feet  may  flumble,  drinking  more. 
Of  drunken  quarrels  in  her  fight  beware; 
Pot. valour  only  ferves  to  fright  the  fair. 
Lurytion  juflly  fell,  by  wine  opprtft. 
For  his  rude  not  at  a  wedding-feail. 
Sing,  if  yon  have  a  voice  ;  and  fhew  your  parti 
!n  dancing,  if  indued  with  dancing  arts. 
Do  any  thing  within  your  power  to  pleafe  ; 
Nay,  ev'n  alTcdl:  a  feemingdrunkennefs; 
Clip  every  word  ;  and  if  by  chance  you  fpeak 
Too  home,  or  if  too  broad  a  jefh  you  break, 
In  your  excUfc  the  company  will  join, 
And  lay  the  fault  upon  the  force  of  wine. 
Tiue  drunkennefs  is  fubjed:  to  offend  ; 
But  when  'tis  fcign'd,  'tis  oft  a  lover's  friend. 
Then  fafely  may  you  praife  her  beauteous  face. 
And  call  hini  happy,  who  is  in  her  grace. 
Her  hufband  thinks  himfelf  the  man  defign'd; 
But  curfe  the  cuckold  in  your  fecret  mind. 
When  all  are  rifer,  and  prepare  to  go, 
Mix  with  the  crowd,  antl  tread  upon  her  toe. 
This  is  the  proper  time  to  make  thj  court ; 
For  now  (he's  in  the  vein,  and  fit  for  fport. 
Lay  bafhfulncfs,  that  ruflic  virtue,  by ; 
To  manly  confidence  thy  thoughts  apply% 
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On  fortune's  foretop  timely  fix  thy  hold  ; 
Now  fpeak  and  fpeed  ;  for  Venus  loves  the  told. 
No  rules  of  rhetoric  here  1  need  afford  : 
Only  begin,  and  truft.  the  following  word  ; 
!t  will  be  witty  of  its  own  accord. 

Adt  well  the  lover;  let  thy  fpeech  abound 
In  dying  words,  that  reprefent  thy  w^ound  : 
Diflruft  not  her  belief ;  fhe  will  be  mov'd  ; 
All  won-.en  think  they  merit  to  be  lovM. 

Soroetimes  a  man  begins  to  love  in  jefl:, 
And,  after,  feels  the  torment  he  profeft.   » 
Por  your  own  fakes  be  pitiful,  ye  fair; 
For  a  fcign'd  palTion  may  a  true  prepare. 
By  flatteries  we  prevail  on  womankind  ; 
As  hollow  banks  by  ftreams  are  undtrmin'd. 
Tell  her,  her  face  is  fair,  her  eyes  are  fweet  ; 
Her  taper  fingers  praife,  and  little  feet. 
Such  praifes  ev'n  the  chade  are  pleas'd  to  hear; 
Both  maids  and  matrons  hold  their  beauty  dear. 

Once  naked  Pallas  wit.'i  Jove's  queen  .nppear'd  ; 
And  ftill  they  grieve  that  Venus  was  prefcrr'd. 
Praife  the  proud  peacock,  and  he  fpreads  his  train  : 
Be  filcnt,  .-ind  he  pulls  it  in  again. 
Pleas'd  IS  the  courier  in  his  rapid  race  ; 
Applaud  his  running,  and  lie  mends  his  pace. 
But  largely  promife,  and  devoutly  fwear  ; 
And,  if  need  be,  call  every  God  to  hear, 
Jove  fits  above,  forgiviug  with  a  fniile 
The  perjuries  that  eafy  maids  beguile. 
He  fwore  to  Juno  by  the  Stygian  lake  :  "^ 

Forfworn,  he  dares  not  an  example  make,  > 

Or  {imifh  (alfehood  for  his  own  dear  fake.  j 

'Tis  for  our  interefl:  that  the  Gods  fhould  be  ;     T  . 
i>et  us  believe  them  :   I  believe,  they  fee,  > 

And  both  reward  and  punifti  equally.  J 

Net  that  they  live  above,  like  lazy  drones. 
Or  kings  below,  fupine  upon  their  thrones. 
Lead  then  your  lives  as  prefent  in  their  fight  j   T 
Be  juft  in  dealings,  and  defend  the  right ;  > 

By  fraud  betray  not,  nor  opprels  by  mit^ht.  j 

But  'tis  a  venial  fin  to  cheat  the  fair  ; 
All  men  have  liberty  of  conftience  there. 
On  cheating  nymphs  a  cheat  is  well  defign'd  ; 
Tis  a  profane  and  a  deceitful  kind. 

*Tis  faid,  that  Egypt  for  nine  years  was  dry, 
Nor  Nile  did  floods,  nor  heaven  did  rain  fupply. 
A  foreigner  at  length  inform'd  the  king. 
That   flaughter'd   guefts   would  kindly  moifture 

_  bring. 
The  king  reply'd  :  On  thee  the  lot  Ihall  fall ; 
Be  thou,  my  gueft,  the  facrifice  for  all. 
Thus  Phalaris  Perillus  taught  to  low. 
And  made  him  feafon  firft  the  brazen  cow. 
A  rightful  doom,  the  laws  of  nature  cry, 
'Tis,  the  artificers  of  death  fhould  die. 
Thus  juftiy  vi-omen  fuffcr  by  deceit ; 
Their  practice  authorifes  us  to  cheat. 
Beg  her,  with  tears,  thy  warm  defires  to  grant ; 
For  tears  will  pierce  a  heart  of  adamant. 
If  tears  will  not  be  fqueez'd,  then  rub  your  eye, 
Or  'noint  the  lids  and  feem  at  Icafl:  to  cry. 
Kifs,  if  you  can  :  refiftance  if  fhe  make. 
And  will  not  give  you  kiffes,  let  her  take. 
Fy,  fy,  you  nauglity  man  I   are  words  of  courfe; 
She  llnigglcs  but  to  be  fubdued  by  force, 


n 


Kifs  only  foft,  I  charge  you,  and  bewire, 
With  your  hard  brillles  not  to  brufh  the  fair. 
He  who  has  gain'd  a  kifs,  and  gains  no  more, 
Deferves  to  lule  the  blifs  he  got  before. 
If  once  fnc  kifs,  her  meaning  is  exprell ; 
There  wants  but  little  pufhing  for  the  reil : 
Which  if  thou  doft  not  gain,  by  ilrength  or  art^' 
The  name  of  clown  then  fuits  with  thy  defert ; 
'Tis  downright  dulnefs,  and  a  fhameful  part. 
Perhaps,  fhe  calls  it  force  ;  hut,  if  foe  fcape, 
She  will  not  thank  you  for  th'  omitted  rape. 
The  fex  is  cunning  to  conceal  their  fires; 
They  would  be  forc'd  ev'n  to  their  own  defires. 
They  feem  t'accufc  you,  with  a  downcaft  light ; 
But  in  their  fouls  confefs  you  did  them  right. 
Who  might  be  forc'd,  and  yet  unrouch'd  depart. 
Thank  with  their  tongues,   but  curfe  you  with 

their  heart. 
Fair  Fhccbe  and  her  filler  did  prefer 
To  their  didl  mates  the  noble  ravifner. 
What  Deidamio  did  in  days  of  yore. 
The  tale  is  old,  but  worth  the  reading  o'er. 
When  Venus  had  the  golden  apple  gain'd. 
And  the  jufl  judge  fair  Ilekn  had  obtain'd  : 
When  fhe  with  triumph  was  at  Troy  rcceiv'd. 
The  Trojans  joyful,  while  the  Grecians  gricw'd  : 
They  vow'd  revenge  of  violated  laws. 
And  Greece  was  arming  in  the  cuckold's  caufc  ; 
Achilles,  by  his  mother  v.'arn'd  from  war, 
Difguis'd  his  fe.\,  and  iurk'd  among  the  fair. 
What  !  means  /Eacides  to  fpin  and  few  ?  "y 

With  i'pcar  and  fword  in  field  thy  valour  fliew';  > 
And,  leav'ing  this,  the  nnbicr  Pallas  know.  j 

Why  doft  thou  in  that  hand  the  diftatf  v/ield, 
W^hich  is  more  worthy  to  fuftain  the  jhieU  i 
Or  with  that  other  draw  the  woolly  twine. 
The  fame  the  Fates  for  He6lor's  tliread  afllgn  ? 
Brandifh  thy  falchion  in  thy  powerful  hand, 
Which  can  alone  thy  ponderous  lance  command. 
In  the  fame  room  by  chance  the  royal  maid        "^ 
Was  lodg'd,  and,  by  his  fecming  flu  betray'd,     > 
Clofe  to  her  fide  the  youthful  hero  laid.  J 

I  know  not  how  his  courrfhip  he  began ; 
But,  to  her  coft  ffte  found  it  was  a  man. 
'Tis    thought    ike    fcruggled ;     but    withal    'tis 

though:, 
Her  wifh  was  to  be  conquer'd,  when  flie  fought. 
For  when,  difclos'd,  and  haflening  to  :he  field. 
He  laid  his  diftaff  down,  and  took  the  fhield, 
With  tears  her  iiu'.nble  fuit  fhe  did  prefer. 
And  thought  to  ifay  the  grateful  ravifher. 
She  fighs,  fhe  fobs,  fhe  begs  him  not  to  part  : 
And  now  'tis  nature  what  before  was  art. 
She  flrives  by  force  her  lover  to  detain. 
And  wifiies  to  be  ravifh'd  once  again. 
This  is  t'ne  fex  ;  they  will  not  firft  begin. 
But,  when  conipell'd,  are  pleas'd  to  fuffsr  fir. 
Is  there,  who  thinks  that  women  firll  ib;,uid  woo? 
Lay  by  tby  felf-conceit,  thou  foolifn  beau. 
jBegin,  and  fav;  their  modefty  the  fhame  ; 
'ris  well  for  thee,  if  tiiey  receive  thy  ilauie. 
'Tis  decent  for  a  man  to  fpeak  his  mind; 
They  but  expedt  th'  occafion  to  be  kind, 
Afl;, xiwi-tliou  may'fl  enjoy  ;  iht  waits  for  this ; 
And  on  thv  fiift  advancs  depend*  tby  biifi. 
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Ev'n  Jove  himfelf  was  forc'd  to  fue  for  love ; 
Nona. of  the  nymphs  did  firft  folicit  Jove. 
But  if  you  find  your  prayers  increafe  her  pi  ide, 
Strike  fail  awhile,  snd  wait  another  tide. 
They  fly  when  we  purfue  ;  but  make  delay. 
And,  when  they  fee  you  flacken,  they  will  ftay. 
Sometimes  it  profits  to  conceal  your  end  ; 
Name  not  yourfelf  her  lover,  but  her  friend. 
How  many  fcittilh  K'rls  have  thus  been  caught ! 
He  prov'd  a  lover,  who  a  friend  was  thought. 
Sailors  by  fun  and  wind  are  fwarthy  made  ; 
A  tann'd  complexion  beft  becomes  their  trade. 
'Tis  a  difgrace  for  ploughmen  to  be  fair ; 
Bluff  cheeks  they  have,  and  weather-beaten  harr. 
Th' ambitious  youth,  who  feeks  an  olive  crown, 
Is  fun-burnt  with  his  daily  toil,  and  brown. 
But  if  the  lover  hopes  to  be  in  grace, 
"Wan  be  his  looks,  and  meagre  be  his  face. 
That  colour  from  the  fair  compaffion  draws  : 
She  thinks  you  fick,  and  thinks  herfelf  the  caufe. 
Orion  wander'd  in  the  woods  for  love  : 
His  palenefs  did  the  nymphs  to  pity  move  ; 
His  ghaftly  vifage  argued  hidden  love. 
Nor  fail  a  night-cap  in  full  health,  to  wear ; 
NegleA  thy  drefs,  and  difcompofe  thy  hair. 
All  things  are  decent,  that  in  love  avail  : 
Read  long  by  night,  and  ftudy  tn  be  pale  •. 
Forfake  your  food,  refule  your  needful  reft  ; 
Be  miferable,  that  you  may  be  bleft. 

Shall  [  complain,  or  flnll  1  warn  yoii  moft  ? 
Faith,  truth,  and  friendfhip,  in  the 

loft; 
A  little  and  an  empty  name  they  boa 
Truft  not  thy  friend,  much  lefs  thy  niiftrefspraifc; 
If  he  believe,  thou  may'ft  a  rival  raife, 
'Tis  true,  Fatroclus,  by  no  luft  miiled. 
Sought  not  til  ftain  his  dear  companion's  bed. 
Nor  Pylades  Hcrmione  embracM  ; 
Ev'n  l^liwdra  to  Pirithous  ftill  was  chaftc. 


yoii  moft.  ?  "^ 
;  world  aref 

aft:  J 


But  hope  not  thou,  in  this  vile  a_^e,  to  find 
Thofe  rare  examples  of  a  faithful  mind. 
The  fea  fhall  fooner  with  fweet  honey  flow ; 
Or  from  the  furzes  pears  and  apples  grow. 
We  fin  with  guft,  we  love  by  fraud  to  gain  ; 
And  find  a  pleafnre  in  our  fellow's  pain. 
From  rival  foes  you  may  the  fair  defend  ; 
But,   would   you  ward  the    blow,   beware  yoni 

friend  ; 
Beware  your  brother,  and  your  next  of  kin; 
But  from  your  bofom-friend  your  cares  begin. 

Here  I  had  ended,  but  experience  finds. 
That  fimdry  women  are  of  fundry  minds  ; 
With  various  crotchets  fill'd,  and  hard  to  pleafe  : 
They  therefore  muft  be  caught  by  various  ways; 
AU  things  are  not  produc'd  in  any  foil ; 
This  ground  for  wine  is  proper,  that  for  oil. 
So  'tis  in  men,  but  more  in  womankind  : 
Different  in  face,  in  manners,  and  in  mind  : 
But  wife  men  fhift  their  fails  with  every  wind  •, 
As  changeful  Proteus  vary'd  oft  his  fliape, 
And  did  in  (undry  forms  and  figures  'i'cape"^ 
A  running  ftream,  a  ftanding^  tree  became, 
A  roaring  lion,  or  a  bleating  lamb. 
Some  fifli  with   harpoons,  fome  with  darts  are 

ftruck, 
Some  drawn  with  nets,  forhe  hang  upon  the  huok  : 
So  turn  thyfelf ;  and,  imitating  tlierii. 
Try  feveral  tricks,  and  change  thy  firatRgem. 
One  rule  will  not  for  different  ages  h'  Id  , 
The  jades  grow  cunning,  as  thev  prow  mere  oltl. 
Then  talk  not  bawdy  to  the  bafhful  maid  ; 
Brnad  wurds  will  make  her  innocence  afraid. 
Nor  to  an  ignorant  gill  of  learning  fpeak  ; 
She  thinks  you  conjure,  when  you  talk  in  Greek. 
And  hence  'tis  often  {ten,  the  fimple  fliua 
The  learn'd,  and  into  vile  embraces  nm. 

Part  of  my  tafk  is  done,  and  part  to  do  ; 
But  here  'lis  tin;e  to  rcT:  m villi'  ana  vou. 


TRJNSLJTIONS  FROM  HOMER. 


THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  HOMER'S  ILIAS. 


I'he  Argument. 

Chryfes,  pried  of  Apollo,  bring?  prefents  to  the  Grecian  princes,  to  rartfom  his  daughter  Chryfels,  - 
who  was  prifoner  in  the  fleet.  Agamemnon,  the  general,  vvhofe  captive  and  miftrels  the  young 
lady  was,  refufes  to  deliver,  threatens  the  venerable  old  man,  and  difmiffes  him  with  contumgly.- 
The  prieft  craves  vengeance  of  his  God  ;  who  fends  a  plague  among  the  Greeks  :  which  occa- 
fions  Achilles,  their  great  champion,  to  fummon  a  council  of  the  chief  officers  :  he  encourages 
Calchas,  the  high  prieft  and  prophet,  to  tell  the  reafon,  why  the  Gods  were  fo  much  incenfed 
againft  them.  Calchas  is  fearful  of  provoking  Agamemnon,  till  Achilles  engages  to  protcdl  him: 
then,  emboldened  by  the  hero,  he  accufes  the  general  as  the  caufe  of  all,  by  detaining  the  fair 
captive,  and  refufing  the  prefents  offered  for  her  rsnfom.  By  this  proceediug,  Agamemnon  is 
obliged,  againft  his  will,  to  reftore  Chryfeis,  with  gifts,  that  he  might  appeafe  the  wrath  of 
Phoebus;  but,  at  the  fame  time,  to  revenge  hinil'elf  on  Achilles,  fends  to  feize  his  flave  Brifeis. 
Achilles,  thus  affronted,  complains  to  his  mother  Thetis ;  and  begs  her  to  revenge  his  injury, 
not  only  on  the  general,  but  on  all  the  army,  by  giving  vidlory  to  the  Trojans,  till  the  ungrate- 
ful king  became  fenfible  of  his  injuftice.  At  the  fame  time,  he  retires  from  the  camp  into  his 
fhips,  and  withdraws  his  aid  from  his  countrymen.  Thetis  prefers  her  fon's  petition  to  Jupiter, 
who  grants  her  fult.  Juno  fufpe<fls  her  errand,  and  quarrels  with  her  hufband  for  his  grant; 
tilt  Vulcan  reconciles  his  parents  with  a  bov^el  of  Ne*ilar,  and  fends  them  peaceably  to  bed. 


The  wrath  of  Peleus'  fon,  O  Mufe,  refound  j 
Whofe  dire  effedls  the  Grecian  army  found, 
And  many  a  hero,  king,  and  hardy  knight, 
Were  fent,  in  early  youth,  to  fliades  of  night  : 
Their  limbs  a  prey  to  dogs  and  vultures  made  : 
So  was  the  fovereign  will  of  Jove  obey'd  : 
From  that  ill-omen'd  hour  when  ftrife  begun. 
Betwixt  Atrides'  great,  and  Thetis'  godlike  fon. 
What    Power   provok'd,   and   for  what  caufe 
relate, 
Sow'd,  in  their  breafts,  the  feeds  of  ftern  debate  : 
Jove's  and  Latona's  fon  his  wrath  exprefs'd, 
In  vengeance  of  his  violated  prieft, 
Againft  the  Idng  of  men  ;  who,  fwoln  with  pride, 
Refui'd  his  prefents,  atnd  his  prayers  deny'd. 


For  this  the  God  a  fwift  contagion  fpread 
Amid  the  camp,  where  heaps  on  heaps  lay  dead^ 

for  venerable  Chryfes  came  to  buy. 
With  gold  and  gifts  of  price,  his  daughter's  liberty. 
Suppliant  before  the  Grecian  chiefs  he  ftood  ; 
Awful,  and  arm'd  with  enfigns  of  his  God  : 
Bare  was  his  hoary  head  ;  one  holy  hand 
Held  forth  his  laurel  crown,  and  one  his  fceptre  ©f 

command. 
His  fuit  was  common  ;  but  above  the  reft. 
To  both  the  brother  princes  thus  addrefs'd  : 

Ye  fons  of  Atreus,  and  ye  Grecian  powers. 
So  may  the  Gods  who  dw  ell  in  heavenly  bowers 
Succeed  your  fiege,  accord  the  vows  you  make. 
And  give  you  Troy's  imperial  town  to  take  ; 
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So,  by  their  liappy  conclu<ft.  may  you  come 
"With  coiiqueft  back  to  your  fweet  native  home ; 
As  you  receive  the  ranfom  wliich  I  bring 
(Refpeding  Jove  and  tlie  far-fliooting  king). 
And  break  my  daughter's  bonds,  at  my  defire  ; 
And  glad  with  ber  return  her  grieving  fire. 

With  fliouts  of  h)ud  acclaim  the  Greeks  decree 
To  take  the  gifts,  to  fet  the  damfel  free. 
The  king  of  men  alone  with  fury  burn'd  ; 
And,  haughty,  thcfe  opprobrious  words  return'd  : 
Hence,  hi:ly  dotard,  and  avoid  my  fight. 
Ere  evil  intercept  thy  tardy  flight  : 
Nor  dare  to  tread  this  interdi(5led  flrand,  "^ 

J>eft  not  that  idle  fceptre  in  thy  h-and,      [{land.  > 
Nor  thy  God's  crown,  my  vow'd  revenge  with- j 
Hence,  on  thy  life  :  the  captive  maid  is  mine  ; 
Whom  not  for  price  or  prayers  I  ■will  refign  : 
Mine  (he  fhall  be,  till  creeping  age  and  rime 
Her  bloom  have  wither'd,and  confum'd  her  prime. 
Till  then  my  royal  bed  flie  fhall  attend  ; 
And,  having  firft  adorn'd  it,  late  afccnd  : 
This,  for  the  night ;  by  day,  the  web  and  loom,*^ 
And  homely  houlhold-tailc,  fliall  be  her  doom,   ( 
Far  from  lay  lov'd  embrace,  and  her  fweet  na-  C 
tivc  home.  J 

He  faid  :   the  hclplcfs  prieft  reply'd  no  more. 
But  fpcd  his  (Icps  along  the  hoarfc  refounding 

fhf.rc  : 
Silent  he  fled  ;  fecure  at  length  he  flood. 
Devoutly  curs'd  his  foes, and  thus  invok'd  his  God: 

O  fcnirce  of  facred  light,  attend  my  prayer, 
God  with  the  filvcr  bow  and  golden  hiir  ; 
Whom  Chryfa,  Cilia,  Tenedos  obeys. 
And  -.vhofe  broad  eye  their  happy  foil  furveys  ; 
If,  Smintheus,  I  have  pour'd  before  thy  flirine 
The  blood  of  oxen,  goats,  and  ruddy  wine, 
And  larded  thighs  on  loaded  altars  laid, 
Hear,  and  my  jud  revenge  propitious  aid. 
Pierce  the  proud  Greeks^  and  with  thy  (liafts  atteft 
Haw  much  thy  power  is  injur'd  in  thy  prieft. 

He  pray'd,  and  Phoebus, hearing,  urg'd  his  flight, 
With  fury  kindled,  from  Olyr.ipus'  height ; 
Hi^  quiver  o'er  his  ample  fiioulders  threw  ;  [flew. 
His  bow  twang'd,  and  his  arrows  rattled  as  they 
Black  as  a  flormy  night,  he  rang'd  around 
The  ttnts,  and  compaf&'d  the  devoted  ground. 
Then  with  full  force  his  deadly  bow  he  bent. 
And  fcather'd  fates  among  the  mules  and  lump- 

ters  fent : 
Th'  effay  of  rage,  on  faithful  dogs  the  next ; 
And  laft,  in  human  hearts  his  arrows  fix'd 
The  God  nine  days  the  Greeks  at  rovers  kill'd, 
Nine  days  the  Ci^^.p  with  funeral  fires  was  fiU'd  ; 
The  tenth,  Achilles,  by  the  Qiieen's  command. 
Who  bears  heavens  awful  fceptre  in  her  hand, 
A  council  fumnion'd  :  for  the  Coddefs  gricv'd 
Her  f.woiu'd  boll  OiouUl  perifli  unrcliev'd. 

The  kings  aflembled,  foon  their  chief  inclofe  ; 
Then  from  his  feat  the  Goddcf-i  born  arofe, 
Anil  thus  undaun;fd  fpokc  :   W^hat  now  remains, 
But  that  once  more  we  tempt  the  watery  plairi. 
And,  wandering  In  nieward,  f-^ek  our  fafety  hen»;c, 
In  flight  at  kaft,  ii  wc  can  find  defence  ? 
Such  woes  at  once  cncompafs  us  about, 
The  plague  wiihin  tht  eamp,  the  fword  without. 


Confult,  O  king,  the  proplist?  of  th'  event :  "i 
And  whence  thefe  ills,  and  what  the  Gods  intent,  f 
Let  them  by  dreams  explore  ;  for  dreams  from  C 

Jove  are  fent.  J 

What  want  of  offer'd  viiSims,  what  offence 
In  faift  committed  could  the  Sun  incenfe, 
I'o  deal  his  deadly  fhafts  ?   What  may  remove 
His  fettled  hate,  and  i-econcile  his  love  .' 
That  he  may  look  propitious  on  our  toils  •  [fpoils. 
Aud  hungry  graves  no  more  be  glutted  with  our 

Thus  to  the  king  of  men  the  hero  fpoke. 
Then  Calchas  the  defir'd  occalion  took  : 
Calchas  the  facred  feer,  who  had  in  view 
Things  prefent  and  the  pafl ;  and  things  to  come 

foreknew. 
Supreme  of  augurs,  who  by  Phcehus  taught, 
The  Grecian  powers  to  Truy's  dcitruiftion  brought. 
Skill'd  in  the  fecret  caufes  of  their  woe?, 
The  reverend  prieft  in  graceful  aiSl  arofe  : 
And  thus  befpoke  Pehdes  :   Care  of  Jove, 
Favour'd  of  all  th'  immortal  Powers  above  ; 
Wouldft  thou   the  feeds  deep-fown    of  mifchief 

know. 
And  why,  provok'd  Apollo  bends  his  bow  ? 
Plight  firfl  thy  faith,  inviolably  true, 
To  fave  me  from  thofe  ills,  that  may  enfue. 
For  I  fhall  tell  ungrateful  truths,  to  thofe 
Whofe  boundlefs  powers  of  life  and  death  difpofe. 
And  fovercigns,  ever  jealous  of  their  ftate, 
Forgive  not  thofe  whom  once  they  mark  for  hate  5 
Ev'n  though  th'  offence  they  feemingly  digeil:, 
P.evenge,  like  embers  rak'd,  within  t.bcir  breafl, 
Burfts  forth  in  flames;  whofe  uricfifted  power 
Will  feize  th'  unwary  wretch,  and  fooii  devour. 
Such,  and  no  lefs  is  he,  on  wr.oni  depends 
The   fum   of  things;    and  whom  my' tongue  of 

force  offends. 
Secure  mc  then  from  his  frrefcen  intent-, 
That  what  his  wrath  may  doom,  thy  valour  may 

prevent. 
To  this  the  flern  Achilles  made  reply  ; 
Be  bold  ;  and  on  my  plighted  faith  rely. 
To  fpoak  what  Phoebus  ha*  irifpir'd  thy  foul 
For  comnum  good  ;  and  fpsak  withoitt  control. 
His  Godhead  1  invoke,  by  him  I  fwear, 
'f  hat  while  my  noftriis  draw  this  vltul  air. 
None  fliall  prefume  to  violate  thofe  bands  ;         T 
Or  touch  thy  perfon  with  unhallow'd  hands  :      S- 
Ev'n  not  the  king  of  men  that  all  comninnds.      J 

At  this,  reluming  heart,  the  prophet  faid  : 
Nor  hetacomb  unOain,  nor  vows  unpaid, 
On  Greeks,  accurs'd,  this  dire  contagion  bring, 
Or  call  for  vengeance  from  the  bowyer  K'ng  ; 
En'  he  the  tyrant,  whom  none  dares  refif!. 
Affronts  tlie  Godhead  in  his  irjur'd  priell  : 
He  keeps  the  dainfels  captive  in  his  chain,     [vain. 
And  prefcnts  arc  refus'd,  and  praycts  prcfcn'd  in 
For  this  th*  avenging  Power  employs  his  darts; 
And  empties  all  his  quiver  in  our  hearts; 
Thus  will  pc  fid,  relentlefs  in  his  ire. 
Till  the  fair  fiave  he  render'd  to  her  fire  : 
And  ranfoiii-frtc  reftor'd  to  his  abode. 
With  facrifice  to  reconcile  the  God  : 
Then  he,  perhaps,  aton'd  by  prayer^may  ceafe 
His  vengeance  juflly  vow'U,  and  give  the  peace, 
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!   Thu"!  having  faid,  he  fate  :   thus  nnfwer' J  then, 
Upftartitig  frfim  his  throne,  the  king  of  men. 
His  breaft  with  fury  BU'd,  his  eyes  with  fire  ; 
Which  rolling  round,  he  (hot  in  fparkles  011  the  fire : 
Augur  of  ill,  whofe  tongue  was  never  found 
Without  a  prieftiy  curfe,  or  boding  fuund ; 
For  not  one  blefs'd  event  foretold  to  me  ' 

Pafs'd  through  that  mouth,  or  paf^'d  unwillingly. 
And  now  thou  doft  with  lies  the  throne  invade. 
By  praAice  harden'd  in  thy  flandering  trade. 
Obtending  heaven,  for  whate'er  ills  befal ; 
And  fputtering  under  fpecious  names  thy  gall. 
Now  Phoebus  Is  provok'd,  his  rites  and  laws 
Are  in  his  priefl  profan'd,  and  I  the  caufe : 
Since  I  detain  a  flave,  my  fovereign  prise ; 
And  facred  gold,  your  idol-god,  defpife. 
I  love  her  well :  and  well  her  merits  claim. 
To  fland  preferr'd  before  my  Grecian  dame  : 
Not  Clytemneftra's  felf  in  beauty's  bloom 
More  charm'd,  or  better  ply'd  the  various  loom  : 
Mine  is  the  maid  ;  and  brought  in  happy  hour, 
With  every  houfhold  grace  adorn'd,  to  blefs  my 

nuptial  bower. 
Yet  (hall  fhe  be  reftor'd  ;  fince  public  good 
For  private  intereil  ought  not  to  be  withliood, 
To  fave  th'  effufion  of  my  people's  blood. 
But  right  requires,  if  I  refign  my  own, 
Iihould  not  I'uffer  for  your  fakes  alone  ; 
Alone  excluded  from  the  prize  I  gain'd, 
Apd  by  your  common  fufFrage  have  obtain'd. 
The  flave  withput  a  ranfom  fhall  be  fent  : 
It  reds  for  you  to  make  th*  equivalent. 

To  this  the  fierce  Thefialian  prince  reply'd  : 
O  firfl  in  power,  but  palling  all  in  pride, 
Griping,  and  ftill  tenacious  of  thy  hold,       [Ibul'd, 
Wouldft;  thou  the  Grecian  chiefs,  though  largely 
Should  give  the  prizes  they  had  gain'd  before, 
And  with  their  lofs  thy  facri.lege  reftore  ? 
Whate'er  by  force  of  arms  the  foldier  got, 
Is  each  his  own,  by  dividend  of  lot : 
Which  to  refufne,' were  both  unjuft  atid  bafe ; 
Not  to  be  borne  but  by  a  fcrviie  race. 
Cut  this  we  can  :  if  Saturn's  fon  bcftows 
'l"he  fack  of  Troy,  which  lie  by  promife  owes  ; 
Theniliall  the  conquering  Gretks  thy  lofs  reftore, 
And  with  large  interefl  make  th'  advantage  more. 

To  this  Atrides  anfwer'd  :  Though  thy  b()aft 
AfTumes  the  foremoll  name  of  all  our  hoft,' 
Pretend  not,  mighty  man,  that  v/hat  is  mine, 
Contrbl'd  by  thee,  I  tamely  (hould  refign. 
.Shall  I  releafe  the  p'ize  [  gain'd  by  right,- 
In  taken  towns,  and  many  a  bloody  fighr, 
Whtle  thoii  detain'ft  BMleis  in  thy  bands. 
By  prieftly  gloffing  on  the  God's  commands  ? 
Refolve  oiii  this,  (a  fhort  alternative) 
"C^it  mine,  or,  in  exchange,  another  give; 
Elfe  I,  aifure  thy  foul,  by  fovereign  right 
Will  feize  thy  captive  in  thy  own  defpight. 
Or  from  ftout  Ajax,  or  Ulyfles,  bear 
What  other  prize  my  fancy  ftiall  prefer  : 
Then  foftiy  murmur,  or  aloud  complain, 
Rage  as  you  pleafe,  you  (liall  refift  in  vain. 
But  more  of  this,  in  proper  time  and  place  ; 
To  things  of  greater  moment  let  ire  pal's. 
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A  (hip  to  fail  the  facred  feas  prepare  ^ 

Proud  in  her  trim  :  and  put  wi  board  the  fair,    ( 

With  facrifice  and  gifts,  and  ail  the  pomp  of( 

prayer. 
The  crew  well  chofen^  the  command  (hall  be 
In  Ajax ;  or  if  other  1  decree, 
In  Greta's  king,  or  Ithacus,  or  if  I  pleafe  in  thee:  , 
Moft  fit  thyfelf  to  fee  perform'd  th'  intent 
For  which  my  prifuner  from  my  fight  is  fent ; 
(Thanks  to  thy  pious  care)  that  Phoebus  naay( 
relent     ■  ■     •, 

At  tlvis  Achilles  roH'd  his  furious  eyes, 
Fix'd  on  the  king  aikant ;  and  thus  lepiies  : 
O,  impudent,  regardful  of  thy  own, 
Whcjfe  thoughts  are  cenccr'd  on  thyfelf  alone, 
.^dyanc'd  to  fovereign  fway,  for  better  ends 
Than  thus  like  abje>5i;  (laves  to  treat  thy  friends™ 
V^Hiat  Greek  is  he,  that,  urg'd  by  thy  command, 
Againft  the  Trojan  troops  will  life  his  hand  i 
Not  I  :  nor  fuch  enforc'd  refpcfti  owe,; 
Nor  Pergamus  I  hate,  nor  PnSm  is  my  foe.. 
What  v.'rong  from  Troy  remote  could  1,  (uftain,  "> 
To  leave  my  fruitful  foil  and  happy  reign,,  C. 

And  plough  "the  (urges  of  the  ftormy  main  ?        J 
Thee,  fronilefa  man,  we  fpUov/'d  from  afar; 
Thy  iniirumtnts  of  death,  and  tool^of  >var. 
Thine  is  the  triumph  ;  ours  thq  toil  alone  : 
VVe  bear  thee  on  our  backs-,  and   mount  thee  on 

the. throne.    : 
For  thee  we  fall  in  fight;  for  thee  rtdrcfs 
Thy  baffled  brother;  not  thewrongs.of  Greece. 
And  now  thou  threaten'!!;  with  unjiul  decree. 
To  punifli  thy  affronting  heaven,, on  me, 
To  feize  the  prize  which  I  k>  dearly  bought ; 
By  common  fuffrage  given,  c,onfirm'd  by  lor. 
Mean  match  to  thine  :  for  (lill, above  the  relt 
Thy  hook'd  rapacious  hands  ulurp  t.he.beft.  _. 

Though  mine  are  firll  in  fi.jht,  to  force  the  prey; 
And  h(i  fuftain  the  , labours,  of  the, day.    .       _ 
Nor  grudge  1  thee  the  .much  the  Grecians  give  ; 
Nor  murruurlug  take  the  little  I  receive. 
Yet  ev'n,  this  little,  thou,  who  woiildlt  ?ngrofs 
The  whole,  infatiate,  envy'll  as  thy  lofs. 
Know,  then,  for  Phthia  fiii'd  is  my  return 
Better  at  home  my  ill-paid  pains  to  moiirn, 
Than  from  an  equal  herefuitain  the  public  fcorn- 
Tlie'  king.whvfe  brows  v\ith  ihining  gold  were 

bound,    . 
Who  faw  his  thr.one  wich  fceptci'd  (laves  enconi" 

pafs'd  round,     ,  -       ■       •        . 

Thus  anfwer'd  Uern  ;  ,Go,  at  thy  pleafare,  go  : 
We  need  not  fuch  a  friend,, nor  fear  we  fuch  a  foe. 
There  will  not  wan.t  to  follow  me  in  fLght : 
Jove  will  aiTtft,  and  Jpve  aiTcri  my  riglit- 
hiut  thou  i^f  all  the  k.ngs  (his  care  below) 
Alt  lead  at  my  command,  and  pi  oft  my  foe. 
Debates,  difTenfions,  uproars,  are  thy  joy  ;    •  ,.    ... 
Provok'd  without  ofituce,  andpraiHs'd  todeftro^o 
Strength  is  of  brutes,  and  not  thy  boafi;  alone  ;     . 
At  leaft  'tis  lent  from  hc.aven  ;  and  not  thy  own. 
Fly  then,' ill-manncr'd,  to  thy  native  land, 
And  thjsre  thy  ant-born  Myrmid  ns  command. 
But  narlj  this  menace  ;  fince  1  niuft  refign      ,__ 
My  Wack-ey'd  maid;  to  pleafe  the  Pov)%rs  divine.?' 
Aa. 
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(A  well  rigg'd  Vcffcl  in  the  port  altends, 
Marn'd  at  my  charge,  commanded  by  my  friends,) 
The  (liip  fhail  waft  her  to  her  wifli'd  abode,    [God 
Full  fraught  with  holy  bribes  to  the  far-fhoutiug 
This  thus  difpatch'd,  I  owe  myfelf  the  care, 
My  fame  and  injur'd  honour  to  repair  : 
From  thy  own  tent,  proud  man,  in  thy  defpight, 
This  hand  fhall  ravilh  thy  pretended  right. 
Brifeis  fiiall  be  mine,  and  thou  ihalt  fee,  '» 

What  odds  of  awful  power  I  have  on  thee  :         / 
That  others  at  thy  coft  may  learn  the  difference  T 
of  degree.  J 

At  this  th'  impatient  hero  fourly  fmil'd  : 
His  heart  impetuous  in  his  bofom  boil'd. 
And,  jufLled  by  two  tides  of  equal  fway, 
Stood,  for  a  while,  fufpended  in  his  way. 
Betwixt  his  reafon,  and  his  rage  untam'd  ; 
One  whifi'.er'd  fofr,  and  one  aloud  reclalm'd  : 
That  only  counfel'd  to  the  fafer  fids  ; 
This  to  the  fword,  his  ready  hand  apply'd. 
Unpunifh'd  to  fupport  th'  affront  was  hard  : 
Nor  eafy  was  th'  attempt  to  force  the  guard. 
But  foon  the  thirft  of  vengeance  fir'd  his  blood  : 
Half  fhone  his  faulchion,  and  half  fheath'd  it  flood. 

In  that  nic3  moment,  Pallas,  from  above, 
Commjffion'd  hy  th'  imperial  wife  of  Jove, 
Defceiided  fvvift  (the  white  arm'd  Queen  was  loath 
The  fight  fliould  follow;  for  fhe  favour'd  both)  : 
Juft  as  in  zA  he  flood,  in  clouds  enflirin'd, 
Her  hand  fhe  faflen'd  on  his  hair  behind ; 
Then  backward  by  his  yellow  curls  fhe  drew  ; 
To  him,  and  him  alone,  confefs'd  in  view. 
Tam'd  by  fuperior  force,  he  turn'd  his  eyes 
Aghafl  at  firfl,  and  flupid  with  furprife  : 
But  by  her  fparkling  eyes,  and  ardent  look, 
The  virj^in-warrior  knov/n,  he  thusbel'poke  : 

Coni'fl  thou,  Celeflial,  to  behold  my  wrongs  ? 
To  \i(.\v  the  vengeance  which  to  crimes  belongs 

Thus  he.   The  blue-ey"d  Goddefs  thusrejoin'd  : 
I  come  to  calm  thy  turbulence  of  mind, 
If  reafon  will  rcfume  her  fovereign  fway, 
And,  lent  by  Juno,  her  commands  obey. 
Equal  fhe  loves  you  both,  and  I  proteA  : 
Then  give  thy  guardian  Gods  tlieir  due  refpecSl ; 
And  ceafc  contention  ;  he  thy  words  fevere, 
Sharp  as  he  merits :  but  the  fword  forbear. 
An  hour  imhop'd  already  wings  her  way, 
'When  he  his  dire  affront  fhall  dearly  pay  : 
When  the  proud  king  fliall  fue,  with  treble  gain, 
'Fo  quit  thy  lol's,  and  conquer  thy  difdain. 
But  thou,  fecure  of  my  unfailing  word, 
Compofe  thy  fwelling  foul,  and  (heath  the  fword. 

I'he    youth   thus   anfwer'd   mild ;    Aufpicious 
IMaid, 
Heaven's  will  be  mine,  and  your  commands  obey 'd. 
The  Gods  are  juft,  and  when,  fubduing  fenfe, 
We  ferve  their  Powers,  provide  t'.e  rccompence. 
He  faid  ;  with  furly  faith  believ'u  her  word, 
And  in  the  fheath,  rcluiflant,  plung'd  the  fword. 
Her  meflajre  done,  fiie  mounts  the  blcfs'd  abodes, 
And  mix'd  among  the  fenate  of  the  Gods. 

At  her  departure  his  difdain  re;urn'd, 
The  fire  fhe  fann'd,  with  greater  fiiryburn'd; 
Rumbling  witl;iu,  tiil  thus  it  fo;  nd  a  vent  : 
Dafiard,  and  drunkard,  mean  ai.d  infuknt : 

/ 


Tongue- valiant  hero,  vaunter  of  thy  might, 

In  threats  the  foremoft,  but  the  lag  in  fight ; 

When  didfl  thou  thrufl  amid  the  mingled  prtafe, 

Content  to  hid  the  war  aloof  in  p;ace  ? 

Arms  are  the  trade  of  each  plebeian  foul ; 

'  Pis  death  to  fight ;  but  kingly  to  control. 

I>ord-like  at  eafe,  wi:h  arbitrary  power. 

To  peel  the  chiefs,  the  people  to  devour. 

Thcfe,  traitor,  are  thy  talents ;  fafer  far 

Than  to  contend  in  fields,  and  toils  of  war. 

Nor  couldft  thou  thus  have  dar'd  the  common  hate, 

Were  not  their  fouls  as  abjedl  as  their  ftate. 

But,  by  this  fceptre,  folemnly  1  fwear, 

(Which  never  more  green  leaf  or  growing  branch 

fliall  bear, 
Torn  from  the  tree,  and  given  by  Jove  to  thofe 
Who  laws  diipenfe,  and  mighty  wrongs  oppofe) 
That  when  the  Grecians  want  my  wonted  aid. 
No  gift  fhall  bribe  it,  and  no  prayer  perfuade. 
V/hen  Hcdlor  comes,  the  homicide  to  wield 
His  conquering  arms,  with  corps  to  flrow  the  field. 
Then  flialt  thou  mourn  thy  pride;  and  late  cuiifcfs 
My  wrong  repented,  when  'tis  pall  redrefs. 
He  faid  :  and  with  difdain,  in  open  view, 
Againft  the  ground  his  golden  fceptre  threw  ; 
Then  fate  :  with  boiling  rage  Atrides  burn'd. 
And  foam  betwixt  his  gnafhlng  grinders  churn'd. 

But  from  his  feat  the  Pylian  prince  arcfe. 
With  reafoning  mild,  their  madnefs  to  compofe  : 
Words,  fwcet  a?  honey,  from  his  mouth  diftili'd  ; 
Two  centuries  already  he  fulfiil'd; 
And  now  began  the  third  ;  unbroken  yet  : 
Once  fani'd  for  courage,  flill  in  council  great. 

What  worfc,  he  faid,  can  Argos  undergo, 
Wh.at  can  more  gratify  the  Phrygian  foe. 
Than  thefe  diftemper'd  heats?  If  both  the  lights 
Of  Greece  their  private  interefl  difunites  1 
Believe  a  friend,- with  thrice  your  years  increas'd, 
And  let  thefe  youthful  paffions  be  repreJs'd  : 
I  flourifli'd  long  before  your  birth ;  and  then      T 
Jjiv'd  equal  with  a  race  of  braver  men  > 

Than  thefe  dim  eyes  fliall  e'er  behold  again.       J 
Ceneus  and  Dryas,  and,  excelling  them. 
Great  Thefetis,  and  the  force  of  greater  Polypheme. 
With  thefe  I  went,  a  brother  of  the  v.'ar. 
Their  dangers  to  divide  ;  their  fame  to  fhare. 
Nor  idle  Rood  with  unalTilling  hands,  [bands. 

When  falvage    bealls,   and   men's    more   falvagc 
Their  virtuous  toil  fubdu'd  :  yet  thofe  1  fvvay'd, 
Willi  powerful  fpeech  :   I  fpokc,  and  they  obcy'd. 
If  fucli  as  thofe  my  counfels  could  reclaim. 
Think  not,  young  warric  •♦,  your  diniinifli'd  name. 
Shall  lofe  of  Kuire,  by  fubjedling  rage 
To  the  cool  diiflates  of  experienc'd  age. 
Thou,  king  of  men,  flrctch  not  thy  fovereign  fway 
Beyond  the  bounds  free  fubjedls  can  obey  : 
But  let  Pelides  in  his  prize  rejoice, 
Atchiev'd  in  arms,  allow'd  by  public  voice. 
Nor  thou,  brave  champion,  with  his  power  contend. 
Before  whofe  throne,  ev'n   kings  their  lowcr'd 

fceptres  bend. 
The  head  of  a<Slion  he,  and  thou  the  hand, 
Matchkfs  thy  force  ;  but  mightier  his  command  : 
'I'liou  full,  O  king,  releafe  tlie  lights. of  fwaj  ; 
Pov.'cr,  felf-reftrain'd,  the  people  btft  obey. 
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SinCiions  of  law  from  thee  derive  their  fource  ; 
Comnjand  thylelf,  whom  no  commands  can  force. 
The  fen  of  Thetis,  rampire  of  our  hod,  rioft. 

Is  worth  nur  care  to  keep  ;  rior  fliall  my  prayers  be 

Thus  Neflor  faid,  and  ceas'd  :   Atridcs  broke 
His  fiience  next ;  but  ponder'd  e'er  he  fpokc. 
Wife  are  thy  words,  and  glad  1  would  obey, 
But  this  proud  nian.afictfts  imperial  fway. 
Controling  kings,  and  trampling  on  our  ftate, 
His  will  ife  law  ;  and  what  he  wills  is  fate. 
The  Gods  have  given  him  ftrength  :  bui  whence 

the  ftile 
Of  lawlefs  power  affuni'd,  or  licence  to  revile  ? 

Achilles  cut  him  fhcrt ;  and  thus  reply'd  : 
My  worth,  allow'd  in  words,  is  in  eifedl  deny'd. 
For  who  but  a  pohron,  poffels'd  with  fear, 
Such  haughty  infnlence  can  tamely  bear  ? 
Command  thy  flaves :  my  frecborn  foul  difdains 
A  tyrant's  curb;  and  reftiff  breaks  the  reins. 
Take  this  along  ;  that  no  difpute  (hall  rife 
(Thiugh  mine  the  wonian)  for  my  raviih'd  prize  : 
But  fhe  exce(ited,  as  unworthy  firife. 
Dare  not,  I  charge  thee  dare  not,  on  thy  life, 
Touch  aught  of  mine  befide,  by  iotniy  due, 
Biit  {land  aloof,  and  think  profane  to  view  ; 
This  fauchion,  elfe,  not  hitherto  withftood, 
Thefe  hoftile  fields  fhall  fatten  with  thy  blood. 

He  faid  ;  and  rofe  the  firiT;  :  the  council  broke  ; 
And  all  their  grave  confults  diflolv'd  in  fmoke. 

The  royal  j^outh  retir'd,  on  vengeance  bent, 
Patroclus  foUow'd  filent  to  his  tent. 

Meantime,  the  king  with  gifts  a  vtffel  {lores  ; 
Si;pp:ics  the  banks  with  twenty  chofen  oars  : 
And  next,  to  reconcile  the  iliooter  God, 
Within  her  hollow  fides  the  facrifice  he  flow'd  : 
Chryfeis  laft  was  fet  on  board  ;  whofe  hand        "^ 
Ul^ffes  took,  intruded  with  command  :  f 

'J  hey  plow  the  liquid  fcas,  and  leave  the  Icffening  t 
land.  3 

Atrides  then,  his  outward  zeal  to  boaft, 
Bade  purify  the  fun-polluted  ho(h 
\\'ith  perfcift  hccatcnibs  the  God  they  grac'd  ; 
Vt''hofe  offer'd  entrails  in  the  main  were  cail. 
Ehck  buiis  and  bearded  goats  on  altars  lie  ; 
And  clouds  of  favory  ftench  involve  the  fliy. 
1  hefe  pijmps  the  r -yal  hypocrite  defign'd 
For  fhew  ;  but  harbGur'd  vengeance  in  his  mind  : 
Till  holy  malice,  longing  for  a  vent. 
At  length  difcover'd  his  eonceal'd  intent. 
Ta!thybius,'and  Eurybates  the  juft. 
Heralds  c  f  arms,  and  minifters  of  trufl:, 
lie  call'd,  and  thus  befpoke  :   Halle  hence  your 

Way  : 
And  from  the  Goddefs-born  demand  his  prey. 
If  yielded,  bring  the  captive  :  if  deny'd, 
l"he  king  (fo  tell  him)  fliall  ciiallife  his  pride  : 
And  with  arm'd  multitudes  in  perfon  come. 
To  vindicate  his  pov.'er,  and  juftify  his  dorm. 

This  hard  ccmmand  unwilling  they  obey,       T 
And  o'er  the  barren  fhore  purfue  their  way,       ( 
Where  quarter'd  in  their  camp  the  fitvce  Thef-  f 
falians  lay.  3 

Their  fovereign  feated  on  his  chair,  they  find ;    T 
His  penfive  cheek  upon  his  hand  reclin'd,  > 

^nd  ar.xio-.is  thoughts  revolvirg  in  his  mind,     j 


With  gloomy  looks  he  faw  them  entering  in 
Without  falute  :   nor  durft  they  firll;  begin, 
Fearful  of  ralh  offence  and  death  forefeen. 
He  foon,  the  caufe  divining,  cicar'd  his  brow  ; 
And  thus  did  liberty  o''fpeech  allow. 

Interpreters  of  Gods  and  Men,  be  bold  : 
Awful  your  charailer,  and  uncontrol'd, 
Howe'er  unpleafing  be  the  news  you  bring, 
1  blame  not  you,  but  your  imperious  king. 
You  come,  I  know,  my  captive  to  demand; 
Patroclus,  give  her  to  the  herald's  hand. 
But  you,  authentic  witnefTes  I  bring, 
Before  the  Gods,  and  your  ungrateful  king, 
Of  this  my  manifcft  :  that  never  more 
This  hand  fnall  combat  on  the  crooked  fliore  : 
No,  let  the  Grscian  powers,  opprefs'd  in  fight, 
L'npity'd  perifli  in  their  tyrant's  fight. 
Blind  of  the  future,  and  by  rage  mifled, 
He  pulls  his  crimes  upon  his  people's  head. 
Forc'd  from  the  field  in  trenches  to  contend, 
And  hisinfulted  camp  from  foes,  defend. 
He  faid-;  and  foon  obeying  his  intent, 
Patroclus  brought  Brifcis  from  her  tent ; 
Then  to  th'  intrufted  mffTengers  refign'd  : 
She  wept,  and  often  caft  her  eyes  behind  :  [thfrce, 
Forc'd  from    the    man    flie  lov'd  :    they  led  her 
Along  the  fhore,  a  prifoner  to  their  prince. 

Sole  on  the  barren  fands  the  futTcring  chief 
Roar'd  out  for  anguilh,  and  indulg'a  his  gtitf, 
Caft  on  his  kindred  feas  a  flormy  look. 
And  his  upbraided  mother  thus  befpoke  ; 

Unhappy  parent  of  a  fhort-liv'd  fon. 
Since  Jove  in  pity  by  thy  prayers  was  won 
To  grace  my  fmall  remains  of  breath  with  fame, 
Why  loads  he  this  imbitte<-'d  life  with  fiiame  ? 
Suffering  his  king  of  men  to  force  my  liave. 
Whom,  well  cleferv'd  in  war,  the  Grecians  gave. 

Set  by  old  Ocean's  fide  the  Goddefs  heard  ; 
Then  f;om  the  facred  deep  her  head  (he  rear'i : 
Rofe  like  a  morning-mift ;  and  thus  beq-v.n 
To  footh  the  Ivirows  of  her  plaintive  iow. 
Why  cries  ray  Care,  and  why  conceals  his  imart  ? 
Let  thy  afPiidtcd  parent  fliare  her  part. 

Then,  fighmg  from  the  bottom  of  his  breaft. 
To  the  Sea-Goddef3  thus  the  Goddcfs-born  ad" 

dref,'d: 
Thou  know 'ft  my  pain,  which  telling  but  recals  ; 
By  force  of  arms  we  raz'd  the  Thsban  walls; 
The  ranfack'd  city,  taken  by  ctir  toils. 
We  left,  and  hither  brought  the  golden  fpoils; 
Equal  we  fhar'd  them  ;  but  before  the  reft, 
Ihe  proud  Prerogative  had  feiz'd  the  tell. 
Chr;. fcis  was  the  greedy  tyrant's  prize, 
Chryfeis  rofy-cheek'd,  with  charming  eye?. 
Her  fire,  Apollo's  priell,  arriv'd  to  buy. 
With  proiTer'd  gifts  of  price,  his  daughters  liberty. 
Siipplia;:t  before  the  Grecian  chiefs  he  flood, 
Awful,  and  arni'-d  with  enfigns  of  his  God  : 
Bare  was  his  hoary  head,  one  holy  hand 
Held  forth  his  laurel  crown,  and  one,  hia  fceptre 

of  command. 
His  fuit  was  common,  but  above  the  reft 
To  both  the  brother  princes  was  addrefs'd. 
With  fliouts  of  loud  acclaim  the  Greeks  agree- 
To  take  the  gifts,  to  fet  the  prifoner  free. 
Aaij 
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Not  fo  the  tyrant,  who  with  fcorn  the  prieft 

Receiv'd,  and  with  opprobrious  words  diimifs'd. 

The  good  old  man,  forlorn  of  human  aid. 

For  vengeance  to  his  heavenly  patron  pray'd  : 

The  Godhead  gave  a  favourable  ear, 

And  granted  all  to  him  he  held  fo  dear  ; 

In  an  ill  hour  his  piercing  fhafts  he  fped; 

And  heaps  on  heaps  of  llaughter'd  Greeks  lay  dead, 

While    round  the   camp   he   rang'd :    ac  length 

arpfe 
A  fter  who  well  divin'd  ;  and  durfl  difclofe 
'I'he  lource  of  all  our  ills  :   I  took  the  word; 
And  urg'd  the  Hicred  ilave  to  be  reftor'd. 
The  God  appeas'd  :  the  I'welling  monarch  ftorm'd  ; 
And  then  the  vengeance  vow 'd, he  fince  perform'd: 
The  Greeks,  'tis  true,  their  ruin  to  prevent, 
Have  to  the  royal  prieft  his  daughter  fent; 
But  from  their  haughty  king  his  htralds  came. 
And  feiz'd,  by  his  command,  my  captive  dame, 
By  comiiion  fuffrage  given  ;  but,  thoi\,  be  won. 
If  in  thy  power,  t'  avenge  thy  injur'd  fon  : 
Afcend  the  fkies  ;  and  fupplicaticg  move 
Thy  jufl  complaints,  to  (;loud'Conipellir)g  Jove. 
If  thou  by  either  word  or  deed  haft  wrought 
A  kind  remembrance  in  his  grateful  thought, 
TJrge  him  by  that  :  for  often  haft  thou  faid 
Thy  power  was  once  not  ufelefs  in  his  aid, 
■\Vlien  he,  wlio  high  above  che  highefl  reigns, 
Surpris'd  by  traitor  Gods,  was  bound  in  chains. 
AVhen  Juno,  Pallas,  with  ambition  fir'd, 
And  his  blue  brother  of  the  feas  confpir'd, 
Thoufreed'ft  the  Ibvereign  of  unworthy  bands, 
Thou  broi'ght'ft  Briareus  with  his  hundred  hands, 
(So  cali'd  in  heaven,  but  mortal  men  below 
iy  his  terrcflrial  name  ^geon  know  : 
'j'wice  ftronger  than  his  lire,  who  fiit  above 
Affjifor  to  the  throne  of  thundering  Jove.) 
The  Gods,  ditinay'd  at  his  approach,  witlidrcw, 
Nordiirn  their  uiiaccomplifh'd  crime  purfue. 
'I'iiat  aili'in  to  his  grarelul  mind  recal ; 
imbrace  his  knees,  and  at  his  foutftool  fall : 
That  new,  if  ever,  lie  will  aid  our  foes  ; 
!Lct  Ttoy's  trium^'hant  troops  the  camp  enclofe  : 
Ours  beaten  to  the  ihore,  the  fiegc  forfake  ; 
And  what  their  king  dcferves,  with  him  partake. 
Tliat  the  proud  tyrant,  at  his  proper  coft, 
IVIay  learn  the  value  cf  the  man  he  loft, 

To  whom  the  Mother-goddefs  thus  reply'd, 
Sigh'd  e'er  Ihe  fpoke,  and  while  fhe   fpoke  fhe 

try'd: 
Ah,  wretched  me  !  by  Fates  averfc,  decreed, 
To  bring  thee  forth  with  pain,  with  care  to  breed  ! 
Did  envious  heaven  not  othervvife  ordain,  ~j 

bale  in  thy  hollow  fhips  thou  fhouldll  remain  ;    C 
Hot  ever  tempt  the  fiital  field  again.  j 

JBut  now  thy  planjt  fheds  his  poifonous  rays 
And  lliort,  and  full  of  I'orrow  are  thy  days. 
Tor  what  remains,  to  heaven  I  will  alcend, 
And  at  the  Thunderer's  throne  thy  luit  commend. 
Till  then,  fecure  in  fliips,  abftain  from  fight; 
Indulge  tliy  grief  in  tears,  and  vent  thy  fpight. 
I'or  yeftcrday  the  court  of  heaven  with  Jove 
Kemov'd  :   'tis  dead  vacation  now  above. 
Txtrlvc  days  the  Gods  their  folemn  revels  keep, 
Ji^iA  (j^Uitff  with  biaaiclds  £tiiiups  in  the  deep. 


Return'd  from  thence,  to  heaven  my  flight  I  takf. 
Knock  at  the  brazen  gates,  and  Providence  awake. 
Embrare  his  knees,  and  fiippliatit  to  the  ftre. 
Doubt  not  I  will  obtain  the  grant  of  thy  defire. 
She  laid  :  and  parting  le^t  him  on  the  place, 
Svvoln  with  difdaiH,  relenting  his  difgrace  : 
Revengeful  thoughts  revolving  in  his  mind. 
He  wept  for  anger,  and  for  love  he  piti'd. 
Meantime  with  profperous  gales  UlyfTes  brought 
I'he  Have,  and  Ihip  with  facrifices  fraught, 
'I'o  ChryCa's  port ;   where,  entering  with  the  tide. 
He  dropp'd  hi*  anchors,  and  his  oars  he  ply'd  ; 
Turl'd  every  fail,  and  drawing  down  the  maft, 
His  veffel  moor'd,  and  made  with  haulfers  faft. 
Defcendmg  on  the  plain,  aftiore  they  bring 
The  hecatomb,  to  pleafe  the  fhooter  king. 
The  dame  before  an  altar's  holy  fire 
Ulyffss  led,  and  thus  befpoke  her  fire  : 

Revcrenc'd  be  thou,  and  be  thy  God  ador'd ; 
The  kmg  of  men  thy  daughter  has  reftor'd. 
And  fent  by  me  with  preients  and  with  prayer  ; 
He  recommennds  him  to  thy  piou5  care, 
'J'hat  Phoebus  at  thy  fuit  his  wrath  may  ceafe. 
And  give  the  penitent  ofTenders  peace. 

He  laid,  and  gave  her  to  her  father's  hands. 
Who  glad  receiv'd  her,  free  from  fervile  bands. 
This  done,  in  order  they,  with  fober  grace, 
Their  gifts  around  the  well-built  altar  place  ; 
Then  wafli'd,  and  took  the  cakes;  while  Chryfss 

flood 
With  hands  upheld,  and  thus  invok'd  his  God  : 

God  of  the  filvcr  bovir,  whofe  eyes  furvey       "J 
The  facred  Cilia,  thou  whofe  awful  fway  > 

Chryfa  the  blefs'd,  and  Tenedos,  obey,  j 

Now  hear,  as  thou  before  my  prayer  haft  heard, 
.A.gainft  the  G^rtcians  and  their  prince  preferr'd  : 
Once  thou  haft  honour'd,  honour  once  again 
Tliy  prieft  ;  nor  let  his  fecond  vows  be  vain  ; 
But  from  th'  afliiil'jd  lioft,  and  humbled  prince. 
Avert  tliy  wrath,  and  ceaie  thy  peftilence. 
Ajiollo  heard,  and,  conquering  his  difdain, 
Unbent  his  bow,  an;'  Greece  relpir'd  again. 
Now   when   the  lolcmn   rites  of  prayer  were 

paft. 
Their  faltcd  cakes  on  crackling  flames  they  caft  : 
1  hen  turning  back,  the  faerifice  they  fped, 
The  fatted  oxen  flew,  and  flta'd  tlie  dead; 
Chopp'd  off  their  nervous  thighs,  and  next  pre- 

par'd 
T'  involve  the  lean  in  cauls,  and  mend  with  lard. 
Swcct-breads    and    coUops    were    with    iktwers 

prick'd 
About  the /ides,  imbibing  what  they  deck'd. 
The  priift  with  holy  hands  was  feen  to  tine 
The  cloven  wood,  and  pour  the  ruddy  wii:c. 
The  youth  approach'd  the  fire;  and  ai;  it  Ijurn'd, 
On   live   fliarp  broachers  rank'd,  the  roalt  they 

turn'd. 
Thefc  morfcls  ftay'd  their  ftomachs-  then  the  reft 
Tliey  cut  in  legs  and  fillets  for  the  feaft  ; 
Which  drawn  and  ferv*d,  their  hunger  they  aji- 

peafe 
With  favory  meat,  and  fet  their  minds  at  eafe.  " 

Now  when  the  rage  of  caring  was  repell'd, 
Thi;  boys  with  generous  wine  die  gob!cte  fiii'J.  - 
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The  hrfl  libf.rions  to  tlie  Clods  tliey  pour ; 
And  then  v/ith  fongs  induljre  the  genial  hour. 
Holy  debauch  !    Tiil  day  to  night  they  bring, 
With  liymns  and  pa:ins  to  the  bov/yer  king. 
At  fur.-l'et  to  their  ihip  tliey  make  return, 
And  fnore  feciire  on  decks  till  rofy  morn. 
The  flcies  with  dawning  day  were  pur[iled  o'er. 
Aw&k'd,  with  labouring  oars  tliey  leave  the  {h-ite. 
The  Power  appeas'd,  with  winds  fuffic'd  the  fail; 
The  bellying  canvas  ftrutted  with  the  gule: 
The  waves  indignant  roar  with  fnrly  pride. 
And  prefs  againft  tl)c  fides,  and  beaten  off,  divide. 
They  cut  the  foamy  way,  with  force  impell'd 
Superior,  till  tire  Trojan  port  they  held  ;  ' 
1'hen  hauling  on  the  ftrand,  their  galley  moor, 
And  pitch  their  tents  along  the  crooked  fhore. 
Meantime  the  G'ddefs-born  in  fecrec  pin'd, 
Nor  vjiited  the  camp,  nor  in  the  council  join'd; 
But  keeping  clofe,  his  gnawing  heart  he  fed 
With  hopes  of  vengeance  on  t'ls  tyrant's  head. 
And  wiih'd  for  bloody  wars  and  mortal  wounds, 
And  of  the  Greeks  opprefs'd  in  fight  to  hear  the 

dying  founds. 
Now  when  twelve  days  complete  had  run  their 

race, 
The"<jods  bethought  them  of  the  cares  belonging 

to  their  place. 
Jove  at  their  head  afcending  from  the  fea  ; 
A  fhoal  of  puny  Powers  atter-;d  his  way. 
Then  Thetis,  not  unmindful  of  her  fon. 
Emerging  from  the  deep,  to  beg  her  boon, 
Piirfued  their  track  ;  and  waken'd  from  his  reft, 
Before  the  fovereign  ftood  a  morning  gueft. 
Him  in  the  circle,  but  apart,  fhe  found  : 
The  reft  at  awful  diftance  flood  around. 
She  bow'd ;  and  crc  ihe  duift  her  fuit  begin. 
One    hand  «mbrac'd  his  knees,    one  prop'J  his 

chin. 
Then  thus  :    If  I,  ceieflial  fire,  in  ought 
Have  ferv'd  thy  will,  or  gratify'd  thy  thought, 
One  glimpfe  of  glory  to  my  ifiue  give, 
Grac'd  for  the  little  time  he  has  to  live. 
Difhonour'd  by  the  king  of  men  he  ftands  : 
His  rightfiil  prize  is  ravifli'd  from  his  hands. 
But  thou,  O  father,  in  my  fon's  defence, 
Affume  thy  power,  affert  thy  providence. 
Ljt  Troy  prevail,  till  Greece  th'  affront  has  paid 
With  doubled  honours,  and  redeem'd  his  aid. 

She  ccag'd;  but  the  confidering  God  was  mute; 
Till  (he,  refolv'd  to  win,  renew'd  her  fuit. 
Nor  loos'd  her  hold,  but  forc'd  him  to  reply ; 
Or  grant  me  my  petition,  or  deny  : 
Jove  cannot  fear  :    then  tell  me  to  my  face, 
That  I,  of  all  the  Gods,  am  leaft  in  grace. 
This  I  can  bear.     The  Cloud-compeller  niourn'd ; 
And  fighir.g  firft,  this  anfwer  he  return'd  : 

Know'ft  thou  what  clamours  will  diilurb  my 

reign, 
What  my  ftunn'd  ears  from  Juno  mud;  fuftain  ? 
In  council  fiic  gives  licence  to  her  tongue. 
Loquacious,  bravyling,  ever  in  the  wrong  : 
And  now  flie  will  my  partial  povi'er  upbraid, 
If,  alienate  from  Oieece,  I  give  the  Tn>jans  aid. 
^ut  thou  depart,  and  fhun  her  jealous  fight  : 
The  care  be  miue,  to  do  Ptlides  right. 


Go  then,  and  on  the  faith  of  Jove  rely ; 
When,  nodding  to  thy  fuit,  he  bows  the  iky. 
This  ratifies  th'  irrevijcable  doom  : 
The  fign  ordain'd,  that  what  I  will  fliall  ccme  : 
The  (lamp  of  heaven,  and  feal  of  fate.     He  faid. 
And  (hook  the  facred  honours  of  his  head. 
Wiih  terror  trembled  heaven's  fubfiding  hill ; 
And  from  his  fliakcn  curls  ambrofial  dews  diftil. 
The  Goddefs  goes  exulting  from  his  light. 
And  fecks  the  feas  profound,  and  leaves  the  realms 
of  light. 

He  moves  into  his  hall :    the  Powers  refort. 
Each  from  his  houfe,  to  fill  the  fovereign's  court ; 
Nor  waiting  lummons,  nor  expelling  ftood; 
But  met  Vifith  reverence,  and  receiv'd  the  God. 
He    mounts    the    throne;    and    Juiio    took    her 

place ; 
But  fuilen  difcontent  fate  lowering  on  her  face. 
With  jealous  eyes,  at  diftance  (he  had  feen, 
Whifpering  w:th  Jove,  the  filver-footed  Queen  j 
Then,  impotent  of  tongue  (her  filence  broke) 
Thus  turbulent  in  rattling  tone  fiie  fpoke. 

Author  of  ills,  and  dole  contriver  Jove, 
Which  of  thy  dames,  what  proftitute  of  love. 
Has  held  thy  ear  fo  long,  and  bcgg'd  lb  hard, 
For  fome  old  fervice  done,  fome  new  reward  ? 
Apart  you  talk'd,  for  that's  your  fpecial  care, 
The  concert  never  muft  the  council  (hare. 
One  gracious  word  is  for  a  Vvife  too  much  : 
Slick  is  a  marriage-vow ;   and  Jove's  own  faith  is 
fuch. 

Then  thus  the  Sire  of  Gods,  and  men  below, 
What  I  have  hidden,  hope  not  thou  to  know. 
Ev'n  Goddcfies  are  women  ;  and  no  wife 
Has  power  to  regulate  her  hufband's  life  i 
Counfel  (lie  may ;  and  I  will  give  thy  ear 
The  knowledge  firft,  of  what  is  fit  to  hear. 
What  I  tranfail  with  others,  or  alone. 
Beware  to  learn,  nor  prefs  too  near  the  throne. 

To  whom  the  Goddefs  with  the  charming  eyes: 
What  haft  thou  faid,  O  tyrant  of  the  fkies  ! 
When  did  I  fearch  the  fecrcts  of  thy  reign. 
Though    privileg'd   to  know,    but   privileg'd  ia 

vain  .' 
But  well  thou  do'ft,  to  hide  from  common  fight 
Thy  clofe  intrigue"!,  too  bad  to  bear  the  light. 
Nor  doubt  I,  but  the  filver-footed  dame, 
Tripping  from  fea,  on  fuch  an  errand  came, 
To  grace  her  ilTue,  at  the  Grecians'  coft. 
And  for  one  peevifh  man  deftroy  an  hoft. 

To  whom  the  Thunderer  made  this  ftern  re*"! 
ply:  A 

My  houfehold  curfe,  my  lawful  plague,  the  fpy  C 
Of  Jove's  defigns,  his  other  fquinting  eye  !         J 
Why  this  vain  prying,  and  for  what  avail  i 
Jove  will  be  mafter  ftill,  and  Juno  fail. 
Shnuld  thy  fufpicious  thoughts  divine  aright, 
Thou  but  becom'ft.  more  odious  to  my  fight. 
For  this  attempt  :    uneafy  life  to  me. 
Still  watch'd  and  importun'd,  but  worfe  for  thes. 
Curb  that  impetuous  tongue,^ before  tuo  late 
1  he  Gods  behold,  and  tremble  at  thy  fate. 
Pitying,  but  daring  not,  in  thy  defence, 
To  lilt  a  hand  againft  Omnipotence. 
A  a  iij 
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This   heard,    th'  iaipcrious    Queen  fate  mute 
with  fear,  -. 

Nor  further  durft  incenfe  the  glnnniy  Thunderer. 
Silence  was  in  the  court  at  this  rebuke  ; 
Nor  could  the  Gods,  abafh'd,  fuftain  their  fove- 
reign's  look. 

The  limping  Smith  obferv'd  the  fiidden  feaft, 
And  hopping  here  and  there,  (himfelf  a  jefl-) 
Put  in  bis  word,  that  neither  might  offend; 
To  Jove  ohfequious,  yet  bis  mother's  friend. 
What  end  in  heaven  will  be  of  civil  war, 
If  Gods  of  pleafure  will  for  mortals  jar  ? 
Such  difcord  but  difturbs  our  jovial  feaft; ; 
One  crain  of  bad^mbitters  all  the  beft. 
Mother,  though  wife  yourfelf,  my  counfel  weigh  ; 
'Tis  much  uufafe  my  fire  to  difobey. 
Not  only  you  provoke  him  to  your  coft-, 
But  mirth  is  marr'd,  and  the  good  cheer  is  loft. 
Tempt  not  his  heavy  hand  ;  for  he  has  power 
To  throw  you  headlong,  from  his  heavenly  tower, 
But  one  fubmiffive  word,  which  you  let  fall. 
Will  make  him  in  good  humour  with  us  all. 

He  faid  no  more  ;  but  crovvn'd  a  bowl,  unbid  : 
The  laughing  neflar  overlook'd  ihe  jid  : 
Then  put  it  to  her  band,  and  thus  purfu'd, 
This  curfed  quarrel  be  no  more  renew'd. 
Be,  as  becomes  a  wife,  obedient  iliU  ; 
Though  griev'd,yct  fubjed  tocher  hulband's  will. 


1  would  not  fee  you  beaten,  yot,  afraid 
Of  Jove's  fuperior  force,  I  dare  not  aid. 
Too  well  I  know  him,  fmce  that  haplefs  hoiir 
When  I  and  all  the  Gods  employ'd  our  power 
To  break  your  bonds  :  me  by  the  heel  he  drew, 
And  o'er  heaven's  battlements  with  fury  threw. 
All  day  I  fell  :  my  flight  at  morn  begun. 
And  ended  not  but  with  the  fetting  fun  : 
Pitch'd  on  my  head,  at  length  thcLemnian  ground 
Receiv'd  my  batter 'd   fkull,  the   Sinthians  heal'd 
my  wound. 
At  Vulcan's  homely  mirth  his  mother  fmil'd, 
And  fmiling  took  the  cup  the  clown  had  fill'd. 
The  reconciler  bowl  went  round  the  board, 
W'hich  empty'd,  the  rude  fltinker  ftill  reftor'd. 
1-oud  fits  cf  laughrsr  feiz'd  the  guefls,  to  fee 
Tiie  limping  God  fo  deft  at  his  new  niiniftry. 
The  feall  continued  till  declining  light  : 
They  crank,  they  laugh'd,  they  lov'd,  and  then 

'twas  night. 
Nor  wanted  tuneful  harp,  nor  vocal  quire; 
The  Mufcs  fung  ;   Apollo  touch'd  the  lyre. 
Drunken  at  lafl,  and  drovvfy  they  depart. 
Each  to  his  houfe  ;  adorn'd  with  labour'd  art 
Of  the  lame  arch;te<5l :   the  thundering  God 
Ev'n  withdrew  to  reft,  and  had  his  load. 
His  fwimming  head  to  needful  fleep  apply'd} 
And  Juno  lay  unheeded  by  his  fide. 


THE  LAST  PARTING  GF 


HECTOR  AND  ANDROMACHE. 


FROM   THE 


SIXTH  BOOK  OF  THE  ILIAD. 


"^he  Argument, 

Hedor,  returning  from  the  field  of  battle,  to  vifit  Helen  hi=  fifler-in-law,  and  his  brother  Paris, 
■who  had  fought  unfuccefsfiilly  hand  in  hand  with  Mcnelaus,  from  thence  goes  to  his  ov«a  palace 
to  fee  his  wife  Andromache,  and  ])is  infant  fvin  Afiyanax.  The  defcription  of  that  interview 
js  the  fubjeftof  this  traullsticn. 


Tnus  having  faid,  brave  Heflor  went  to  fee 
His  virtuous  wife,  the  fair  Andromache. 
He  found  her  not  at  home  ;  for  fire  was  gone,    "^ 
Attended  by  her  maid  and  infant  km,  > 

To  climb  the  fteepy  tower  of  Ilion  :  j 

P"rom  whence,  with  heavy  heart,  fhe  might  furvey 
The  bloody  bufinefs  of  the  dreadful  day. 
Her  mournful  eyes  flic  caft  around  the  plain, 
And  fought  the  lord  of  her  defires  in  vain. 

Bat  he,  who  thought  his  peopled  palace  bare, 
When  (he,  his  only  comfort,  was  not  there, 
Stood  in  the  gate,  and  alk'd  of  every  one, 
"Which  way  flie  took,  and  whither  fhe  was  gone ; 
If  to  the  court,  or,  with  his  mother's  train, 
In  long  proceffion,  to  Minerva's  fane  .•• 
The  fervant's  anfwer'd,  Neither  to  tlie  court, 
Where  Priam's  fons  and  daughters  did  refort, 


Nor  to  the  temple  was  f!ie  gone,  to  move 

with  prayers  the  blue-ty'd  progeny  of  Jovej  , 

But,  more  folicitous  for  him  alone, 

Than  all  their  fafety,  to  the  tower  was  gone. 

Thereto  furvey  the  labours  of  the  field. 

Where  the  Greeks  conquer  and  the  Trojans  yield; 

Swiftly  flie  pafs'd,  with  fear  and  fury  wild ; 

The  nurfe  went  lagging  after  with  the  child. 

This  heard,  the  noble  Heclor  made  no  ftay ; 
Th'  admiring  throng  divide,  to  give  him  way; 
He   pafs'd   through    every  ftreet,  by   which  he 

came. 
And  at  the  gate  he  met  the  mournful  dame. 

His  wife  beli^ld  him,  and  with  eager  pace 
Flew  to  his  arms,  to  meet  a  dear  embrace  : 
His  wife,  who  brought  in  dower  Celicia's  crown. 
And,  in  herfelf,  a  greater  dower  alone  : 
A  »  "'I 
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Action's  heir,  who  on  the  woody  plain 
"Of  Hippoplaciis  did  in  Thebe  reign. 
Breathlefs  (he  flew,  with  joy  and  paffion  wild; 
The  nnrfc  came  lapginu;  after  with  the  child. 

The  royal  babe  upon  lier  bread  was  laid  ; 
Who,  like  the  morning  ftar,  his  beams  difplay'd. 
i-camandrius  wss  hi-i  name,  which  Hedor  gave, 
From  that  fair  flood  which  Ilion's  wall  did  lave : 
But  him  Aftyanax  the  Trojans  call, 
lYom  his  great  father,  whc^  defends  the  wall. 

Hc(5tor  beheld  him  with  a  filent  fmile  : 
His  tender  wife  flood  weeping  by  the  while  : 
Prefs'd  in  her  own,  his  warlike  hand  fhe  took, 
Then  figh'd,  and  thug  prophetically  Ipoke  : 

I'hy  dauntiefs  heart  (which  1  forefee  too  late) 
Too  daring  man,  will  urge  thee  to  thy  fate  : 
ICor  duft  thou  pity,  with  a  parent's  mind. 
This  helplefs  orphan,  whom  thou  leav'ft  behind; 
Nor  me,  th'  unhappy  partner  of  thy  bed  ; 
Who  muft  in  triumph  by  the  Greeks  be  led  : 
They  f^ek  thy  life,  and,  in  unequal  fight 
With  many,  will  opprefs  tjiy  fmgle  might : 
Better  it  were  for  miferable  me 
To  die,  before  the  fate  which  I  forefee. 
For  ah !  what  comfort  can  the  world  bequeath 
To  Heftor's  widow,  after  Hedor's  death'  i 

Eternal  forrow  and  perpetual  tears 
Began  my  yeuth,  and  will  conclude  my  years : 
I  have  no  parents,  fritnd?,  nor  brothers  left ; 
iBy  flern  AchilJes  all  of  life  bereft. 
Then  when  the  wallf  of  Thebes  he  overthrew. 
His  I'atal  hand  my  royal  father  flew; 
He  flew  Action,  but  defpoil'd  him  not; 
Nor  in  his  hate  the  funeral  rites  forgot; 
ArmM  as  he  was  he  fent  him  whule  below. 
And  reverenc'd  thus  the  manes  of  his  foe  : 
A  tomb  he  rai>>'d  ;  the  muuiitain  nymphs  around 
£n<;losM  wiji  planted  elms  the  holy  ground. 

My  feven  bra!ve  l^rothers  in  one  fatal  day 
To  death's  dark  rnaniions  took   their    mournful 

W3y; 
Slain  by  the  fame  Achilles,  while  they  keep 
The  bellowing  oxen  and  the  bleating  fhecp. 
Wy  mother,  who  the  royal  Iceptrc  ivvay'd, 
Was  captive  to  the  cruel  vlCtor  made, 
And  hithet  led  ;  but,  hence  redeem'd  with  goldj 
Her  native  country  did  ajj-ain  behold,  ^ 

And  but  beheld  ;  for  fcon  Diana's  dart 
In  an  unhappy  chace  transfix'd  her  heart. 

But  th'  u,  ni)  Hedcr,'  art  thyftlf  alone 
My  pa-eiits,  brothers,  and  my  loid  in  one  : 
<&  kill  not  a.11  my  kindred  o'er  again,  "> 

Nor  tempt  the  ((angers  of  the  dufty  plain;  \ 

But  in  tliis  tower,  for  our  defence,  remain.         j 
•Thy  wife  ai.d  fon  ate  in  thy  ruin  loft  : 
This  16  a  hufljand's  and  a  father's  poll. 
The  Scxan  ^ate  commands  the  plains  below;     ") 
Here  niarfhal  nil  thy  foldiers  as  they  go ;  C 

And  hence  with  other  hands  rept  1  the  foe.  j 

By  yon  wild  fig-tree  lies  their  chief  afcent. 
And  thither  itil  their  powers  are  daily  bent: 
'Ihe  two  Ajaccs  !  avej  often  feen, 
An<l  the  \\  i  ong'd  hufband  of  the  Spartan  queen  : 
Wnh  liiiTi  iiiiOieater  brother;  and  with  thcfe  ' 
Ificrfic  Diomtdc  anJ  bojd  Mcriones : 


Uncertain  if  by  augury  or  chance, 
But  by  this  eafy  rife  they  all  advance; 
Guard  well  that  pafs,  fecure  of  all  befide. 
To  whom  the  noble  Hedlor  thus  reply 'd  : 

Th.at  and  the  reft  are  in  ray  daily  care  ; 
But  Ihould  I  fhun  the  dangers  of  the  war. 
With  fcorn  the  Trojans  would  reward  my  pains. 
And  their  proud  ladies  with  their  fweeping  trains. 
The  Grecian  fwords  and  lances  I  can  bear  : 
But  lofs  of  honour  is  my  only  fear. 
Shall  HecSor,  born  to  war,  his  birth-right  yield. 
Belie  his  courage,  and  furfake  the  field  ? 
Early  in  rugged  arms  I  took  delight. 
And  ftill  have  been  the  foremoft  in  the  fight : 
With  dangers  dearly  have  I  bought  renown. 
And  am  tlie  chatjipion  of  my  father's  crown. 
And  yet  my  mind  forebodes,  with  fure  prefage. 
That  Troy  fhall  perifti  by  the  Grecian  rage. 
The  fatal  day  draws  on,  when  I  muft  fall ; 
And  univerfal  ruin  cover  all. 
Not  Troy  itfelf,  though  built  by  hands  divine, 
Nor  Priam,  nor  his  people,  nor  hjs  line, 
My  mother,  nor  my  brothers  of  renown, 
Whofe  valour  yet  defends  th'  unhappy  town  ; 
Not  thefe,  nor  all  their  fates  which  I  forefee, 
Are  half  of  that  concern  I  have  for  thee. 
I  fee,  I  fee  thee,  in  that  fatal  hour, 
Subje<5ted  to  the  vicflor's  cruel  power; 
Led  hence  a  flave  to  fome  infulting  fword. 
Forlorn,  and  trembling  at  a  foreign  lerd  ; 
A  fpedlacle  in  Argos,  at  the  loom. 
Gracing  with  Trojan  fights  a  Grecian  room  ; 
Or  from  deep  wells  the  living  ftream  to  take. 
And  un  thy  weary  fhoulders  bring  it  back. 
While,  groaning  under  this  laborious  life. 
They  iniblently  call  thee  He(ftor's  wife  ; 
Upbraid  thy  bondage  with  thy  hulband's  name  ; 
And  from  my  glory  propagate  thy  fhame. 
This  when  they  fay,  thy  forrows  will  increafe   ") 
With  anxious  thoughts  of  former  happinefs;       ^ 
'Fhat  he  is  dead  who  could  thy  wrongs  redrefs.^ 
But  1,  opprels'd  with  iron  fleep  before. 
Shall  hear  thy  unaviailing  cries  no  more. 

He  faid— 
Then,  holding  forth  his  arms,  he  took  his  boy. 
The  pledge  of  love  and  other  hope  of  Troy. 
The  fearful  infant  turn'd  his  head  away. 
And  on  his  nurfe's  neck  reclining  lay. 
His  unknown  father  fhunning  with  affright, 
And  looking  back  on  fo  uncouth  a  fight ; 
Daunted  to  iee  a  face  with  fteel  o'erfpread. 
And  his  high  plume  that  nodded  o'er  his  hea4> 
His  fire  and  mother  fmil'd  with  filent  joy  ; 
And  Hedlor  haften'd  to  relieve  his  boy  ; 
Difniifs'd  his  burnilh'd  helm,  and  fhone  afar. 
The  pride  of  warriors,  and  the  pomp  of  war : 
Th'  illuftricus  babe,  thus  reconcil'd,  he  took  : 
Hugg'd   in   his  arms,  and  kifs'd,   and  thus  h^ 

fpoke  : 
Parent  of  Gods  and  men,  propitious  Jove, 
And  you  bright  fyncd  of  the  Powers  above; 
On  this  my  Ion  your  gracious  gifts  bcflow; 
Grant  hjm  to  live,  and  great  in  arms  to  grow, 
To  reign  in  Froy,  to  govern  with  renown. 
To  ftield  the  people,  and  aflert  the  crown  ; 
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That,  when  hereafter  he  from  war  fliall  come, 
And  bring  his  Trojans  peace  and  trinmph  home, 
Some  aged  n)V>i  who  lives  this  aft  to  fee, 
And  who  in  furmer  times  remember'd  me. 
May  fay,  the  fon  in  fortitude  and  fame 
Outgoes  the  mark,  and  drowns  his  father's  name  : 
That  at  thefe  words  his  mother  may  rejoice, 
And  add  her  fuffrage  to  the  public  voice. 

Thus  having  faid, 
He  firft  with  fuppliant  hands  the  Gods  ador'd  : 
Then    to  the  mother's  arms  the  child  reftor'd; 
With  tears  and  fmiles  flie  took  her  fon,  and  prefs'd 
Th'  illuftrious  infant  to  her  fragrant  breaft. 
He,  wiping  her  fair  eyes,  indulg'd  her  griaf, 
And  eas'd  her  forrows  with  this  laft  relief. 

My  wife  and  miflrefs,  drive  thy  fears  away, 
JHot  give  fa  bad  an  omen  to  the  day ; 


Think  not  it  lies  in  any  Grecian's  power, 
To  take  my  life  before  the  fatal  hour. 
When  that  arrives,  nor  good  nor  bad  can  fly 
Th'  irrevocable  doom  of  deftiny. 
Return,  and,  to  divert  thy  thoughts  at  home,i 
There  talk  thy  maids,  and  exercife  the  loom. 
Employ 'd  in  works  that  womankind  become. 
The  toils  of  war  and  feats  of  chivalry 
Belong  to  men,  and  mod  of  all  to  me. 

At  this,  for  new  replies  he  did  not  flay. 
But  lac'd  his  crefled  helm,  and  ftrode  away. 
His  lovely  confort  to  her  hoitfe  return'd. 
And  looking  often  back  in  filence  mourn'd : 
Home  when  (he  came,  her  fecret  woe  fhe  ventSj 
And  fills  the  palace  with  her  loud  laments; 
Thofe  loud  laments  her  echoing  maids  rcftore. 
And  HeSor,  yet  alive,  as  -^ead  deplore. 
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PREFACE,  CONCERNING  MR.  DRYDEN'S 
TRANSLATIONS. 


For  this  laft  half  year  I  have  been  troubled  with 
the  difeafe  (as  I  may  call  it)  of  tranflations  :  the 
cold  profo  fits  of  it,  which  are  always  the  moll 
tedious  with  mc,  were  fpent  in  the  hiftory  of  the 
League;  the  hot,  wliich  fuccccded  them,  in  verfe 
niifccllanies.  The  truth  is,  1  fancied  to  myfclf  a 
kind  of  eafe  in  the  change  of  the  paroxyfni ;  ne- 
ver fufpecfling  hut  the  humour  would  have  wafted 
jtfclf  in  two  or  three  palloralb  of  Theocritus,  and 
as  many  odes  of  Horace.  But  finding,  or  at  leafl 
thinking  1  found,  fonicthing  that  was  more  pleaf- 
ing  in  them  than  my  ordinary  produdlions,  I  en- 
couraged myfclf  to  renew  my  old  acquaintance 
with  Lucretius  and  Virgil,  and  immediately  fixed 
upon  fomc  parts  of  them  which  had  moft  affedtcd 
n-.e  in  the  reading.  Thcfe  were  my  natural  im- 
pulfes  for  the  undertaking.  But  there  was  an  ac- 
cidental motive,  whicli  was  full  as  forcible.  It 
was  my  Lord  Rofcommon's  Effay  on  Tranflated 
Vcrfc ;  which  made  me  uncafy,  till  I  tried  whe- 
ther or  no  I  was  capable  of  following  his  rules, 
and  of  reducing  the  fpeculation  into  pradice : 
For  many  a  fair  precept  in  poetry  is,  like  a  feem- 
ing  dcmonftratii;n  in  the  mathematics,  very  fpe- 
cions  in  the  diagram,  but  failing  in  the  mechanic 
operation.  I  think  1  have  generally  obferved  his 
infttu6li..ns  :  I  am  fare  my  reafon  is  fufficientiy 
convinced  both  of  their  truth  and  ufcfulncfs; 
which,  in  other  words,  is  to  confefs  no  Icfs  a  va- 


nity, than  to  pretend  that  I  have  at  leafl  in  fonie 
places  made  examples  to  his  rules.  Yet,  withal, 
I  mufl  acknowledge,  that  I  have  many  times  ex- 
ceeded my  comniiffion ;  for  I  have  both  added 
and  omitted,  and  even  fometimes  very  boldly 
made  fuch  expofitions  of  my  authors,  as  no  Dutch 
comnientafor  will  forgive  me.  Perhaps,  in  fuch 
particular  paffagcs,  I  have  tliought  that  I  difco- 
vcred  forae  beauty  yet  undifcovered  by  thofe  pe- 
dants, which  none  but  a  poet  could  have  found. 
M'ht  re  I  have  taken  away  Tome  of  their  cxpref- 
fions,  and  cut  them  fhorter,  it  may  polTibly  be  on 
this  confideration,  that  what  was  beautiful  in  the 
Creek  or  Latin,  would  not  appear  fo  fhining  in 
the  Englith  :  and  where  !  have  enlarged  them,  I 
defire  the  falfe  critics  would  not  alvvays  think, 
that  thofe  thoughts  are  wholly  mine;  but  that 
cither  they  are  fccrctly  in  the  poet,  or  may  be 
fairly  deduced  from  him  ;  or  at  leafl,  if  both 
thofe  confiderations  ibould  fail,  that  my  own  is  of 
a  piece  with  his  ;  and  that,  if  he  were  living,  and 
an  Engliftiman,  they  are  fuch  as  he  would  proba- 
bly have  written. 

For,  after  all,  a  tranflator  is  to  make  his  authc- 
appear  as  charming  as  pofTibly  he  can,  provuK  1 
he   maintains  his  charai'.tr,   and  makes  him  n 
unlike  himfclf.     Tranflation  is  a  kind  of  drawi. 
after  the  life  ;  where  every  one  will  acknowleui;r' 
there  is  a  double  fort  of  likencfs,  a  good  one  an4 
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£.  bad.     It  is  nne  thing  to  draw  the  out-lines  true, 
the  features  like,  the  proportions  exaift,  the  co- 
louring   itfelf    perhaps    tolerable ;     and    another 
thing  to   make  all  thefc  graceful,  hy  the  poflure, 
the   fhadowings,  and  chiefly  by  the  fplrit  which 
animates  the  whole.     I  cannot,  without  fome  in- 
dignation, look  on  an  ill  copy  of  an  excellent  ori- 
ginal.    Much  lefs  can  I  behold  with  patience  Vir- 
gil, Homer,  and  fome  others,  vvhofe  beauties  1 
have  been  endeavouring  all  my  life  to  imitate,  fo 
abufed,  as  1  may  fay,  to  their  faces,  by  a  botching 
interpreter.     What  Englifii  readers,  unacquainted 
with  Greek  or  Latin,  will  believe  me,   or  any 
other    man,    when   we  commend  thofe  authors, 
and  confefs  we  derive  all  that  is  pardonable  in  us 
froni  their  fountains,  if  they  take  thole  to  be  the 
fame  poets  whom   our  Ogilby's  have  tranflated  ? 
But  I  dare  affure  them,   that  a  good  pnct  is  no 
more   like  himfelf,  in  a  dull  tranflation,  than  his 
carcafe  would  be   to  his  living  body.     There  are 
many  who  underftand  Greek  and  Latin,  and  yet 
are   ignoriint  of  their  mother  tongue.     The  pro- 
prieties and  delicacies  of  the  Engliih  arc  known  to 
few  :    it  is  impoflible  even  for  a  good  wit  to  un- 
derftand and  pradtife  them,  without  the  help  of  a 
liberal  education,  long  reading,  and  digefting  of 
thofe  few  good  authors  we  have  amongfl;  us,  the 
knowledge  of  men  and  manner-,  the  freedom  of 
habitudes  and  converfation  with  the  bcfl  of  com- 
pany of  both  fexes;   and,  in  fhort,  without  wear- 
ing off  the  rufl  which  he  contradcd  while  he  was 
laying  in  a  flock  of  learning.     Thus  difficult  it  is 
to  underftand  the  purity  of  Englifii,  and  critically 
to   diftern  not  only  good  writers  from  bad,  and  a 
proper  flyle  from  a  corrupt,  but  alfo  to  didin- 
guifli  that  which   is  pure  in  a  good  author,  from 
that   which  is  vicious  and  corrupt  in  him.     And 
for  want  of  all  thefe  requifites,  or  the  greateft 
part   of  them,  moft  of  our  ingenious  yoting  men 
take  up  fome  cry'd-up  Engiidi  poet  for  their  mo- 
del, adore'  him,  and  imitate  him,  as  they  think, 
v/ithout  knowing  wherein  he  is  defeclive,  where 
he    is    boyifli    and    trifling,    wherein    either  his 
thoughts  are  im.proper  to  his  fubjedt,  or  his  ex- 
preffions  unworthy  of  his  thoughts,  or  the  turn  of 
both  is  unharmonious.     Thus  it  appears  ncceflary, 
that   a  man  fiiculd  be  a  nice  critic  in  his  mother- 
tongue,  before  he  attempts  to  trar.flate  a  foreign 
language.     Neither  is  it  fufficient,  that  he  be  able 
to  judge  of  words  and   flyle  ;    but  he  muft  be  a 
mailer  of  them  too  :  he  mufl;  perfectly  underfland 
his  author's  tongue,  and  abfolutely  command  his 
own.     So  that,  to  be  a  thorough  tranflator,  he 
muft  be  a  thorough  poet.     Neither  is  it  enough 
to  give  his  author's  fenfe  in  good  Englifh,  in  po- 
etical espreflions,  and  i.n  mufical  numbers  :    fcr, 
though  all  thefc  are  exceeding  difficult  to  per- 
form, there  yet  remains  an  harder  tafk  ;  and  it  is 
a  fecret  of  which  few  tranflators  have  fufficiently 
thought.     I  have  already  hinted  a  word  or  two 
concerning  it ;  that  is,  the  maintaining  the  cha- 
radler  of  an  author,  which  diftinguifhes  him  from 
all  others,  and  m.akes  him  appear  that  individual 
poet  whom  you  would  interpret.     For  example, 
got  only  t'ne  thcughti«i-  but  the  flyle  and  verfiilca- 


tion,  of  'Virgil  and  Ovid  are  very  different.     Yet 
T  fee,  even  in  our  beft  poef,  who  have  tranflated 
fome  parts  of  them,  that  they  have  confounded 
their  feveral  talents ;   and,  by  endeavouring  only 
at  the  fweetnefs  and  harmony  of  numbers,  have 
made  them  both  fo  much  alike,  that,  if  I  did  not 
know  the   originals,    I   fliould  never  be  able  to 
judge  by  the  copies,  which  was  Virgil,  and  which 
was  Ovid.     It  was  objeiSed  againll  a  late  noble 
painter  (Sir  P.  Lely),  that  he  drew  many  grace- 
ful piiSures,  but  few  of  them  were  like  :    and  this 
happened  to  him,  becaufe  he  always  ftudied  him- 
felf more  than  thofe  who  fat  to  him.     In  fuch 
tranflators  I  can  eafily  diftingulQi  the  hand  which 
performed   the    work,    but    I    cannot   difl:inguifii 
their  poet  from  another.     Suppofe  two  authors 
are  equally  fvveet,  yet  there  is  a  great  difliindlion 
to  be  made  in  fvi^eetncfs ;  as  in  that  of  fugar,  and 
that  of  honey.     I  can  make  the  difl'erence  more 
plain,  by  giving  you   (if  it  be  worth  knowing) 
my  ov/n  method  of  proceeding,  in  my  tranflations 
out  of  four  ftveral  poets  ;  Virgil,  Theocritus,  Lu- 
cretius, and  Horace.     In  each  of  thefe,  before  T 
undertook  them,   I  confidered  the  genius  and  dif- 
tinguiihing  charatler  of  my  author.     I  looked  on 
Virgil  as  a  fuccind:,  grave,  and  majefl;ic  writer  ; 
one  who  weighed  not  only  every  thought,  but 
every  word  and  fyllable ;  who  was  fl;ill  aiming  to 
crov/d  his  fcnfe  into  as  narrow  a  compafs  as^jofli- 
bly  he  cou'.d ;  for  which  reafon  he  is  lb  very  figu- 
rative,   that  he  requires   (1   may  almofl:  fay)  a 
grammar  apart  to  conftrue  him.     His  verfe  is 
every  where  founding  the  very  thing  in  your  ears 
whofe  fcnfe  it  bears :    yet  the  numbers  are  perpe- 
tually varied,  to  increafe  the  delight  of  the  read- 
er ;    fo  that  the  fame  founds  are  never  repeated 
twice' together.     On  the  contrary,  Ovid  and  Clau- 
dian,    though   they  write  in  ftyles  differing  from, 
each  other,  yet  have  each  of  them  but  one  fort  of 
mufic  in  their  verfes.     All  the  verfification  and 
little  variety  of  Claudian  is  included  within  the 
■cn.r.pafs  of  four  or  five  lines ;  and  then  he  begins 
again  in  the  fame  tenour;   perpetually  clofing  his 
fcnfe  at  the  end  of  a  verfe,  and  that  verfe  com- 
monly which  they  call  golden,  or  two  fubflan- 
tives  and  two  adjedlives,    with  a  verb  betwixt 
them  to  keep  the  peace.    Ovid,  with  all  his  fweet- 
nefs, has  as  little  variety  of  numbers  and  found  as 
he  :     he  is  always,  as  it  were,  upon  the  hand- 
gallop,    and   his  verfe   runs  upon  carpet-ground. 
He  avoids,  like  the  other,  all  Synalxpha's,  or  cut- 
ting off  one  vowel  when  it  comes  before  another,, 
in  the  following  word.     But  to  return  to  Virgil ; 
though  he  is  fmooth  where  frnoothnefs  is  required, 
yet  he  is  fo  far  from  affedfing  it,  that  he  feems 
rather  to  difdain  it,  frequently  makes  ufe  of  Syna- 
Isepha's,  and  concludes  his  fenfe  in  the  middle  of 
his  verfe.     He  is  every  where  above  conceits  of 
epigrammatic    wit,    and    grofs    hyperboles :     he 
maintains  majefty  in  the  midfl:  of  plainnefs  :    he 
fnines,  but  glares  not ;  and  is  ftately  without  am- 
bition, which  is  the  vice  of  Lucan.     I  drev/  my 
definition  of  poetical  wit  from  my  particular  con- 
fideration  of  him ;   for  propriety  of  thoughts  and 
words  are  only  to  be  found  in  him  ;  and  -vvhere 
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they  arf  pfl)pfr,  t'.iey  will  be  delijrhfful.  Plea- 
fure  follows  of  necefliry,  as  the  efii-A  does  the 
caufc  ;  and  therefore  is  not  to  be  put  into  the  de- 
finition. This  exacft  propriety  of  Virgil  I  particu- 
larly regarded,  as  a  great  part  of  his  character  ; 
but  miift  coiifefs,  to  my  fiame,  that  i  have  not 
been  able  to  traiiflate  any  part  of  him  fo  well,  as 
to  make  him  appear  wholly  hke  liimfelf;  for 
\vhe»e  the  original  is  clofe,  no  verfion  can  reach 
it  in  the  fame  compafs.  Hannibal  Caro's,  in  the 
Italian,  is  the  neareft,  the  raofl  poetical,  and  the 
nioft  fonorous,  of  any  traiiflation  of  the  -ffin^id  ; 
Vtt,  though  he  takes  the  advantage  of  blank 
verfe,  he  commonly  allows  two  lines  for  one  of 
Virgil,  and  does  not  always  hit  his  fenfe.  Taffo 
tells  us,  in  his  letters,  that  Sperone  Speroni,  a 
jjreat  Italian  wit,  who  was  his  contemporary,  ob- 
fervcd  of  Virgil  and  Tully,  that  the  Latin  orator 
endeavoured  to  imitate  the  copioufnefs  of  Homer, 
the  Greek  poet ;  and  that  the  Latin  poet  made  it 
his  buiinefs  to  reach  the  concifenefs  of  Demofl- 
lienes,  the  Grrek  orator.  Virgil  therefore,  being 
io  very  fparing  of  his  words,  and  leaving  fo  much 
to  be  imagined  by  the  reader,  can  never  be  tranf- 
lated  as  he  ought,  in  any  modem  tongue.  To 
make  him  copious,  is  to  alter  his  character;  and 
to  tranflate  him  line  for  line,  isimpofiible,  becaufe 
the  Latin  is  naturally  a  more  fuccindl  language 
than  either  the  Italian,  Spanilh,  French,  or  even 
than  the  Englifh,  which,  by  reafon  cf  its  monn- 
fyllables,  is  far  the  moft  compendious  of  them, 
Virgil  is  much  the  ciofefl  of  any  Roman  poet; 
and  the  Latin  hexameter  has  more  feet  than  th-e 
Jnglifh  heroic. 

Befides  all  this,  an  author  has  the  choice  of  his 
ov.'n  thoughts  and  words,  which  a  tranflator  has 
not;  he  is  confined  by  the  fenfe  of  the  inventor 
to  thofe  expreflions  which  are  the  neareft  to  it  : 
io  that  Virgil,  fludying  brevity,  and  having  the 
command  of  his  own  language,  could  bring  thofe 
■words  into  a  narrow  cnmpafs,  which  a  tranflator 
cannot  rendtr  without  circumlocutions.  In  flwrt, 
they  who  have  culled  him  the  torture  of  gramma- 
rians, might  alfo  have  called  him  the  plague  of 
tranflators  ;  for  he  feems  to  have  ftudied  not  to 
fee  tranflated.  I  own  that,  endeavouring  to  turn 
his  Nifus  and  Euryalus  as  clofe  as  I  was  able,  I 
have  performed  that  Epifode  too  literally  ;  that, 
giving  more  fcnpc  to  Mcztntius  and  Laulus,  that 
verfion,  which  has  mo^  of  the  majefty  of  Virgil, 
has  left  of  his  concifenefs ;  and  all  that  I  can  pro- 
niife  for  myfclf,  is  only,  that  I  have  done  both 
better  than  Ogilby,  and  perhaps  as  well  as  Caro. 
By  confidering  hmi  fo  carefully  as  I  did  before 
my  attempt,  I  have  made  fome  faint  refcmblance 
of  him  ;  and,  had  I  taken  more  time,  might  pof- 
fibly  have  fucceeded  better  ;  but  never  fo  well  as 
to  have  fatisficd  myfelf. 

He  who  excels  all  other  Poets  in  his  own  laxi- 
Suage,  were  it  pofiiblc  to  do  him  right,  muft  ap- 
J>iar  above  them  in  our  tongue,  which,  as  my 
Lord  Rofcomnion  juftly  oblcrvts,  approaches 
neareft  to  the  Roman  in  its  ni;ijtfty  :  neareft  in- 
deed, but  with  a  vaft  interval  betwixt  them. 
TWc  i»  an  inim.itable  grace  in  Virjjil's  AVtjrds, 
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and  in  them  principally  confifls  that  bsauty,  which 
gives  fo  inexpreflibk  a  pleafure  to  him  who  beft 
underftands  their  force.  This  didlion  of  his  (I 
muft  once  again  fay)  is  never  to  be  copied  ;  and, 
fmce  it  cannot,  he  will  appear  but  lame  in  the 
beft  tranflation.  The  turns  of  his  verfe,  his  break- 
ings, his  propriety,  his  numbers,  and  his  gravity, 
J  have  as  far  imitated,  as  the  pnveity  of  our  lan- 
guage, and  the  haftinefs  of  my  performance,  would 
allow.  I  may  feeni  fometimes  to  have  varied 
from  his  fenfe  :  but  I  think  the  greateft  variations 
may  be  fairly  deduced  from  him  ;  and  where  I 
leave  his  commentators,  it  may  be,  I  underftand 
him  better :  at  ieaft  I  writ  without  confulting 
them  in  many  places.  But  two  particular  lines 
in  Mezentius  and  Laufus  I  cannot  fo  eafily  excufe : 
they  are  indeed  remotely  allied  to  Virgil's  fenfe  ; 
but  they  are  too  like  the  tendernefs  of  Ovid,  and 
were  printed  before  I  had  confidered  them  enough 
to  alter  them.  The  firft  of  them  I  have  forgot- 
ten, and  cannot  eafily  retrieve,  becaufe  the  cepy 
is  at  the  prefs  ;  the  fecond  is  this  : 

"  When  Laufus  died,  I  was  already  flain." 

This  appears  pretty  enough  at  firft  fight ;  hut 
I  am  convinced,  for  many  reafons,  that  the  ex- 
preflion  is  too  bold  ;  that  Virgil  would  not  have 
faid  it,  though  Ovid  would.  The  reader  may 
pardon  it,  if  he  pleafe,  for  the  freenefs  of  the  con- 
feffion  ;  and  inftead  of  that,  and  the  former,  ad- 
mit thcfe  two  lines,  which  are  more  according  t* 
the  author  : 

"  Nor  aflc  1  life,  nor  fought  with  that  defign  ; 
"  As  1  had  us'd  my  fortune,  ufe  thou  thine," 

Having  with  much  ado  get  clear  of  Virgil,  I 
have  in  the  next  place  to  confider  the  genius  of 
Lucretius,  whom  I  have  tranflated  more  happily 
in  thofe  parts  of  him  which  I  undertook.  If  he 
was  not  <  f  the  beft  age  of  Roman  Poetry,  he  was 
at  Ieaft  of  that  which  preceded  it ;  and  he  himfelf 
refined  it  to  that  degree  of  perfection,  both  in  the 
language  an<l  the  thoughts,  that  he  left  an  eafy 
talk  to  Virgil;  who  as  he  fucceeded  him  in  time, 
fo  he  copied  his  excellencies  :  for  the  method  oi 
the  Georgics  is  plainly  derived  from  him.  Lu- 
cretius had  chofep  a  fulijeiTl  naturally  crabbed  ;  he 
therefore  adorned  it  with  poetical  defcriptions, 
and  precepts  of  morality,  in  the  beginning  and 
ending  of  his  books,  which  you  fee  Virgil  has 
imitated  with  great  fuccefs  in  thofe  four  books, 
which  in  my  opinion  are  more  perfedl  in  their 
kind  than  even  his  divine  ./Eneid.  The  turn  of 
his  verfes  he  has  likewife  followed  in  thcfe  places 
which  Lucretius  has  moft  laboured?  and  fome  of 
his  very  lines  he  has  tranfplanted  into  his  own 
works,  withf'Ut  much  variation.  If  I  am  not 
miftaken,  tlie  diftinguifliing  charaifter  of  Lucre- 
tius (I  mean  of  his  foul  and  genius)  is  a  certain 
kind  of  noble  pride,  and  pofitive  affertion  of  his 
opinions.  He  is  every  where  confident  of  his  owij 
reafon,  and  affuming  an  abfohite  command,  not 
only  over  his  vylgar  readers,  but  even  Jiis  j'atr«i<i 
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Memmius.     For  he  is  always  bidding  him  attend, 
as  if  he  had  the  rod  over  him  ;  and  ufing  a  ma- 
gifterial  authority  while  he  inftru<a:s  him.     From 
his  time  to  ours,  I  know  none  fo  Uke  him,  as  our 
Poet  and   Philofopher  of  Malmefbury,     This  is 
that  perpetual  didtatorfhip,  which  is  exercifed  by 
Lucretius;  who,  though  often  in  the  wrong,  yet 
feems  to  deal  bona  fide  with  liis  reader,  and  tells 
him  pothing  but  what  he  thinks  :  in  which  plain 
fmcerity,  I  believe,  he  differ?  from  our  Hobbes, 
who  could  not  but  be  convinced,  or  at  leaft  doubt ; 
of  fome  eternal   truths,  which   he  has  oppofed. 
But  for  Lucretius,  he  leems  to  difdain  all  manner 
of  replies   and  is  fo  confident  of  his  caufe,  that  he 
is  beforehand  with  his  antagonifts ;    urging  for 
them  whatever  he  imagined  they  could  fay,  and 
leaving  them,  as  he  fuppofes,  without  an  objedlion 
for  the  future  :  all  this  too  with   fo   much  fcorn 
and  indignation,  as  if  he  were  allured  of  the  tri- 
umph before  he  entered  into  the  lifts.     Fron:i  this 
fublime  and  daring  genius  of  his  it  muft  of  necef- 
lity  come  to  pals,  that  his  thoughts  muft.  be  maf- 
culine,  full  of  argumentation,  and  that  fufficiently 
warm.     From  the  fame  fiery  temper  proceeds  the 
loftinefs  of  his  expreflions,  and  the  perpetual  tor- 
rent of  his  verfe,  where  the  barrennefs  of  his  fub- 
jedl  does  not  too  much  conftraiu  the  quicknefs  of 
his  fancy.     For  there  is  no  doubt  to  be  made,  but 
that  he  could  have  been  every  where  as  poetical 
as  he  is  in  his  defcriptions,  and  in  the  moral  part 
of  his  Philofophy,  if  he  had  not  aimed  more  to 
inftruifl,  in  hisfyflem  of  nature,  than  to  delight. 
But  he  was  bent   upon  making  Memmius  a  ma- 
terialift,  and  teaching  him  to  defy  an  invifible 
power.     In  fliert,  he  wasJb  much  an  atheift,  that 
he  forgot  fometimes  to  be  a  Poet.     Thefe  are  the 
confideratioi^  which  I  had  of  that  author  before 
I  attempted  to  trartflate  fome  parts  of  him.     And 
accordingly  I  laid   by   my  natural   diffidence  and 
fcepticifm  for  a  while,  to  take  up  that  dogmatical 
way  of  his,  which,  as  I  faid,  is  fo  much  liis  cha- 
racter, as  to  make  him  that  individual  Poet.     As 
for  his  opinions  concerning  the  mortality  of  the 
foul,  they  are  fo  abfurd,  that  1  cannot,  if  I  would, 
believe  them.     I  think  a  future  flate  demonftrable 
even  by  natural  arguments  ;  at  leaft,  to  take  away 
rewards  and  punifhments  is  only  a  pleafing  prof- 
pe<ft  to  a  man,  who   refolves  before-hand   not  to 
live  morally.     But,  on  the  other  fide,  the  thought 
of  being  nothing  after  death,  is  a  burthen  inlup- 
portabk  to   a  virtuous  man,  even  though  a  hea- 
tlien.     We  naturally  aim  at  happinefs,  and  cannot 
bear  to  have  it  confined  to  the  fhortnel's  of  our 
prefent  being,  efpecially   when  we  coiifider,  that 
virtue  is  generally  unhappy  in  this  world,  and  vice 
■fortunate.     So  that  it  is  hope  of  futurity  alone 
that  makes  this  life  tolerable,  in  expe.2;aiion  of  ^ 
better.     Who  would  not  commit  all  the  excefies, 
to  which  he  is  prompted  by  his  natural  inclina- 
tions, it  he  may  do  them  with  fecurity  while  he  is 
alive,  and  be  incapable  of  punilhment  after  he  i* 
dead .''    If  he  be  cunning   and  fecret   enough  to 
■avoid  the  laws,  and  there  is  no  barid  of  morality 
to  reflrain  him  :  for  fame  and  reputation  are  weak 
ities ;  aiany  men  have  not  the  k^^t  fcr.fe  of  tijcjo : 


powerful  men  a,re  only  awed  by  them,  as  they 
conduce  to  their  intereft,  and  that  not  always, 
when  a  paflion  is  predominant  ;  and  no  man  will 
be  contained  within  the  bounds  of  duty,  when  he 
may  fafcly  tranfgrefs  them.  Thefe  are  my  thoughts 
abftraftedly,  and  without  entering  into  the  no- 
tions of  our  Chriftian  faith,  which  is  the  proper 
bufinefs  of  divines. 

But  tlierc  are  other  arguments  in  this  pocni 
(which  I  have  turned  into  Englifh)  not  belonging 
to  the  mortality  of  the  foul,  which  are  ftrong 
enough  to  a  rcalonable  man,  to  make  him  lefs  in 
love  with  life,  and  confequently  in  lefs  apprehen- 
fions  of  death.  Such  as  are  the  natural  fatictr 
proceeding  from  a  perpetual  enjoyment  of  the 
fame  things ;  the  inconveniencies  cf  old  age,  which 
make  him  incapable  of  corporeal  pleafures ;  the 
decay  of  underftanding  and  memory,  which  render 
him  contemptible,  and  ufelefs  to  others.  Thefe, 
and  many  other  reafons,  lb  pathetically  urged,  fo 
beautifully  expreffed,  fo  adorred  with  examples, 
and  fo  admirably  raifed  by  the  Profopopeia  of  na- 
ture, who  is  brought  in  fpeaking  to  her  children, 
with  fo  much  authority  and  vigour,  defervc  the 
pains  I  have  taken  with  them,  which  I  hope  have 
not  been  unfuccefsful,  or  unworthy  of  my  author. 
At  leaft  I  muft  take  the  liberty  to  own,  that  \ 
was  pleafed  with  my  own  endeavours,  which  but 
rarely  happens  to  me ;  and  that  I  am  not  difla- 
tisfied  upon  the  review  of  any  thing  I  have  done 
in  this  author. 

I  have  not  here  defign'd  to  rob  the  ingenious 
and  learned  tranflator  of  Lucretius  of  any  part  of 
that  commendation  which  he  has  fo  ju ftly  acquin- 
ed  by  the  whole  author,  whofe  fragments  only 
fall  to  my  portion.  What  I  have  now  performed 
is  more  than  I  intended  above  twcn-ty  years  ago- 
The  ways  of  our  tranllations  are  very  different.. 
He  fallows  him  more  clefcly  than  I  have  done, 
which  became  an  interpreter  of  the  whole  Poem  ; 
1  take  more  liberty,  becaufe  it  heft  fuitcd  with  nw 
defign,  which  Was  to  make  him  as  pleafing  as  £ 
could.  He  had  been  too  voluminous  had  he  ufed 
my  method  in  fo  long  a  work ;  and  I  had  cer- 
tainly taken  his,  bad  i  made  it  my  bnfinefs  to 
tranilate  the  whole.  The  preference  then  is  juftly 
his;  and  I  join  with  Mr.  Evelyn  in  the  confefSon 
of  it,  with  this  additional  advantage  to  him,  that 
his  reputation  is  already  eftablifhed  in  this  Poet, 
mine  is  to  make  its  fortuffe  in  the  world.  If  I 
have  been  any  where  obfcure  in  following  our 
common  author,  or  if  Lucretius  himfeif  is  to  be 
condemned,  I  refer  myfclf  to  his  excellent  anno- 
tations, which  1  have  often  read,  and  always  with 
fome  new  pleafure. 

My  preface  begins  already  to  fwell  upon  me, 
and  looks  as  if  1  were  afraid  of  my  reader,  by 
fo  tedious  a  befptaking  of  him  ;  and  yet  I  have 
Horace  and  Theocritus  upon  my  hands  ;  but  the 
Greek  gentleman  fhall  quickly  be  difpatclied,  be- 
caufe I  have  more  bufinefs  with  the  Roman. 

That  which  diflinguiflies  Theocritus  from  all 
other  Poets,  botli  Greek  and  Latin,  and  whiqh 
raifes  him  even  above  Virgil  in  his  Eclogues,  is 
the  inimitable  tend^rnefj  of  his  paluoiis,  anii  iliS 
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natural  exprcfiion  of  t'r.cm  in  words  lb  becon-.inn; 
a  paftoral.  A  fimpHcity  fliines  through  all  lie 
writes.  He  flicws  his  art  and  learnljig-,  by  dif- 
guifing  both.  His  iliepherds  never  rife  above 
their  country  educati<.ri  in  their  complai.Mts  ot  love. 
There  is  the  fame  difference  betwixt,  him  and 
Virgil,  as  there  is  between  TafTo's  Aminta  and 
the  Paftor  Fido  of  Guarini.  Virgil's  fliepherd's 
«re  too  well  read  in  the  philolophy  of  Epicurus 
and  Plato,  and  Giiari.-ii's  fecm  to  have  been  bred 
in  courts.  Bnt  Ilieocritus  and  Taflo  have  taken 
their'o  from  cottages  and  plains.  It  was  faid  of 
Taffo,  in  relation  to  his  finiilitudes,  that  he  never 
departed  from  the  woods,  that  is,  all  his  compa- 
xifons  were  taken  from  the  country.  Tlie  fame 
niay  be  faid  of  our  Theocritus.  He  is  fofter  than 
Ovid  :  he  touches  the  pafiions  more  delicately, 
and  performs  all  this  out  of  liis  own  i'und,  with- 
out diving  into  the  arts  and  fciences  for  a  fupply. 
Evtn  his  Dnric  dialcifl  has  an  incomparable  fweet- 
jiefs  in  its  dov/niflinefs,  like  a  fair  ihephcrdefs  in 
her  country  riiflct,  talking  in  a  Yorklhire  tone. 
This  was  impoffible  for  Virgil  to  imitate,  bccaufe 
the  feverity  of  the  Roman  language  denied  him 
that  advantage.  Spcnfer  has  endeavoured  it 
in  his  Shepherd's  Kaieiidar;  but  neither  will  it 
fucceed  in  EngliHi  :  fnr  which  reafcn  I  have  for- 
bore to  attempt  it.  For  Theocri:as  writ  to  Sici- 
liaus,  who  fpoke  that  dialeiii  ;  and  I  dircdl  this 
part  cf  my  trat.flations  to  our  latlics,  who  neither 
tmdcrftand,  nor  will  take  pleafurc  in  fueh  home- 
ly e.xprtfliciis.     I  (roceed  to  Horace. 

Take  him  in  parts,  arid  he  is  ciiiefly  to  be  con- 
Hdcred  in  his  tbrce  dilTerciit  talents,  as  iie  was  a 
Critic,  a  Satyrift,  and  a  Writer  o!  Odes.  His 
morals  are  isniform,  and  run  ;hrouc;h  all  of  them  : 
for,  let  his  Dutch  coinmtntators  i:iy  what  they 
will,  his  phiiofophy  is  Epicurean  ;  and  he  tnade 
life  of  Gods  and  Providciiec  only  to  feive  a  tu;n 
in  Poetry.  Bu*  fince  ncitiicr  his  Ciincifms, 
which  are  the  mod  infiruiTiive  of  any  that  are 
written  in  this  art,  nor  his  Satires,  which  arc  in- 
comparably beyond  Juven-1's,  if  to  laugh  and 
rally  is  to  be  yircferred  to  rai!it^g  and  declaiming, 
are  no  part  cf  my  vrcfcnt  uiidertukirg,  I  confine 
myfclf  wholly  to  his  Odis.  Thefe  are  :;l.'b  cf  fe- 
vcral  forts  :  fonie  if  ihtin  are  panegyrical,  others 
moral,  the  reft  jovial,  t.r  (if  I  may  fi  caN  them) 
Bacchanalian.  As  difficult  as  he  makes  it,  and  as 
indeed  it  is,  to  imitaft  Piudar,  yet,  in  his  niofl 
elevated  flights,  and  in  the  fuddcn  changes  of  his 
fubjcdl,  with  aimed  imperceptible  connexions, 
that  I'heban  Poet  is  l-.is  mailer.  But  Horace  is 
of  the  more  bounded  fancy,  and  confines  himfelf 
flriJlly  to  one  foit  of  verle,  or  ftanza,  in  every 
Ode.  That  which  will  diftingi.ifh  his  ilyle 
from  all  other  Poets,  is  the  elegance  cf  his  words, 
and  the  numeroiifncfs  ol  his  vcrfe.  'i'here  is  no- 
thing fo  delicately  turned  in  all  the  Roman  lan- 
guage. There  appears  in  every  p;\rt  if  his  dic- 
tion, or  (to  (peak  Ei!glilh)  in  all  his  expreflions, 
a  kind  of  noble  and  hold  purity.  Hi<  wurds  are 
cholcn  with  as  niuciJ  tx..(flncls  as  Virgil's  ;  but 
thejc  fccnis  to  be  a  grcau-r  fpirit  in  tliem.  There 
i»  a  ltd  tt  happincfo  attends  his  choice,  which  in 


Pefronius  is  called,  "  C.iriofa  Feilcitas,"  and  whicli 
1  fuppofe  he  had  from  the  "  Feliciter  audere"  of 
Horace  himfelf.  But  the  moll  diftinguifliing  part 
of  all  his  charadter  fcems  to  me  to  be  his  briik- 
nefs,  his  jollity,  and  his  good  humour  :  and  tliofe 
1  have  chiefly  endeav  u.'ed  to  copy.  His  othcf 
excellencies,  1  confcff,  are  above  my  imitation. 
One  Ode,  wliich  infinitely  pleafed  me  in  the  read- 
ing, I  have  ettempted  to  tranflate  in  Pindaric 
verfe ;  it  is  that  which  is  infcribed  to  the  prefcnt 
Earl  of  Rochefter,  to  whom  I  ha,ve  particular  ob- 
ligations, which  this  fmaii  tcftimony.  of  my  gra- 
titude can  never  pay.  It  is  his  darling  in  the  La- 
tin, and  I  have  taken  f(  me  pains  to  make  it  my 
nnfier-piece  in  Englilh  ;- for  which  reafon  I  took 
this  kind  of  vcrfe,  which  allows  more  latitude 
than  any  other.  Every  one  knows  it  was  intro- 
duced into  our  language  iu  this  age,  by  the  happy 
genius  of  Mr.  Cowley.  The  feeming  eafinefs 
of  it  has  made  it  fpread  :  but  it  has  not  been  con- 
fidered  e;:oi;gh,  to  be  fo  weil  cultivated.  It  lan- 
guifnes  in  almoll;  every  hand  but  his,  and  fome 
very  few,  whom  (to  keep  the  reft  in  counte- 
nance) I  do  not  name.  He,  indeed,  has  brought 
it  as  near  perte61ion  as  was  p;  flible  in  fo  fliort  a 
time.  But  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  fpeak  my 
mind  modeftly,  and  without  injury  to  his  facred 
aflits,  fomewhut  cf  the  purity  of  the  Englifh, 
f<  mewhat  of  more  equal  thoughts,  fomewhat  of 
fweetnefs  in  the  numbers,  in  one  word,  fome- 
wliat  of  a  finer  tvrn,  and  more  I.yricr.l  Verfe,  is 
yet  vvantiiig.  As  for  the  foul  of  it,  which  con- 
lills  in  the  warmth  and  vigour  of  fancy,  the  ma- 
flerly  figures,  and  the  copioufnefs  of  imagination, 
he  has  excelled  all  others  in  this  kind.  Yet,  if  the 
hind  itfelf  be  capable  of  mere  perfedlion,  though 
rather  in  the  oriKimental  parts  of  it  than  the  ef- 
lential,  what  rules  of  m(.raiity  or  rcfpecl  have  I 
broken,  iu  naming  the  defedls,  that  they  may 
hereafter  be  amended?  Imitation <is  a  nice  point, 
and  there  are  few  jicets  v.'ho  deferve  to  be  models 
in  all  they  write.  Milton's  Paradife  Loft  is  admi- 
rable;  but  am  I  therefore  bound  to  maintain,  that 
there  are  no  flats  againft  his  tlevitions,  when  it 
is  evident  he  creeps  along  fometin-.es  for  above  an 
hundred  yards  together?  Cannot  I  admire  the 
height  of  his  invention,  and  the  ftrergth  of  his 
eAprefTion, without  defending  his  antiquated  words, 
and  the  perpetual  harflineis  of  their  found  ?  It 
is  as  much  commendation  as  a  man  can  bear,  to 
own  him  excellent  ;  all  beyond  it  is  idolatry. 
Since  Pindar  was  the  Prince  of  Lyric  Poets,  let 
me  have  leave  to  f.ij-,  that,  in  imitating  him,  our 
numbers  Ihould,  f.-r  the  moll  part  be  Lyrical. 
For  variety,  or  rather  where  the  majelly  of 
thought  requires  it,  they  may  be  ftretched  to  the 
Englilh  Heioic  of  five  feet,  and  to  the  Frencli 
Alexandrine  ef  Ct.  Eut  the  car  muft  prefide, 
and  tUtcdl  the  judgme;,t  to  the  choice  of  num- 
bers. Without  the  nicity  cf  this,  the  harmony  of 
Pindaric  Verfe  can  never  be  con-.plete  ;  the  ca- 
dency of  one  line  mull  be  a  rule  to  that  of  the 
next;  and  the  found  of  the  former  miift  Aide 
gently  into  that  which  follows,  without  leaj  iiipf 
Ironi  one  extreme  into  another.     It  muit  be  doim 
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like  the  ftiadowing  of  a  plcSlure,  which  falls  by- 
degrees  into  a  daxker  colour.  I  fliall  be  glad,  if  I 
have  fo  explained  myfeif  as  to  be  underftood ; 
but  if  [  have  not,  "  quod  nequeo  dicere  &  fentio 
"  tantum"  niuft  be  my  excufe.  There  remains 
much  more  to  be  faid  on  this  fubje6t;  but,  to 
avoid  envy,  I  will  be  filent.  Wiiat  I  have  faid  is 
the  general  opinion  of  the  heft  judges,  and  in  a 
manner  has  been  forced  from  me,  by  feeing  a 
nobler  fort  of  Poetry  fo  happily  reftorcd  by  one 
man,  and  fo  grofsly  copied  by  almoll  all  the  reft. 
A  muficalear,  and  a  great  genius,  if  "another  Mr. 
Cowley  could  arife  in  another  age,  and  bring  it 
to  perfedlion.     In  the  mean  time. 

"   Fungar  vice  cotis,  acutum 

"   Reddere  quse  ferrum  valet,  exfors  ipfa  fe- 
"  candi." 


To  conclude,  I  am  fenfible  that  1  have  written 
this  too  haflily  and  too  loofely  :  I  fear  1  have 
been  tedious,  and,  which  is  worfe,  it  comes  out 
from  the  firft  draught,  and  uncorrected.  This,  T 
grant,  is  no  excufe ;  fur  it  may  be  reafonably 
urged,  why  did  he  not  write  with  xnore  l^ifure, 
or,  if  he  had  it  not  (which  was  certainly  my  cafe), 
why  did  he  attempt  to  write  on  fo  nice  a  fubjedi  ? 
This  objeftion  is  unanfwerable ;  but,  in  part  of 
recompence,  let  me  affure  the  reader,  that,  in 
hafty  produflions,  he  is  fure  to  meet  with  an  au- 
thor's prefent  fenfe,  which  cooler  thoughts  would 
polTibly  have  difguifed.  There  is  undoubtedly- 
more  of  fpirit,  though  not  of  judgment,  in  thefe 
incorreft  Effays,  and  confequently,  though  my  ha- 
zard be  the  greater,  yet  the  reader's  pleafure  is 
not  the  lefs. 

JOHNDRYDEN. 
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AMARYLLIS: 


OR, 


rHE  THIRD  IDTLIUM  OF  THEOCRITUS, 


,    PARAPHRASED. 


ray  : 

1   I 

lead.  ) 


To  Amaryllis  Love  compels  my  way. 

My  browzing  goats  upon  the  mountains  ftray  : 

0  Tityrus,  tend  them  well,  and  fee  them  fed 
In  paftures  frefti,  and  to  their  watering  led 
And  'ware  the  ridgling  with  his  budding  head, 
Ah,  beauteous  nymph  !  can  you  forget  your  love, 
'J  "he  confcious  grottos,  and  the  fliady  grove  ; 
Where  ftretch'd  at  eafc  your  tender  limbs  were 

laid, 
Your  namelefs  beauties  nakedly  difplay'd  ? 
Then  I  was  call'd  your  darling,  your  dtfirc, 
With  kilks  fuch  as  let  my  foul  on  fire  : 
But  you  are  chang'd,  yet  1  am  ftill  the  fame  ; 
My  heart  maintains  for  Ifoth  a  double  flame  ; 
Griev'd,  but  unmov'd,  and  patient  of  your  fcorn  : 
So  faithful  I,  and  yon  fo  much  forfworn  ! 

1  die,  and  death  will  finilh  all  my  pain  ; 
Yet,  e'er  I  die,  behold  me  cince  again  : 

And  I  fo  much  deform'd,  fo  chang'd  of  late  ? 
What  partial  judges  are  our  love  and  hate  I 
Ten  wildings  have  I  gather'd  for  my  dear; 
How  ruddy,  like  your  lips,  their  ftreaks  appear  ! 
l-'ar  off  you  view'd  them  with  a  longing  eye 
Upon  the  topmod  branch  ("the  tree  was  high) : 
Yet  nimbly  up,  from  bough  to  bough  I  fwerv'd, 
And  for  to-morrow  have  ten  mere  referv'd. 
Look  on  me  kindly,  and  fomc  pity  flicw. 
Or  give  mc  lea  re  ftt  lead  to  look  on  you. 


Some  God  transform  me  by  his  heavenly  powe* 
Ev'n  to  a  bee  to  buzz  within  your  bovver. 
The  winding  ivy  chaplet  to  invade. 
And  folded  fern  that  your  fare  forehead  (hade. 
Now  to  my  coft  the  force  of  Love  I  find  ; 
The  heavy  hand  it  bears  on  human-kind. 
The  milk  of  tigers  was  his  infant  food,  "\ 

Taught  from  his  tender  years  the  tafte  of  blood  ;  { 
His  brother  whelps  and  he  ran  wild  about  the  C 
wood.  J 

Ah,  nymph,  train'd  up  in  his  tyrannic  court. 
To  make  the  fufFerings  of  your  flaves  your  fport  ! 
Unheeded  ruin  !   treacherous  delight  ! 

0  polifli'd  hardnefs  foften'd  to  the  fight  ! 
Whofe  radiant  eyes  your  ebon  brows  adorn. 
Like  midnight  thofe,  and  thefe  like  break  of  morn  ! 
Smile  once  again,  revive  me  with  your  charms; 
And  let  me  die  contented  in  your  arms. 

1  would  not  alk  to  live  another  day, 
Might  I  but  fweetly  kifs  my  foul  away. 
Ah,  why  am  I  from  empty  joys  debarr'd  ? 
for  kiffcs  are  but  empty  when  compar'd. 

I  rave,  and  in  my  raging  fit  fhall  tear 
The  garland,  which  I  -vove  for  you  to  wear, 
Of  parfly,  with  a  wreath  of  ivy  bound, 
And  border'd  with  a  tofy  edging  tound. 
What  pangs  I  feel,  unpity'd  and  unhear'd  ! 
Sint©  I  muft  die,  why  is  my  fate  dcfert'd ! 
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3  ftrip  my  body  of  my  fhepherd's  frock  : 

Behold  that  dreadful  downfall  of  a  rock, 

"Where  yon  old  filher  views  the  waves  from  high! 

' Tis  that  convenient  leap  I  mean  to  try. 

You  would  be  pleas'd  to  fee  me  plunge  to  fhore, 

But  better  pleas'd  if  I  fliould  rile  no  more. 

I  might  have  read  my  fortune  long  ago, 

AVhcn,  feeking  my  fuccefs  in  love  to  know, 

I  try'd  th'  infallible  prophetic  way, 

A  poppy-leaf  upon  my  palm  to  by  : 

1  llruck,  and  yet  no  lucky  crack  did  follow  ; 

Yet  I  fcruck  hard,  and  yet  tlie  leaf  lay  hoUov/  : 

And  which  was  worfe,  if  any  worfe  could  prove, 

The  withering   leaf   foreftiew'd    your  withering 

love. 
YSt  farther  (ah,  h«w  far  a  lover  dares !) 
jMy  laft  recourfe  I  had  to  fieve  and  fheers ; 
And  told  the  witch  Agreo  my  difeafe  : 
Agreo,  that  in  harvell  us'd  to  leafe  : 
But  harvefb  done,  to  chare-work  did  afpird  ; 
Meat,  drink,  and  two-pence,  was  her  daily  hire. 
To  work  Ihe  went,  her  charms  fhe  mutter'd  o'er,"! 
And  yet  the  refty  fieve  wagg'd  ne'er  the  more  ;  V 
1  wept  for  woe,  the  tefly  beldame  fwore,  j 

And,  foaming  vvith  her  God,  foretold  my  fate ; 
That  I  was  doom'd  to  love,  and  you  to  hate. 
A  milk-white  goat  for  you  I  did  provide ; 
Two  milk-white  kids  ran  frifking  by  her  fide, 
Tor  which  the  nut-brown  lafs,  Erithacis, 
Tull  often  oifei'd  many  a  favcury  kifs. 
Hers  they  fhall  be,  fince  you  refufe  the  price  : 
"What    madman     would     o'erftand    his    market 

twice  I 
!My  right  eye  itches,  fome  good  luck  is  near,      T 
Perhaps  my  Amaryllis  may  appear  ;  J- 

I'll  fet  up  fuch  a  note  as  fhe  fliall  hear.  j 

What  nymph  but  my  melcdious  voice  would  movi;  ? 
She  muil  be  flint,  if  fhe  rcfufc  my  love. 
Vol.  VI. 


'if^ !  i 


Hippomenes,  who  ran  with  noble  ftrlfc 

To  win  his  lady,  or  to  lolo  his  life, 

(What  fiiift  fome  men  will  make  to  get  a  wi 

'rhrevv  down  a  golden  apple  in  her  way  ; 

For  all  her  halte  {ht  could  not  choofc  but  flay  : 

Renown  fiid.  Run;    the  glitiering  bribe  cty.'d. 

Hold  ; 
The  man  mig'it  have  been  hang'd,  but  for  his  gold. 
Yet  fome  fiippofe  'twas  Love  (fcm»e  few  indeed) 
That  flopt  the  fatal  fury  of  her  fpeed : 
She  faw,  Ihe  figh'd  ;  her  nimble  feet  refufe 
Their  wonted  fpeed,  and  (he  took  pains  to  iofe. 
A  Prophet  fome.  and  fome  a  Poet  cry, 
(No  matter  which,  fo  ncirher  of  them  lie) 
From  llespy  Othrys'  top  to  Pylus  drove 
His  herd  ;  ar,d  for  his  pains  eiiioy'd  his  love  : 
If  fuch  another  wager  fhould  be  laid, 
I'll  find  the  man,  if  you  can  find  the  maid. 
Why  name  I  m.en,  when  Love- extended  finds 
His  power  on  high,  and  on  celeftial  minds  ; 
Venus  the  fiiepherd's  homely  habit  took. 
And  manag'd  fomething  clfe  befides  the  crook; 
Kay,  when  Adonis  died,  was  heard  to  roar, 
i\nd  never  from  her  heart  forgave  t'le  boar* 
How  blcft  was  fair  Endymion  with  his  Moon, 
Who  fleeps  on  Latmos'  top  from  night  to  noon  ! 
What  Jafon  from  Medea's  love  poflell. 
You  fhall  not  liesr,  but  know  'tis  like  the  refl;. 
My  aking  head  can  Icarce  fupport  the  pain  ; 
This  curfed  love  will  furely  turn  my  brain  : 
Feel  how  it  fhoots,  and  yet  you  take  no  pity  5 
Nay  then  'tis  time  to  end  my  doleful  ditty. 
A  clammy  fweat  does  o'er  m'/  temples  creep; 
My  heavy  eyes  are  urg'd  wi[h  iron  fleep  : 
I  lay  me  down  to  gafp  my  lateft  breath, 
The  wolves  will  get  a  breakf.ifl  by  my  dealh  J 
Yet  fcarce  enougli  their  hunper  to  fupply, 
For  Love  has  made  me  carrion  e'er  1  die. 
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rv-Ei.vE  Spartan  virgins,  noble,  ycAing,  and  fair, 
'■•Vith  violet  wreaths  adorn'd  their  flowing  hair; 
And  to  the  pompous  palace  did  lefort, 
''.Vhere  Mcnelans  kept  his  royal  com  r. 
'i'here  hand  in  hand  a  comely  choir  they  led ; 
'i'o  ling  a  bleffii.g  to  his  nuptial  bed, 
With   curious   needles   wrought,   and    painted 

flowers  befpreiul. 
Jove's  beauteous  daughter  now  hi«  bride  mufh  be, 
And  Jove  himfelf  was  lefs  a  God  thau  he  : 
Tor  this  their  artful  hands  inftruft  the  lute  to  found, 
Their  feet  aftft  their  hands,  and  jullly  beat  the 

ground. 
This  was  their  fong  :   Why,  happy  bridegroom, 

why, 
r.re  yet  the  liars  are  kindled  in  the  iky, 
Ere  twilight  fliadcs,  or  evening  dews  urc  (bed, 
Why  doll  thou  Ileal  fo  foon  away  to  bed  ? 
Has  Somniis  brufli'd  thy  eye-lids  with  his  rod,  ") 
Or  do  thy  legs  refufe  to  bear  their  load,  > 

With  Cowing  howls  of  a  more  generous  God  ?  j 
If  gentle  flumber  on  thy  tcmpks  crtep, 
(But,  naughty  man,  thou  doH;  not  mean  to  Ccep) 
Betake  thee  to  thy  bed,  thou  drowzy  drone. 
Sleep  by  thyfclf,  and  leave  thy  bride  alone  : 
(Jo,  leave  her  w'vh  her  maiden  mates  to  play. 
At  fjjcrts  more  harmlcfs  till  the  brt-ik  of  day  : 


Give  us  this  evening  ;  thou  haft  morn  and  night, 
And  all  the  year  before  thee,  for  delight. 
O  happy  youth  !  tn  thee,  among  the  crowd. 
Of  rival  princes,  Cupid  fneez'd  aloud; 
And  every  lucky  omen  fent  before. 
To  meet  thee  lan.'ing  on  the  Spartan  fhore. 
Of  all  our  heroes  thou  cinft  boaft  alone, 
'I'hat  Jove,  wht-ne'er  he  thunders,  calls  thee  fon  : 
Betwi.\t  two  (beets  thou  flialt  enjoy  her  bare,     ^ 
With  whom  no  Grecian  virgin  can  compare ;      ^ 
So  fofc,  fo  fweet,  fo  balmy,  and  fo  fair.  J 

A  boy,  like  thee,  would  make  a  kingly  line  : 
But  oh,  a  girl  liKe  her  mud  be  divine. 
Her  equals,  we,  in  years,  but  not  in  face, 
Twelvcfcore  viragoes  of  the  Spartan  race, 
While  naked  to  Eurota's  banks  we  bend. 
And  there  in  manly  exercife  contend, 
When  Ihe  appears,  are  all  ecllps'd  and  l"ft. 
And  hide  t!ie  beauties  that  we  made  our  boaft. 
So,  when  the  iii'^ht  and  winter  difappear. 
The  purple  inon.ing,  rifing  wiih  the  year, 
Salutes  the  fpring,  as  her  celeftial  eyts 
Adorn  the  world,  and  brighten  all  the  levies  : 
So  beauteous  Helen  flvines  among  the  refl, 
Tall,  flender,  ftraight,  with  all  tlie  Graces  blcft. 
As  pinoTthe  mountains,  or  as  fields  the  cornj 
Or  ;.»  Tl.effilian  fteedi  the  race  adon; ; 
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po  rofy-colotir'd  Helen  is  the  pride 

or  Lacedsemon,  and  of  Greece  befide. 

i.ike  her  no  nymph  can  wilhijg  ofiers  bend.   ■,  ~\ 

In  baflcct-woris,    which  painted   ftreaks  com-  / 

nierxd .:  •  C 

With  Palla?  ill  the  loom  Jhe  may  contend.  J 

IJut  none,  ah  !  none  can  animate  the  lyre. 
And  the  mute  ftrin^s  with  vocal  fouls  infpire ; 
Whether  the  learn'd  Minerva  be  her  theme, 
0r  chafte  Diana  bathing  in  the  ilreani  : 
None  can  record  their  heavenly  praife  fo  well,      ,,. 
As  Helen,    in  whcfc  eyes   ten  thoufand  Cupids 

dwell, 
Q  fair,  O  graceful !  yet  with  maids  inrpU'd, 
iiut  whom  tQ-morrow's  fyn  a  matron  fhall  behold 
Yet  ere  to-morrow's, fun  Ihail  fliew  his  head,     ~\ 
The  dewy  paths  of  meadows  we  will  tread,         V 
For  crowns  ar^d  chaplets  to  adorn  thy  head.  ,  .     j 
Where  all  (hall  weep  and  wifa  for  thy  return, 
jfi-s  bleating  lambs  their  abfent  mother  mourn. 
Our  nobleft  maid,s  (hall  to  thy  name  bequeath 
The  boughs  of  Lotos,  form'd  into  a  wreath. 
This  monument,  thy  maiden  beauty's  due, 
Kigh  on  a  plane-tree  Ihall  be  hung  to  view  : 


On  the  fmooth  rind  the  paffenger  fliall  fee 
Thy,  name,  engrav'd,  and  worlhip  Helen's  tree  : 
Balm,  from  a,  filver  box  diflili'd  around,    [ground. 
Shall   all.  bedc;vv  the  roots,  and  fcent  the  facred 
The  balm,  'tis  true,  can  aged  plants  prolong. 
But  Helen's  name  will  keep  it  ever  young. 
Hail  bride,  hail  bridegroom,  fon-in-law  to  Jove! 
With  fruitful  joys  Latona  blefs  your  love  ; 
Let  Venus  furnilh  you  with  full  defires. 
Add  vigour  to  your  wills,  and  fuel  to  your  fires  : 
Almighty  Jove  augment  your  wealthy  (tore, 
Give  much  to  you,  and  to  his  grandfons  more. 
From  generous  loins  a  generous  race  will  fpringf. 
Each  girl,  like  her,  a  queen ;  each  boy,  like  you, 

a  king. 
Now  fleep,  jf  lleep  you  can  ;  but  while  you  reft. 
Sleep  clofe,  with  folded  arms,  and  breaft  to  breall : 
Rife  in  the  morn  ;  but  oh  !  before  you  rife. 
Forget  not  to  perform  your  niorning  facrifice. 
We  will  be  with  you  ere  the  crowing  cock 
Salutes  the  light,  and  ftruts  before  his  feather'd 

,     flock, , 
Hymen,  oh  Hymen,  t«  thy  triumphs  run, 
find  view  the  mighty  fpoils  thou  hail  in  battle  won. 


THE    DESPAIRING   LOVER, 
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"Wtrn  inaufpicious  love,  a  wretched  fwaia 
Purfued  the  faired  nymph  of  all  the  plain  ; 
Faireft  indeed,  but  proud^'r  far  than  fair, 
Cihe  plung'd  him  hopelefs  in  a  deep  defpair  : 
Her  heavenly  form  too  haughtily  (he  priz'd, 
His  perfon  hated,  and  his  gifts  defpis'd  ; 
Nor  knew  the  force  of  Cupid's  cruel  darts. 
Nor  fear'd  his  awful  power  on  human  hearts  ; 
But  either  fi'om  her  hopelefs  lover  fled, 
Or  with  difdainful  glances  (hot  iiim  dead. 
No  kifs,  no  look,  to  cheer  t'ue  drooping  boy  ; 
No  word  (lie  fpoke,  fhe  fdorn'd  cv'n  to  deny. 
But,  as  a  hunted  panther  cafls  about  [fcoiit,  I 

Her  glaring  eyes,  and  pricks  her  hTtening  ears  to  , 
S,o  (he,  to  fhun  his  toils,  her  cares  employ'd,  I 

And  fiercely  in  her  favage  freedom  joy'd.  ! 

Her  mouth   (he  wrich'd,  her  forehead  taught  to  j 
frown,  j 

Her  eyes  to  fparkle  fires  to  lov;  unknown  ;  | 


Her  fallow  cheeks  htT  envious  mind  did  Ihew, 
And  every  feature  fpoke  aloud  the  curilnefs  of  a 

fhrevv, 
Yet  could  not  he  iiis  obvious  fate  efcape  : 
His  love  (till  drefs'd  her  in  a  pleaCng  (hape  ; 
And  every  fuHen  frown,  and  bitter  (corn, 
But  fann'd  the  fuel  that. coo  fafl  did  burn. 
Long  time,  unequal  to  his  mighty  pain. 
He  rtrove  to  curb  it,  but  he  lirove  in  vain  ; 
At  laft  his  woes  broke  out,  and  begg'd  relief 
With  tears,  the  dumb  petitioners  of  grief  : 
With  tears  fo  tender  as  adorn'd  his  love, 
And  any  heart,  but  only  he.',s,  would  move. 
Trembling  before  her  bolted  doors  he  flood. 
And  there  pour'd  out  th'  unprofitable  flood  : 
Staring  hi.-  eyes,  and  haggar"d  was  his  look  ; 
Thcji,  kifling  firfl:  the  threfliold,  thus  he  fpoke  : 
Ah  nymph,  more  cruel  than  of  human  race  1 
Thy  tigfifs  heart  belits  thy  angel  face  : 
Bb  j 
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Too  well  thou  (hew'dft  thy  pedigree  from  ftone  : 
Thy  graiidame's  was  the  lirft  by  Pyrrha  thrown  : 
Unwortliy  theu  to  be  fo  lon'j;  dcfir'd ; 
But  fo  my  love,  and  fo  my  fate  requir'd. 
1  beg  not  novf  (for  'tis  in  vain)  to  live; 
But  take  this  gift,  the  lall:  that  I  can  give. 
This  friendly  cord  flial!  foon  decide  the  flrife 
Betwixt  my  lrngering\(ove  and  loathfonie  life : 
This  moment  puts  an  end  to  all  my  pain  ; 
Lfhall  IK)  more  defpair,  nor  thou  difdain. 
Farewell,  ungrateful  and  unkind  !   1  go 
Condeiiin'd  by  thee  to  thofe  fad  fhades  below. 
1  go  th'  eztremeft  remedy  to  prove, 
To  drink  oblivioa,  and  to  drench  my  love  : 
There  happily  to  lof^  my  long  defires  ; 
But  ah  !  what  draught  fo  deep  to  quench  my  fires? 
JFarewcU,  ye  never  opening  gates,  ye  flones. 
And  iJirelhold  guilty  of  my  midnight  moans. 
What  I  have  fuffer'd  here,  ye  know  too  well; 
^\'hat  I  fhall  do,  the  Gods  and  I  can  tell. 
The  rofe  is  fragrant,  but  it  fades  in  ti.ne  ; 
I'he  violet  iweet,  but  quickly  paft  the  prime  ; 
White  lilies  hang  their  heads,  and  foon  decay. 
And  whiter  fiiow  in  minutes  melts  away  : 
Such  is  your  blooming  youth,  and  withering  fo: 
The  time   will   come,   it   will,  when    you   fhall 

know 
The  rage  of  love ;  your  haughty  heart  fhall  burn 
)n  flames  like  rjii"*^)  and  meet  a  like  return. 
Obdurate  as  you  are,  oh  1  hear  at  leaft 
My  dying  prayers,  and  grant  my  laft  requeft. 
When  firll  you  ope  your  doors,  and  palling  by 
The  fud  ill  omen'd  ohjeiSt  meets  your  eye, 
Tnicik  it  not  loft,  a  moment  if  you  ftay ; 
'i'he  hreaihlefi  wretch,  fo  made  by  you,  furvey  : 
Some  cruel  pleaiure  will  from  thence  arile, 
To  view  the  mii;hty  ravage  of  your  eyes. 
I  wifh  (but  oh  !  my  wilh  is  vain,  I  fear) 
The  kind  oblation  of  a  falling  tear  : 
'J'hen  lo(  fc  the  knot,  and  take  me  from  the  place, 
And  Jprcad  your  mantle  o'er  my  grizly  face  ; 


Upon  my  livid  lips  bellow  a  kifs  : 
O  envy  not  the  dead ;  they  feel  not  blifs  f 
Nor  fear  your  kiffes  can  reftore  my  breath  ; 
Ev'n  you  are  not  more  pitylefs  than  death. 
Then  for  my  corpfe  a  homely  grave  provide, 
Which  love  and  me  from  public  fcorn  may  hide. 
Thrice    call    upon    my  name,    thrice   beat  your 

bread, 
And  hail  me  thrice  to  everlafting  reft  : 
Laft,  let  my  tomb  this  fad  infcription  bear  ;       "y 
A  wretch,  whom  love  has  kill'd,  lies  buried  V 
O  pafTengers,  Aminta's  eyes  beware.        [here  :  J 

Thiis  having  faid,  and  furious  with  his  love. 
He  heav'd  with  more  than  human  force  to  move 
A  weighty  {lone  (the  labour  of  a  team), 
And  rais'd  from  thence  he  reach'd  the  neighbour- 
ing beam  : 
Around  its  bulk  a  Aiding  knot  he  throws. 
And  fitted  to  his  neck  the  fatal  noofe  ; 
Then  fpurning  backward,  took  a  fwing,  till  death 
Crept  up,  and  ftopt  the  paffage  of  his  breath. 
The  bounce  burft  ope  the  door  :    the  fcornful  fair 
Relentlefs  Icok'd,  and  faw  him  beat  his  quivering 

feet  in  air  ; 
Nor  wept  his  fate,  nor  caft  a  pitying  eye. 
Nor  took  him  down,  but  brulh'd  regardlefs  by  : 
And,  as  Ihe  paft,  her  chance  or  fate  was  fuch, 
Her  garments  touch'd  the  dead,  polluted  by  the 

tcuch  : 
Next  to  the  dance,  thence  to  the  bath  did  mote ; 
The  haih  was  facred  to  the  God  of  Love  ; 
Whofe  injur'd  image,  with  a  wrathful  eye. 
Stood  threatening  from  a  pedeftal  on  high  : 
Kodding  a  while,  and  watchful  of  his  blow, 
He  fell,  and  falling,  crufli'd  th'  ungrateful  nympk 

below  : 
Her  gufning  hlood  the  pavement  all  befmear'd  : 
And  this  her  laft  expiring  voice  was  herad  : 
Lovers,    farewell ;    revenge    has    reach'd    ray 
fcorn  :  [turn. 

Thus  warn'd,  be  wife,  and  love  for  love  ra- 
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THE  BEGINNING  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK  { 
OF  LUCRETIUS.  } 

Delight  of  human  kind,  and  Gods  above, 
Parent  of  Rome,  propitious  Queen  nf  Love,  j 

Whofe  vital  power,  air,  earth,  and  fea,  fupplies  ; 
And  breeds  whate'er  is  born  beneath  the  rolling 

fkies : 
Tor  every  kind,  by  thy  prolific  might,  ; 

Springs,  and  beholds  the  regions  of  the  light. 
Thee,  Goddefs,  thee  the  clouds  and  tempefts  fear, 
And  at  thy  pleafing  prefence  difappear  : 
Tor  thee  the  land  in  fragrant  flowers  is  dreft  ; 
Tor  thee  the  ocean  fmiles,   and  fmooths  her 

wavy  bread ; 
And  heaven  itfelf  with  more  fercne  and  purer 

light  is  bleft. 
For  when  the  rifing  fpring  adorns  the  mead.. 
And  a  new  fcene  of  nature  Hands  difplay'd ; 
When  teeming  buds  and  cheerful  greens  appear, 
And  weftern  gales  unlock  the  bzy  year. 
The  joyous  birds  thy  welcome  firfl;  exprcfs, 
Whofc  native  fongs  thy  genial  fire  confcfs  : 
Then  favage  beafts  bound  o'er  their  flighted  food, 
Struck  with  thy  darts,   and  tempt  the  raging 

flood. 
All  nature  is  thy  gift ;  earth,  air,  and  fea ;  ~i 

Of  all  that  breathes,  the  various  progeny,  >■ 

Stung  with  delight,  is  goaded  on  by  thee. 
O'er  barren  mountains,  o'er  the  flowery  plain, 
The  leafy  foreft,  and  the  liquid  main. 
Extends  thy  uncontrol'd  and  boundlefs  reign  : 
Through  all  the  living  regions  doft  thou  move. 
And  fcatter'ft,  where  thou  go'ft,  the  kindly  feeds 

of  love. 
Since  then  tlie  race  of  every  living  thing 
Obeys  thy  power;  fiiice  nothing  new  can  fpring 
Without  thy  warmth,  without  thy  influence  bear. 
Or  beautiful  or  lovefume  cap  appear  ; 
Be  thou  my  aid,  my  tuneful  fong  infpire. 
And  kindle  with  thy  own  produdive  fire  : 
While  all  thy  province.  Nature,  1  fur\'ey,  ") 

And  fing  to  Memmius  an  immortal  lay  ( 

Of  heaven  and  earth,    and  every  where  thyT 
-  wondrous  power  difplay  ;  J 


:i 


To  Memmius,  under  thy  fweet  influence  born. 
Whom  thou  with  all  thy  gifts  and  graces  doft 

adorn. 
The  rather  then  aflift  my  Mufe  and  me, 
Infufinrr  verfes  worthy  him  and  thee.  [ceafe. 

Meantime  on  land   and  fea  let  barbarous  difcord 
And  lull  the  liftening  world  in  univerfal  peace. 
To  thee  mankind  their  foft  repofe  mufl;  owe. 
For  thou  alone  that  blelTiag  canft  bcftow ; 
Becaufe  the  brutal  bufinefs  of  the  war 
Is  manag'd  by  thy  dreadful  fervant's  care  ; 
Who  oft  retires  from  fighting  fields,  to  prove    ' 
The  pleafing  pains  of  thy  eternal  love  ; 
And,  panting  on  thy  breafl,  fupinely  lies. 
While  with  thy  heavenly  form  he  feeds  his  fa- 

mifh'd  eyes. 
Sucks  in  with  open  lips  thy  balmy  breath,  [death. 
By  turns  reflor'd  to  life,   and  plung'd  in  pleafing 
There  while  thy  curling  limbs  about  him  move, 
Involv'd  and  fettcr'd  in  the  Unks  of  love. 
When,  wifliing  all,  he  nothing  can  deny. 
Thy  charms  in  that  aufpicioui  moment  try. 
With  winning  eloquence  our  peace  implore. 
And  quie".  to  the  weary  world  rellore. 


THE  BEGINNING  OF  THE  SECOND 
BOOK  OF  LUCRETIUS. 

Tis  pleafant,  fafely  to  behold  from  fnore 
The  rolling  fiiip,  and  hear  the  tempeft  roar: 
Not  that  another's  pain  is  our  delight ;    ^ 
But  pains  unfelt  produce  the  pleafing  fight. 
'Tis  pleafant  alio  to  behold  from  far 
The  moving  legions  mingled  in  the  war  : 
But  much  more  fweet  thy  labouring  fleps  to" 
guide  ( 

To  virtue's  heights,  with  wifjom  well  fupply'd,  ( 
And  all  the  magazines  of  learning  fortify'd  :      , 
From  thence  to  look  below  on  human  kin.i, 
Bev^ildei'd  in  the  maze  of  hfe,and  blind  j 
B  b  iij 
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To  fee  vain  fools  ambitioufly  contend 

For  wit  and  power;  ihcir  laft  endeavours  bend 

T'  outfnine    each    other,    vvalic   their  time  and 

health 
In  fearch  of  honour,  and  purfuit  of  wealth. 
O  wretched  man  !  in  what  a  mifl  of  life, 
liiclos'd  with  liangers  and  with  noify  ftrife, 
Hefpendshii  little  Ipan,  and  overfeeds     ■ 
His  cramm'd  delires  with  more  than  nature  needs! 
for  nature  wifely  flints  our  appetite. 
And  craves  no  more  than  undiflurb'd  delight ; 
\Vliich  minds,  unmix'd  with  cares  ahd  fears,  ob- 
tain ; 
A  foul  ferene,  a  body  void  of  pain. 
So  little  this  corporeal  frame  requires. 
So  bounded  are  our  natural  defires, 
That,  wanting  all,  and  fetting  pain  afide. 
With  bare  privatiou  fenfe  is  fatisf) 'd. 
It  golden  fconces  hang  not  on  the  walls, 
To  light  the  coftly  fuppers  and  the  bails; 
If  the  proud  palace  fhines  not  with  the  flate 
Of  burnifti'd  bowls,  and  of  refletfted  plate;- 
If  vvell-tun'd  harps,  nor  the  more  pleafing  found 
Of  voice?,  from  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound ; 
Yet  on  the  grafs,  beneath  a  poplar  fhade. 
By  the  cool  ftream,  our  carelefs  limbs  are  laid; 
With  cheaper  pleafurcs  innocently  bleftj 
When  the  warm  Ipring  with  gaudy  flowers  is 
drefl.  ■     —   : 

Nor  will  the  raging  fever's  fire  abate, 
With  golden  canopies  and  beds  of  ftate  : 
But  the  poor  patient  will  as  foon  be  found 
On  the  hard  niattrafs,  or  the  mother  ground. 
Then  fince  our  bodies  are  not  eas'd  the  more 
By  birth,  or  power,  or  fortune's  wealthy  ftore, 
'Tis  plain,  thefe  ufelefs  toys  of  every  kind 
As  littlecan  relieve  the  labouring  mind; 
Unlefs  v;c  could  fuppofe  the  dreadful  fight 
O/  marfhal'd  legions  moving  to  the  fight, 
Could,  with  tl'.eir  found  and  terrible  array, 
Expel  our  fears,  and  drive  the  thoughts  of  death 

■away. 
But  fijice  the  fuppofition  vain  appears, 
Sinre  clingLng  cares,  and  trains  of  inbred  feats. 
Ale  noi  with  founds  to  be  affrighted  thence. 
But  in  the  niidfl  of  pomp  purfue  the  prince. 


Not  aw'd  by  arms,  but  in  the  prefence  bold. 
Without  relpedl  to  purple  or  to  gold  ;  ■ 
Why  fhould  not  we  thefe  pageantries  defpife, 
Whofe  worth  but  in  our  want  of  reafon  lies  ? 
For  liie  is  all  in  wandering  errors  led; 
And  juft  as  children  are  furpriz'd  with  dread. 
And  tremble  in  the  dark,  fo  riper  years, 
Ev'n  in  broad  day-light,  are  poffefs'd  with  fears. 
And  ihake  at  fhadows  fanciful  and  vain 
As  thofe  which  in  the  breafls  of  children  reign. 
Thelc  bugbears  of  the  mind,  this  inward  hell,^ 
No  rays  of  outward  funfiiine  can  difpel ; 
But  nature  and  right  reafon  muft  dilplay 
Their  beams  abroad,  and  bring  the  darkfome  i^vl 
to  day. 


FROM  THE  FIFTH  BOOK  OF  LU- 
'      •    CRETIUS. 

"  Turn  porro  puer,  &c.  " 

Thus,  Ifke  a  failor  by  a  tempefl:  hurl'd 
Afhore,  the  babe  is  fiiipwrcck'd  on  the  world  ) 
Naked  he  lies,  and  ready  to  expire ; 
Helplefs  of  all  that  human  wants  require ; 
Expos'd  upon  unhofpitable  earth. 
From  the  firft  moment  of  his  haplefs  birth. 
Straight  with  foreboding  cries  he  fills  the  room, 
Too  true  prefages  of  his  future  doom. 
But  flocks  and  herds,  and  every  favage  beaft. 
By  more  indulgent  nature  are  increas'd. 
They  want  no  rattles  for  their  froward  mood, 
Nur  nurfe  to  reconcile  them  to  their  food,      i 
With  broken  words ;  nor  winter  blafls  they  fear; 
Nor  change  their  habits  with  the  changing  year;- 
Nor,  for  their  fafety,  citadels  prepare ; 
Nor  forge  the  wicked  inflruments  of  war  : 
Unlabour'd  earth  her  bounteous  trcafure  grants; 
And  nature's  laviih  hand  fupplies  their  comnKx^ 
wants. 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  HORACE. 


THE  THIRD  ODE  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK 
OF  HORACE. 

Infcribed  to  the  Earl  of  Roscommon,  on  his  in- 
tended Voyage  to  Ireland. 

So  may  th'  aurpicious  queen  of  love. 

And  the  twin  ftars,  the  feed  of  Jove, 

And  he  who  rules  the  raging  wind, 

To  thee,  O  facred  fliip,  be  kind  ; 

And  gentle  breezes  fill  thy  fails, 

Supplying  foft  Etefian  gales  : 

As  thou,  to  whom  the  Mufe  commends 

The  beft  of  poets  and  of  friend?, 

Doft  thy  committed  pledge  rcftore. 

And  land  him  fafely  on  the  fliore, 

And  lave  the  better  part  of  me 

From  perifhing  with  him  at  fea. 

Sure  he,  who  firft  the  paflage  try'd,  T 

In  harden'd  oak  his  beart  did  hide,  > 

And  ribs  of  iron  arm'd  his  fide  ;  j 

Or  his  at  lead,  in  hollow  wood. 

Who  tempted  firft  the  briny  flood, 

Nor  fear'd  the  winds  contending  roar. 

Nor  billows  beating  en  the  fhore. 

Nor  Hyades  portending  rain, 

Nor  all  the  tyrants  of  the  main. 

"What  form  of  death  could  him  affright. 

Who  unconcern'd,  with  fledfafl  fight, 

Could  view  the  I'urges  mounting  fteep, 

And  monfters  rolling  in  the  deep  ! 

Could  through  the  ranks  of  ruin  go, 

With  ftorms  above,  and  rocks  below  ! 

In  vain  did  Nature's  wile  command 

Divide  the  waters  from  the  land. 

If  daring  fhips,  and  men  prophane, 

Invade  th'  inviolable  main, 

Th'  eternal  fences  overleap, 

And  pafs  at  will  the  boundlefs  deep. 

No  toil,  no  hardfllip,  can  reflain 

Ambitious  man,  inur'd  to  pain  : 

The  nrore  confin'd,  the  more  he  tries. 

And  at  forbidden  quarry  flies. 

Thus  bold  Prometheus  did  afpire. 

And  ftole  from  heaven  the  feeds  of  fire ; 

A  train  of  ills,  a  ghaflly  crew, 

Tie  robber's  blazing  tr:\ck  purfue  : 


Fierce  famine  with  her  meagre  face, 

And  fevers  of  the  fiery  race, 

In  fwarms  th'  offending  wretch  furround, 

All  brooding  on  the  blafted  ground; 

And  limping  death,  lafh'd  on  by  fate. 

Comes  up  to  fhorren  half  our  date. 

This  made  not  D.xdalus  beware, 

With  borrow'd  wings  to  fail  in  air  : 

To  hell  Alcides  forc'd  his  way, 

Plung'd  thwough  the  lake,  and  fnatch'd  the  prey. 

Nay  fcarce  the  Gods,  or  heavenly  climes. 

Are  fafe  from  our  audacious  critics ; 

We  reach  at  Jove's  imperial  crown, 

And  pull  th'  unwilling  thunder  down. 


THE  NINTH  ODE  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK 
OF  HORACE. 


J3ehold  yon  mountain's  hoary  height: 

Made  higher  with  new  inounts  of  GioW'? 
Again  behold  the  v/iiiter's  weight 

Opprefi  the  labouring  woods  below  : 
And  ftreams,  \\\\i\  icy  fetters  bound, 
Benumb'd  and  crampt  to  folid  ground. 

II. 
With  well-heap'd  logs  difTolve  the  cold. 

And  feed  the  genial  hearth  with  fires  ; 
Produce  the  wine,  that  makes  «s  bold. 

And  fprightly  wit  and  love  infpires: 
For  what  hereafter  iliall  betide, 
God,  if  'tis  worth  his  care,  provide- 
in. 
Let  him  alone,  with  what  he  made. 

To  tofs  and  turn  the  world  below  ; 
At  his  comnxand  the  florms  invade  ; 

The  wind^by  his  commiffion  blow; 
Till  with  a  nod  he  bids  them  ceafe. 
And  theu  the  calm  returns,  and  ail  is  peace. 

IV. 

To-morrow  and  her  works  defy, 
Lay  hold  upon  the  prefent  hour. 

And  I'natch  the  pleafures  pafiing  by, 
To  put  them  out  cf  fortune's  power; 
£  b  iiij. 
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Is'or  love,  nor  love's  delights  difdain  ; 
"Whate'et  thou  gett'ft  to-day,  is  gair.. 

V. 

Secure  thofe  golden  earthly  joys, 

That  youth  unfour'd  with  I'orrow  bear?, 

Ere  withering  time  the  tafte  deftroys. 
With  ficknefs  and  unwieldy  years. 

For  a<ftive  fports,  for  pleafing  reft, 

This  is  the  time  to  be  poffelt ; 

The  beft  is  tut  in  feafon  beft. 

VI. 

Th'  appointed  hour  of  promis'd  blifs, 

The  pleafing  whifper  in  the  dark. 
The  half  unwilling  willing  kifs, 

The  laugh  that  guides  thee  to  the  mark. 
When  the  hind  nymph  would  coynels  feign,' 
And  hides  but  to  be  found  again  ;  , 

Thefe,  thefe  are  joys  the  Gods  for  youth  ordain. _ 


THE  TWENTT-NINTH  QDE  OF  THE 

FIRST  BOOK  OF  HORACE. 

Paraphras'd  in  Pindaric  Verfe,  and  infcribed  to 
the  Fvight  Honourable  Laurence  Earl  of  Ro- 
chcfter. 

Descended  of  an  ancient  line. 

That  long  the  Tulcan  fceptre  fway'd, 
Make  hafie  to  meet  the  generous  wuie, 

Whofe  piercing  is  for  thee  dtlay'd; 
The  rofy  wrt^ith  i=  ready  made : 

And  artlul  hands  prepare  [hair. 

The  fragrant  Syrian  oil,  that  Ihall  perfume  thy 

II. 
When  the  wine  fparkles  from  afar, 

And  the  well-iiatur'd  friend  cries  come  away  j 
Make  haftc,  and  leave  thy  buunefs  and  thy  care  : 

No  mortal  intcieft  can  be  wotth  thy  Iby. 
III. 
Leave  for  a  while  thy  coftly  country  feat; 

And,  to  be  great  indeed,  forget 
The  naufcous  pleafurcs  of  the  gireat : 

Make  hailc  and  come  : 
Ci  me,  and  forfake  thy  cloying  florc ; 

Thy  turret  that  furveys,  from  hiy,h, 
'J'he  fmokc,  and  wealth,  and  noife  of  Pvome  ; 

And  ail  the  bufy  pageantry 
The  wife  men  fcorn,  and  fools  adore  : 
^Dome,  give  thy  foul  a  loofe,  and  tafle  the  plta- 
fures  of  the  pc  or. 

■      IV. 

Sometimes  'tis  grateful  to  the  rich,  to  try 
A  flinrt  viciintude,  and  fit  of  poverty  : 
'    A  favorytiifli,  a  homely  treat, 

Where  all  is  plain,  v.'bcrc  all  is  neat, 

Without  the  Itately  fpacious  room, 
The  FerUP.n  cirpet,  or  the  'I'yrian  loom, 
Clcvir  up  the  cloudy  foreheads  of  the  great. 

V. 

The  Sun  is  in  the  Lion  mounted  high  , 
'  '  '       '1  he  Syrian  ilar, 
Eaiks  fioni  atur. 


And  with  his  fultry  breath  infecfls  the  Iky; 

The   ground  below  is  parch'd,  the  Heavens  z.e 

hove  us  fry. 
The  fbepherd  drives  his  fainting  flock 
Beneath  the  covert  of  a  rock. 
And  feeks  refrelhing  rivulets  nigh  : 
The  Sylvans  to  theit  Ihades  retire, 
Thofe  very  fhades  and   ilreams  new  fhades  and 

ftreams  require, 
And  want  a  cooling  breeze  of  wind  to  fan  the 

raging  fire. 

VI. 

Thou,  v/hat  befits  the  new  Lord  Mayor, 
And  what  the  city  fadlions  dare. 
And  what  the  Gallic  arms  will  do, 
And  what  the  quiver-bearing  foe, 

Art  anxioufly  inquifitive  to  know  : 
But  God  has,  wifely,  hid  from  Jiuman  fight 

The  dark  decrees  of  future  fate, 
And  fown  their  feeds  in  depth  of  night; 
He  laughs  at  all  the  giddy  turns  of  llate  : 
When  mortals  fearch  too  foon,  and  fear  to  late, 
vii. 
Enjoy  the  prefent  fmiling  hour  ; 
And  put  it  out  of  fortune's  power  : 
The  tide  of  bufiriefs,  like  the  running  dream. 

Is  fometimes  high,  and  fometimes  low, 
A  quiet  ebb,  or  a  tempeftuous  flow. 
And  always  in  extreme. 
No-w  with  a  noilelefs  gentle  courfe 
It  keeps  within  the  middle  bed  ; 
Anon  it  lifts  aloft  the  liead. 
And  bears  dov;ii  all  before  it  with  impetuous  force; 
And  trunks  of  trees  come  rolling  down. 
Sheep  and  their  folds  together  drown  : 
Both  houfe  and  homefted  into  feas  are  borne  ; 
And  rocks  are  fronr  ttjeir  old  foundations  torn, 
And  vvToods,  made  thin  with  winds,  their  fcatter'd 
honours  mourn. 

vm. 
Happy  the  man,  and  happy  he  alone. 
He,  who  can  call  to-day  his  own  : 
He  who,  fecure  within,  can  fay. 
To-morrow  do  thy  worfl,for  I  have  liv'd  to-day 
Be  fair,  or  foul,  or  rain,  or  Ihine, 
The  joys  I  have  pofllfs'd,  in  fpite  of  fate  are  mine. 

Not  Heaven  itfclf  upon  the  pafl  has  power; 
But  wliat  has  been,  has  been,  and  I  have  had  my 
hour. 

IX. 

Fortune,  that,  with  malicious  joy, 

Does  man  her  flave  opprefs. 
Proud  of  her  office  to  dtitroy. 

Is  fcldom  pieas'd  to  blefs  : 
Still  various  and  inconftant  ftilJ, 
But  witTi  an  inclination  to  be  ill, 

Promotes,  degrades,  delights  in  firife, 
And  makes  a  l.jttery  of  life. 
I  can  enjoy  her  while  fhe's  kind ; 
But  when  (he  dances  in  the  wind,  . 

And  fhakes  the  winds,  and  will  not  flay, 
1  pufl"  the  prollitute  away  :  [fign'd  : 

The  little  or   the  much   (lie   gave,  is  quietly   re- 
Coiuent  witli    }iovt.rty,  my  I'oul   laim; 
And  virtue,  though  in  rags,  will  keep  me  \YariTi. 


TRANSLATIONS 

X. 

What  is  't  to  me, 
,    Who  never  fail  in  her  unfaithful  fea, 

If  ftorms  arife,  and  clouds  grow  black; 
If  the  maft  fplit,  and  threaten  wreck  ? 
Then  let  the  greedy  merchant  fear 

For  his  ill-gotten  gain  ; 
And  pray  to  Gods  that  will  not  hear, 
While  the  debating  winds  and  billows  bear 
His  wealth  into  the  main. 
For  me,  fecure  from  fortune's  blows. 
Secure  of  what  I  cannot  lofe, 
In  my  fmall  pinnace  I  can  fail. 
Contemning  all  the  bluftering  roar  ; 
And,  running  with  a  merry  gale, 
With  friendly  ftars  my  fafety  ftek 
Within  fome  litcle  winding  creek  : 
And  fee  the  ftorm  aftiore. 


THE  SECOND  EPODE  OF  HORACE. 

How  happy  in  his  low  degree. 
How  rich  in  humble  poverty,  is  he, 
Who  leads  a  quiet  country  life  ; 
Difcharg'd  of  bufinefs,  void  of  ftrife. 
And  from  the  griping  fcrivener  free  I 
'i'hus,  ere  the  feeds  of  vice  were  fown, 

Liv'd  men  in  better  ages  born. 
Who  plow'd  with  oxen  of  their  own 

Their  fmall  paternal  field  of  corn. 
Nor  trumpets  fummon  him  to  war, 

Nor  drums  difturb  his  morning  fleep, 
Nor  knows  he  merchants'  gainful  care. 
Nor  fears  the  dangers  of  the  deep. 
The  clamours  of  contentious  law. 

And  court,  and  ilate,  he  wile'y  flmns. 
Nor,  brib'd  with  hopes,  nor  dar'd  with  awe. 

To  fervile  falutations  runs  ; 
But  either  to  the  clafping  vine 

Does  the  fupporting  poplar  wed. 
Or  with  his  pruning-hook  disjoin 

Unbearing  branches  from  their  head. 

And  grafts  more  iiappy  in  their  {lead  : 
Or,  climbing  to  a  hilly  fleep. 

He  views  his  herds  in  vales  afar. 
Or  {hears  his  overburden'd  fheep. 

Or  mead  for  cooling  drink  prepares, 

Of  virgin  honey  in  the  jars. 
Or  in  the  now  declining  year. 

When  bounteous  autumn  rears  his  head, 
He  joys  to  pull  the  ripen'd  pear, 

And  chiflering  grapes  with  purple  fpread. 
The  fairell  of  his  fruit  he  ferves, 

Priapos,  thy  rewards; 
Sylvanus  too  his  part  deferves, 

Wnofe  care  the  fences  guards. 
Sometimes  beneath  an  ancient  oak, 

Or  on  the  matted  grafs,  he  lies; 
o  Gpd  of  fleep  he  need  invcks  : 
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The  flream  that  o'er  the  pebbles  flics 

With  gentle  llumber  crowns  his  eyes. 

The  wind  that  whiflles  through  the  fprays 

Maintains  the  concert  of  the  fong  ; 
And  hidden  birds  with  native  lays 

The  golden  fleep  prolong. 
But,  when  the  blafls  of  winter  blows. 
And  hoary  froft  inverts  th«  year, 
Into  the  naked  woods  he  goes. 

And  feeks  the  trufly  boar  to  rear. 
With  well-mouth'd  hounds  and  pointed  fpeart 
Or  fpreads  his  fubtle  nets  from  fight 

With  twinkling  glaffes,  to  betray 
The  larks  that  in  the  melhes  light. 

Or  makes  the  fearful  hare  his  prey. 
Amidft  his  harmlefs  eafy  joys 

No  anxious  care  invades  his  health, 
Nor  love  his  peace  of  mind  deflroys, 
Nor  wicked  avarice  of  wealth. 
But  if  a  chafte  and  pleafing  wife. 
To  eafe  the  bufinefs  of  his  life. 
Divides  with  him  his  houfehold  care. 
Such  as  the  Sabine  matrons  were. 
Such  as  the  fwift  Apulian's  bride. 

Sun-burnt  and  fwarthy  though  {he  bcj 
Will  fire  for  winter  nights  provide, 
And  without  noife  will  overfee 
His  children  raid  his  family; 
And  order  all  things  :iil  he  come. 
Sweaty  and  overlabour'd,  home; 
If  fhe  in  pens  his  flocks  will  fold. 

And  then  produce  her  dairy  {lore. 
With  wine  to  drive  away  the  cold. 

And  unbought  dainties  of  the  poor; 
Not  oyflers  of  the  Lucrine  lake 

My  fober  appetite  would  wifh, 
Nor  turbot,or  the  foreign  filh 
Tliat  rolling  tempefls  overtake. 

And  hither  waft  the  collly  dilh. 
Not  heathpout,  or  the  rarer  bird. 

Which  Phafis  or  Ionia  yields, 
More  pleafing  morfels  would  afford 

Than  the  fat  olives  of  my  fields  ; 
Than  fhards  or  mallows  for  the  pot. 

That  keep  the  loofen'd  body  found.. 
Or  than  the  lamb,  that  falls  by  lot 

To  the  jufl  guardian  of  my  ground. 
Amidfl  thef'c  fealls  of  happy  fwains. 
The  jolly  fiiepherd  fmiles  to  fee 
His  flock  returning  from  the  plains ; 

The  farmer  is  as  pleas'd  as  he 
To  view  his  oxen  fweatiug  fmoke, 
Btar  on  their  necks  the  loofen'd  yoke  : 
To  look  upon  his  menial  crew. 

That  fit  around  his  cheerful  hearth, 
And  bodies  fpent  in  toil  renew 

\Vi:h  wholefomc  food  and  country  mirth. 
This  Morecraft  faid  within  liimfelf, 

Refolv'd  to  leave  the  wicked  town  : 
And  live  retir'd  upon  his  own. 
He  cali'd  his  money  in  ; 

But  the  prevailiiig  love  of  ■pelf, 
Soon  fplit  him  on  the  former  fhelf. 
He  put  it  out  again. 
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POETICAL    WORKS 


JOHN  EARL  OF  ROCHESTER, 


Containing  his 


SELECT    POEMS. 

J. 


To  which  is  prefixed 

THE    LIFE  OF  THE    AUTHOR, 


I'm  none  of  thofe  who  think  themfelves  infpir'd. 
Nor  write  with  the  vain  hope  to  be  admir'd; 
But  from  a  rule  I  have  (upon  long  trial) 
T'  avoid  with  care  all  fort  of  fclf-denial. 
Which  way  foe'er  defire  and  fancy  lead, 
(Contemning  fame)  that  path  I  boldly  tread: 
And  if  expofmg  what  I  take  for  wit,  y 

To  my  dear  felf  a  pleafure  I  beget,  J- 

No  matter  though  the  cenfuring  critics  fret.       \ 

EPISTLE  TO  LORD  MULGRAVZ. 


I  loath  the  rabble ;  'tis  enough  for  me 
If  Sedley,  Shadwell,  Shephard,  Wycherley, 
Gcdolphin,  Butler,  Buckhurft,  Buckingham, 
And  fome  few  more,  whom  I  omit  to  name. 
Approve  my  fenfe  ;  I  count  their  cenfurc  fame. 

IMITATION  OF  HORACE. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  ROCHESTER. 


John  Wilmot,  Earl  of  Rochefter,  was  born  at  Ditchley,  near  Woodftocb,  in  Oxfordfture,  021 
the  10th  of  April  1647.  His  father,  Henry  Earl  of  Rochefter  (better  known  by  the  title  of  Lord 
Wilmot),  engaged  with  great  zeal  in  the  fervice  of  Charles  I.  during  the  civil  wars ;  and  was  much 
in  favour  with  Charles  11.  who  intrufled  his  perfon  to  him  after  the  battle  of  Worcefter,  and 
owed  his  efcape  into  France  chiefly  to  his  care,  application  and  vigilance.  He  died  in  i66o,  im- 
mediately before  the  Reftoration,  leaving  his  fon  his  title*,  and  the  merit  of  his  fervices,  as  the 
principal  part  of  his  inheritance. 

His  mother  was  of  the  ancient  family  of  the  St  Johns,  in  Wiltlhire ;  and  was  no  lefs  celebrated 
for  her  beauty,  than  for  her  economy,  by  which  fhe  fupplied  the  deficiency  of  fortune,  in  giving 
her  fon  an  education  fuitable  to  his  birth. 

He  was  inftru<Sled  in  claffical  learning  at  tlie  free-fehool  of  Burford,  where  he  gave  early  proofif 
of  the  vigour  of  his  underftanding,  and  the  vivacity  of  his  imagination  ;  and  acquired  the  Latin  in 
fuch  perfecflion,  that  he  retained  a  relilh  for  the  beft  vvi  iters  in  that  language  during  the  remainder 
of  his  life. 

In  1659,  when  only  twelve  years  old,  he  was  entered  a  nobleman  into  Wadham  college,  Ox- 
ford, under  the  tuition  of  Dr.  Blandford,  afterwards  bifhop  of  Worcefter;  and,  in  1661,  was,  with 
fome  other  perfons  of  high  rank,  made  mafter  of  arts  by  Lord  Clarendon,  then  chancellor  of  the 
univerfity,  in  perfon. 

He  travelled  afterwards  into  France  and  Italy,  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Balfour,  a  man  of  probity 
and  learning ;  whofe  fine  addrefs  reclaimed  him  from  the  intemperance  to  which  he  was  very  early 
addi(S:ed,  and  reconciled  him  to  his  ftndies,  which  he  had,  through  youthful  levity,  forfaken ;  and 
of  which  he  was  never  afterwards  wholly  negligent,  except  in  his  paroxyfms  of  ebriety. 

He  returned  from  his  travels  in  the  eighteenth  year  of  his  age,  with  the  advantages  of  a  graceful 
perfon,  and  the  moft  refined  breeding ;  and  devoted  himfelf  to  the  court,  which  then  abou  ided 
with  m.?.n  of  wit  and  pleafure,  countenanced  by  a  merry  king,  who  relifted  nothing  fo  much  as 
brillian!:  converfation  and  licentious  gaiety.  The  elegance  of  his  manners,  and  the  vivacity  of  his 
colloquial  wit,  made  his  company  eagerly  coveted  by  King  Charles,  who  firfl  made  him  one  of  the 
gentlemen  of  his  bed-chamber,  and  then  comptroller  of  Woodftock  park. 

In  1665,  he  went  to  fea  with  the  earl  of  Sandwich;  and  was  in  the  fhip  commanded  by  Sir  Tho- 
m-as  Tiducman;^  when  the  attack  was  mads  on  the  Dutch  Eaft  India  fleet,  in  the  pert  of  Bergen,  in 
which  he  dlllinguiftied  himfelf  by  uncomnion  intrepidity ;  and  the  nair  fummcr  he  ferved  on  board 
Sir  Edward  Snragge,  who,  in  the  hea';  if  ths  i^reat  fea-fight  of  that  year,  having  a  meflagc-of  re- 
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proof  to  fend  to  one  of  his  captains,  could  find  no  man  ready  to  carry  it,  but  Rochefter ;  who,  in  an 
open  boat,  went  and  retnrned  amidft  the  ftorm  of  fliot. 

He  appeared  at  court  .with  great  advantage  after  his  naval  expeditions.  But  his  reputation  fof 
courage  was  not  lafting ;  for,  in  many  flreet  quarrels,  he  difcovered  a,  timid,  pufillanimous  fpirit  : 
and  the  Earl  of  Mylgrave  has  left  a  ftory  of  his  refufal  to  fight  him,  when  he  came  to  the  place  ap- 
pointed;   urging,  that  he  was  fo  weak  with   a  certain  difliemper,  that   he   found  himfelf  unfit 

to  fight. 

His  reputation  fof  wit,  however,  (till  kept  him  from  totally  finking  in  the  opinion  of  the  world? 
till  he  unhappily  abandoned  himfelf  to  the  diffolutenefs  and  debauchery  which  were  the  fcandalous 
characSeriftics  of  the  court ;  by  which  his  principles  were  corrupted,  and  his  manners  depraved,  to 
fuch  an  excefs  of  grofs  fenfuality,  that,  as  he  confeffed  to  Dr.  Burnet,  h'e  was  for  five  years  together 
continually  drunk,  6r  fo  much  infla:tned  by  frequent  ebriety,  as  in  no  interval  to  be  mafter  of 
himfelf. 

In  this  ftate,  he  often  purfucd  low  amours,  in  mean  difguifes ;  and  played  many  wild  pranks  an^ 
extravagant  frolics,  with  an  avowed  contempt  of  decency  and  order,  and  a  total  difregard  to  every 
moral  and  religious  obligation. 

He  once  eredl-.ed  a  ftage  on  Tower-hill,  and  harangued  the  populace  as  a  mountebank ;  and, 
having  made  phyfic  part  of  his  ftudy,  aifled  the  charader  which  he  a'fi"umed  with  great  exacSnefs 
and  dexterity.  The  fpeech  which  he  made  upon  the  occafion  foon  became  the  fubjc<5t  of  general 
converfation ;  by  which  his  vanity  was  at  once  flattered  and  his  turn  for  invc6live  rendered  more 
keen  by  the  fuccefs  it  met  with. 

Licentious  in  his  fatire,-  as  in  e^ery  thing  elfe,  he  fpared  neither  friends  nor  foes,'  but  let  it  loofe 
on  all  without  difcriminatibn.  Even  majefty  itfelf  was  not  fecure  ftom  it;  for  he  often  amufe'd 
himfelf  with  writing  libels  againft  the  king,  in  which  he  had  fo  peculiar  a  talent  of  mixing  his  wit 
•with  his  malice,  that  his  compofitions  were  eafily  known. 

Thus  he  lived  worthlefs  and  ufelefs,  in  a  courfe  of  driinken  gaiety  ind  grofs  fenfuality,  with  in- 
tervals of  ftudy  perhaps  yet  more  criminal,  till  at  (he  age  of  thirty-one,  he  had  entirely  worn  out 
an  excellent  conftitution,  and  reduced  himfelf  to  a  ftate  of  weaknefs  and  decay. 

At  this  time  he  was  vifited  by  Dr.  Burnet,  to  whom  he  laid  open  the  tenor  of  his  opinions  ani 
the  courfe  of  his  life,  and  from  vvhcm  he  received  fuch  convidion  of  the  reafonablenef?  of  mor?l 
duty,  and  the  truth  of  Chriftianity,  as  produced  a  total  change  of  his  manners  and  opinions.  TJie 
account  cf  his  converfion  and  dying  moments,  is  given  by  Dr.  BUrnet  in  a  book  entitled,  "  Somfi 
"  Remarkable  PalTages  of  the  Life  and  Death  of  John  Earl  of  Rochefter,"  "  which,"  Dr.  Johnfon 
fays,  "  the  critic  ought  to  read  for  its  elegance,  the  philofopher  for  its  arguments,  and  the  faint 
"  for  its  piety." 

He  died  July  26.  1 680,  before  he  had  completed  his  thirty-fouffli  year,  and  was  fo  worn  awa^ 
by  a  long  illnefs  that  life  went  out  without  a  ftruggle. 

He  left  behind  him  a  fon  named  Charles,  who  died  on  the  12th  November  following,  and  three 
daughters :  The  male  line  ceafing,  the  title  was  conferred  on  a  younger  fon  of  Lord  Clarendon'. 

The  nrft  edition  of  his  poems  was  publifhed  in  the  year  of  his  death,  proftffing  in  the  title  page 
to  be  printed  at  Antiverp.  It  is  not  known  by  whom  the  original  colledlion  was  made,  or  by  what 
authority  its  genuinenefs  was  afcertained.  Of  fome  of  the  pieces,  however,  there  is  no  doubt.  The 
imitation  cf  Horace's  fatire,  the  verfes  on  Lord  Mulgrave,  the  fatire  againft  Man,  and  the  verfes 
upon  Nothing,  are  genuine,  and  perhaps  moft  of  thofc  which  are  received  into  this  colledtion.  Much' 
has  probably  been  imputed  to  him  which  he  did  not  write ;  and  the  blaze  of  reputation  which  hi? 
character  difFufed  on  what  he  did  write,  if  it  be  not  extinguifhed,  is  faft  wearing  away  ;  for  impartial 
criticifm  warrants  no  AiftinsSion  beyond  that  which  genius  beftows. 

His  fongs  are  fprightly  and  eafy  ;  but  have  little  nature  and  httle  fentinient.  In  his  imitation  of 
Horace  on  Lucilius,  the  parailelifni  between  ancient  and  modern  times  is  happily  preferved  ;  but  the 
vcrfification  is  carelefs ;  though  it  is  fometimes  vigorous.  The  poem  upon  Nothing  difplays  an  ad- 
Biirable  fertility  of  in^cntiou  on  3  barren  topic.    Ihis  little  poem,  and  his  tragedy  of  Valentiniart, 
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akfred  from  Beaumopt  and  Fletcher,  and  a<5ied  in  1685,  ftiew  that  he  was  not  incapaule  of  morf 
ferious  produdlions.  Another  of  his  moft  vigorous  pieces  is  his  lampoon  on  Sir  Car  Scroop ;  tc 
which  he  made  in  reply  an  epigram  ending  with  th^e  lines  : 

"  Thou  canft  hurt  no  man's  fame  with  th)*  ill  word ; 
"  Thy  pen  is  full  as  harmleft  as  thy  fword." 

Of  the  fatire  agalnft  Man,  a  confiderable  part  is  taken  from  Boileau ;  who  was  his  favourite  author 
in  French,  as  Cowley  was  in  Englifh. 

"  In  all  his  works,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  there  is  fprightlinefs  and  vigour,  and  every  where  may 
"  be  found  tokens  of  a  mind  which  ftudy  might  have  carried  to  excellence.  What  more  can  be 
"  cxpedlcd  from  a  life  fpent  in  oftentatipus  contempt  of  regularity,  and  ended  before  the  abilitiei  of 
"  many  other  men  began  to  be  difplayei" 


SELECT  POEMS. 


DIALOGUE. 


TTREPHON. 

Pr.'ythee  now,  fond  fool,  give  o'er; 
Since  my  heart  is  gone  before. 
To  what  purpofe  fhould  I  ftay  ? 
Love  commands  another  way. 

DAPHNE. 

Perjur'd  fwain,  I  knew  the  time 
When  diffembling  was  your  crime, 
In  pity  now  employ  that  art. 
Which  firft  becray'd,  to  cafe  my  heart. 

S I REPHON. 

Women  can  with  pleafure  feign  : 
Men  diffemble  ftill  with  pain. 
What  advantage  will  it  prove, 
If  I  lye,  who  cannot  love  ? 

DAPHNE. 

Tell  me  then  the  rcafon,  why 
Love  from  hearts  in  love  does  fly  ? 
Why  the  bird  will  build  a  neft, 
Where  fhe  ne'er  intends  to  reft  ? 

STREPHON. 

Love,  like  other  little  boys, 
Cries  for  hearts,  as  they  for  toys  : 
Which  when  gain'd,  in  childifa  play, 
Wantonly  are  thrown  away. 

DAPHNE. 

Still  on  wing,  or  on  his  knees. 
Love  does  nothing  by  degrees ; 
Bafely  flying  when  moft  priz'd. 
Meanly  fawning  when  defpis'd. 
Flattering  or  infulting  ever, 
Generous  and  grateful  never: 
All  hisjoys  are  fleeting  dreams. 
All  his  woes  fevere  extremes. 

STREPHON. 

Nymph,  unjuftly  you  inveigh  ; 
Love,  like  us,  muft  fate  obey. 
Since  'cis  Nature's  law  to  chano'c, 
Conftancy  alone  is  ftrange. 
Vol.  VI. 


See  the  heavens  in  lightnings  break, 
Ne\t  in  fl:orn^s  of  thunder  fpeak; 
Till  a  kind  rain  from  above 
Makes  a  calm — fo  'tis  in  love. 
Flames  begin  our  firft;  addrefs. 
Like  nieeiing  thunder  we  embrace; 
Then,  you  know,  the  fhowers  that  fall 
Quench  the  fire,  and  quiet  all. 

DAPHNE. 

How  fliould  I  the  ftiowers  forget  ? 
'Twas  fo  pleafant  to  be  wet ! 
They  kill'd  love,  I  knew  it  well. 
1  dy'd  all  the  while  they  fell. 
Say  at  leafk  what  nymph  it  is, 
Robs  my  breaft  of  fo  much  blifs  ? 
If  flie's  fair,  I  fhall  be  eas'd, 
Through  my  luin  you'll  be  plsas'd, 

STREPHON. 

Daphne  never  was  fo  fair, 
Strephon,  fcarcely,  fo  fincere. 
Gentle,  innocent,  and  free, 
Ever  pleas'd  with  only  me. 
Many  charms  my  heart  enthral, 
But  there's  one  above  them  all : 
With  averfion,  Ihe  does  fly 
Tedious,  trading,  conftancy. 

DAPHNE. 

Cruel  ftiepherd  I  I  fubmit, 

Do  what  love  and  you  think  fit : 

Change  is  fate,  and  not  defign. 

Say  you  would  have  ftill  been  miae. 

STREPHON. 

Nymph,  I  cannot  :  'tis  too  true, 
Change  has  greater  charms  than  you. 
Be,  by  my  example,  wife; 
Faith  to  pleafure  facrifice. 

DAPHNE. 

Silly  fwain,  I'll  have  you  know, 
'  Twas  my  pradice  long  ago  : 

C  c 
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Whilft  you  vainly  thought  me  true, 

I  was  falfe,  in  fcorn  of  you. 

By  my  tears,  my  heart's  difguife, 

1  thy  love  and  thee  defpife. 

Wt  mankind  more  joy  difcovers, 

Makipg  fools,  ihan  keeping  lovers. 


A  PASTORAL  DIALOGUE 

BETV/EfeN 

ALEXIS  AND  STREPHON. 

Written  at  the  Bath  in  the  >*ear  1674. 

ALEXIS. 

There  fighs  not  on  the  plain 

So  iofl  a  fwain  as  I  ; 
Scorch'd  up  wi'h  love,  froze  with  difdain. 
Of  killing  fvveetnefs  I  complain. 

STREPHON. 

If  'tis  Corinna,  die. 
Since  firfl  my  dazzled  eyes  were  thrown 

On  that  bewitching  face. 
Like  ruJn'd  birds  robb'd  of  their  young, 
Lamenting,  frighted,  and  undone, 

I  fly  from  place  to  plate. 
Fram'd  by  forr.e  cruel  powers  above, 
So  nice  fhe  is,  and  fair'; 
None  from  nndoing  can  remove 
iiince  all,  who  are  not  biind,  mull  love  ; 

Who  are  not  vain,  defpair. 

ALEXIS. 

The  gods  no  fooner  give  a  grace, 

But,  fond  of  their  ot»n  art, 
Severely  jealous,  ever  place, 
Tb  guard  the  glories  of  a  face, 

A  dragon  in  the  heart. 
Proud  and  ill-natur'd  powers  they  are. 

Who,  peevifh  to  mankind, 
For  their  own  honour's  fake,  with  care 
Make  a  fwcet  form  divinely  fair  : 

Then  add  a  cruel  mind. 

STREPHON. 

Since  Ihe's  infenfible  of  love, 

By  honour  taught  to  hate  ; 
If  wc,  forc'd  by  decrees  above, 
3VIu(1:  fenfible  to  beauty  prove, 

How  tyrannous  is  Fate  i 
I  to  the  nymph  have  never  nam'd 

The  caufc  of  all  my  pain. 

ALEXIS. 

Such  baflifulncfs  may  well  be  blam'd; 

For,  fince  to  ferve  we're  not  alhaai'd, 

Why  Ihould  Ihc  blufh  to  reign  ? 

STREPUON. 

But,  if  her  haughty  heart  defpife 

Aiy  humble  profFcr'd  one, 
The  jufl  compaflion  fhe  denies, 
I  may  obtain  from  others'  eyes; 

H"r's  arc  not  fair  alone. 
Devouring  flajjies  require  ;kw  food ; 


My  heart's  confum'd  almoft  ; 
New  fires  muft  kindle  in  her  blood, 
Or  mine  go  out,  and  that's  as  good. 

ALEXIS. 

Would'fl  live  when  love  is  Iofl  ? 
Be  dead  before  thy  p^.fllon  dies; 

For  if  thou  fhould'fl  furvive, 
What  anguilh  would  thy  heart  furprife_. 
To  fee  her  flames  begin  to  rije. 

And  thine  no  more  alive  ? 

STREPHON. 

Rather  what  pleafure  fhould  1  meet 

In  my  triumphant  fcorn, 
To  fee  my  tyrant  at  my  feet ; 
While,  taught  by  her,  unmov'd  I  fit 

A  tyrant  in  my  turn. 

ALEXIS. 

Ungentle  fliepherd  !  ceafe,  for  ftiame. 

Which  way  can  you  pretend 
To  merit  fo  divine  a  flame. 
Who  to  dull  life  make  a  mean  claim, 

When  love  is  at  an  end  ? 
As  trees  are  by  their  bark  embrac'd, 

Love  to  my  foul  doth  cling  : 
When  torn  by  the  herd's  greedy  tafte. 
The  injur'd  plants  feel  they're  defac'd. 

They  wither  in  the  fpring. 
My  rifled  love  would  foon  retire, 

Diffolving  into  air. 
Should  I  that  nymph  ceafe  to  admire, 
Blefs'd  in  vjhoic  arms  I  will  expire. 

Or  at  her  feet  defpair. 


THE    ADVICE. 


All  things  fubmit  themfelves  to  your  comfiiaHgj 

Fair  Ca;lia,  when  it  does  not  love  withfland  : 

The  puwer  it  borrows  from  your  eyes  alone  ; 

All  but  the  god  mufl  yield  to,  who  has  none. 

Were  he  not  blind,  fuch  are  the  charms  you  have«- 

He'd  quit  his  godhead  to  become  your  flave  ; 

Be  proud  to  ad:  a  mortal  hero's  part, 

And  throw  himfelf  for  f;ime  on  his  own  dart. 

But  fate  has  otherwife  dilpos'd  of  things. 

In  different  bands  fubjedled  flaves  and  kings  : 

Fettcr'd  in  ftjrms  of  royal  flate  are  they, 

While  wc  enjoy  the  freedom  to  obey. 

That  fate,  like  you,  refifllel's  does  ordain 

To  love,  that  over  Beauty  he  fliall  reign. 

By  harmony  the  univerfe  does  move, 

And  what  is  harmony  but  mutual  love  ? 

Who  would  refift  an  empire  fo  divine, 

Which  univerfal  nature  does  enjoin  ? 

Sec  gentle  brooks,  how  quietly  they  glide, 

Kiffing  the  rugged  banks  on  either  fide  ; 

While  in  their  cryftal  ftreams  at  once  they  fhew, 

And  with  them  feed  the  flowers  which   they  be- 

flow  : 
Though  rudely  throng'd  by  a  too  near  embrace, 
In  geutle  mvrmurj  they  keep  on  their  pace 
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To  the  lov'd  fea;  for  ftreams  have  their  defires  ; 
Cool  as  they  are,  they  feel  love's  powerful  fires, 
And  with  fuch  paflion,  that  if  any  force, 
Stop  or  naoieft  them  in  their  amorous  courfe. 
They  fwell,  break  down  with  rage,  and  ravage 

o'er 
The  banks  they  kifs'd,  and  flowers  they  fed  before. 
Subniit,  then,  Caelia,  ere  you  be  reduc'd. 
For  rebels,  vanquifh'd  once,  are  vilely  us'd. 
Beauty's  no  mare  but  the  dead  foil,  which  Love 
Manures,  and  does  by  wife  commerce  improve  : 
Sailing  by  fighs,  through  feas  of  tears,  he  fends 
Courtfliips  from  foreign  hearts,  for  your  own  ends : 
Cherifii  the  trade,  for  as  with  Indians  we 
Get  gold  and  jewels,  for  our  trumpery, 
So  to  each  other,  for  their  ufclefs  toys, 
Lovers  afford  whole  magazines  of  joys. 
But,  if  you're  fond  of  baubles,  be,  and  ftarve, 
Your  gewgaw  reputation  ftill  preferve  : 
Live  upon  modefty  and  empty  fame. 
Foregoing  fenfe  for  a  Tantallic  name. 


THE  DISCOVERY. 


CiELiA,  that  faithful  fervant  you  difown, 

Would  in  obedience  keep  his  love  his  own  : 

But  bright  ideas^  fuch  as  you  infpire. 

We  can  no  more  conceal,  than  not  admire. 

My  heart  at  home  in  my  own  breaft  did  dwell. 

Like  humh'e  hermit  in  a  peaceful  cell  : 

Unknown  and  undifiurb'd  it  refled  there, 

Stranger  alike  to  Hope  and  to  Defpair. 

Now  Love  with  a  tumultuous  train  invades 

The  facred  quiet  of  thofc  hallow'd  Ihades ; 

His  fatal  flames  Ihine  out  to  every  eye. 

Like  blazing  comets  in  a  winter  (ky. 

How  can  my  paflion  merit  your  offence, 

That  challenges  fo  little  recompence  ? 

For  I  am  one  born  only  to  admire, 

Too  humble  e'er  to  hope,  fcarce  to  defire. 

A  thing,  v/hofe  blifs  depends  upon  your  vi^ill, 

Who  would  be  proud  you'd  deign  to  ufe  him  ill. 

Then  give  me  leave  to  glory  in  my  chain, 

My  fruitlefs  fighs,  and  my  unpity'd  pain. 

Let  me  but  ever  love,  and  ever  be 

Th'  example  of  your  power  and  cruelty. 

Since  fo  much  fcorn  does  in  your  breaft  refide, 

Be  more  indulgent  to  its  mother  Pride  : 

Kill  all  you  flrike,  and  trample  on  their  graves ; 

But  own  the  fates  of  your  neglected  flaves  : 

When  in  the  crowd  yours  undiftinguilh'd  lies, 

You  give  away  the  triumph  of  your  eyes. 

Perhaps  (obtaining  this)  you'll  think  I  find 

Alore  mercy  than  your  anger  has  defign'd  : 

But  Love  has  carefully  defign'd  for  me 

The  laft  perfcdlion  of  mifery ; 

For  to  my  ftate  the  hopes  of  common  peace, 

Which  every  wretch  enjoys  in  death,  mull  ceafe. 


My  worft  of  faces  attend  me  iu  my  grave, 
Since,  dying,  I  muft  be  no  more  your  ilave. 
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WOMAN'S  HONOUR, 


Love  bid  me  hope,  and  I  obey'd  : 

Phillis  continued  llill  unkind  : 
Then  you  may  e'en  dei'pair,  he  faid  ; 

In  vain  I  ftrive  to  change  her  mind* 
II. 
Honour's  got  in,  and  keeps  her  heart ; 

Durft  he  but  venture  once  abroad, 
In  my  own  right  I'd  take  your  part, 

And  (hew  myfelf  a  mightier  god. 
III. 
This  huffing  Honour  domineers 

In  breads,  where  he  alone  has  place : 
But  if  true  generous  Love  appears. 

The  HeiSor  dares  not  fhew  his  face. 

IV. 

Let  me  ftill  languifti  and  complain. 
Be  moft  inhumanly  deny'd  : 

I  have  fome  pleafure  in  my  pain  ; 

She  can  have  none  with  all  her  pride. 

V. 

I  fall  a  facrifice  to  Love  : 

She  lives  a  wretch  for  Honour's  fake  ; 
Whofe  tyrant  does  moft  cruel  prove. 

The  difference  is  not  hard  to  make. 

VI. 

Confider  real  Honour  then  ; 

You'll  find  hers  cannot  be  the  fame  : 
'Tis  noble  confidence  in  men, 

In  women  mean  niiftruftful  fliame. 


GRECIAN  KINDNESS.. 

A    SONG. 


The  utmofl  grace  the  Greeks  could  fhew, 

When  to  the  Trojans  they  grew  kind, 
Was  with  their  arms  to  let  them  go. 

And  leave  their  lingering  wives  behind. 
They  beat  the  men,  and  burnt  the  town; 
Then  all  the  baggage  was  their  own. 

u. 
There  the  kind  deity  of  wine 

Kifs'd  the  foft  wanton  god  of  love ; 
This  clapp'd  his  wing?,  that  prefs'd  his  vine  3 

And  their  beft  powers  united  move  ; 
While  each  brave  Greek  embrac'd  his  punk, 
LuU'd  hsf  ailsep,  and  then  grew  drunk, 
C  c  ij 
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THE  MISTRESS. 

A    SONG. 


An  age,  in  her  embraces  paft, 

Would  feem  a  winter's  day  ; 
Where  life  and  light,  with  envious  haftc, 

Are  torn  and  fnatch'd  away. 
II. 
But,  oh!  how  flowly  minutes  roll, 

When  abient  from  her  eyes ; 
That  fed  my  love,  which  is  my  foul ; 

Ic  languifhes  and  dies. 
111. 
Per  then,  no  more  a  foul,  but  fhade, 

It  mournfully  does  move. 
And  haunts  my  bread:,  by  abfence  tiiade 

The  living  tomb  of  love. 

IV. 

You  vvifer  men  defpife  me  not, 

Whofe  love-fick  fancy  raves 
On  fliades  of  fouls,  and  heaven  knows  what ; 

Short  ages  live  in  graves. 

V. 

XVhene'er  thofe  wounding  eyes,  fo  full 

Of  fweetnefs,  you  did  fee. 
Had  you  not  been  profoundly  dull. 

You  had  gone  mad  like  me. 

VI. 

Nor  cenfure  us,  you  who  perceive 

My  bcft-belov'd  and  me, 
Sigh  and  lament,  complain  and  grieve  j 

You  think  we  difagree. 

VII. 

Alas !  'tis  facrcd  Jealoufy, 

Love  lais'd  to  an  extreme; 
The  only  proof,  'twixt  them  and  me, 

We  love,  and  do  not  dream. 

VIII. 

Fantaftic  fancies  fondly  move, 

And  in  frail  joys  believe  ; 
Taking  falfe  plcafure  for  true  love  -, 

But  pain  can  ne'er  deceive. 

IX. 

Kind,  jealous  doubts,  tormenting  fears. 

And  anxious  cares,  when  pail:, 
Provt  (-ur  heart's  freafure  fix'd  a')d  dear^ 

And  make  us  blclVd  at  laft. 


A     SONG. 


Absent  from  thee,  1  languifli  ftillt 

Then  alk  me  not.  When  I  return  ? 
The  flrayin^  fool  \  will  plainly  kill. 

To  wifli  all  day,  all  night  to  mourn. 
II. 
Dear,  from  thine  arms  then  let  me  fly, 

That  my  fantallic  mind  luav  v^ove 
The  torments  it  dcferves  to  try. 

That  tears  nij  fix'd  heart  from  my  love. 


OF    ROCHESTER. 


When  wearied  with  a  world  of  w08/ 

To  thy  fafe  bofom  I  retire  ; 
Wliere  love,  and  peace,  and  truth,  does  flow  ; 

May  I  contented  there  expire  ! 

IV. 

Left,  once  mote  wandering  from  that  heaveii, 
I  fall  on  fonie  bafe  heart  unbleft  ; 

Faithlef*  to  thee,  falfe,  unforgiven, 
And  lofe  my  everlafting  reft. 


A     SONG. 


PiiitLis,  be  gentler,  I  advife, 

Make  up  for  time  mif-fpent ; 
When  beauty  on  its  death-b^d  lies, 

Tis  high  time  to  repent. 
II. 
Such  is  the  malice  of  your  fate. 

That  makes  you  old  fo  foon ; 
Your  pleafurc  ever  comes  too  late, 

How  early  e'er  begun. 
III. 
Think  what  a  wretched  thing  is  fher, 

Whofe  flars  contrive  in  fpight, 
The  morning  of  her  love  (liould  be 

Her  fading  beauty's  night. 

IV. 

Then  if,  to  make  your  ruin  more, 

You  '11  ptevilhly  be  coy, 
Die  with  the  fcatitial  of  a  whore, 

And  never  know  the  joy. 


TO  CORINNA. 

A  SONCJ. 


1. 

What  cruel  pains  Coriiina  takes. 

To  force  that  harnileis  frown  ; 
When  not  one  charm  her  face  foifakes. 

Love  cannot  lofe  his  own. 
II. 
So  fweet  a  face,  fo  foft  a  heart, 

Such  ey-s  fo  very  kind. 
Betray,  alas  !  the  filly  art 

Virtue  had  ill  deCgn'd. 

HI. 

Poor  feeble  tyrant  1  who  in  vain 
Would  proudly  take  upon  her, 

Againd  kind  Nature  to  maintain 
AfTecfted  rules  of  honour. 

IV. 

Thd  fcorn  fhe  bears  fo  helplefs  proves, 
When  I  plead  paflion  to  her. 

That  much  ihc  fears  (but  more  fhe  loves) 
tier  vaffal  fhould  '-udo  her. 
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LOVE  AND  LIFE. 


All  my  paft  life  is  mine  no  more. 

The  flying  hours  are  gone  : 
Like  ;ranlitory  dreams  given  o'er, 
Whofe  images  are  kept  in  ftore 

By  memory  alone. 

II. 
The  time  that  is  to  come  is  not ; 

How  can  it  then  be  mine  .'     - 
The  prefent  moment's  ail  my  lot ; 
Ard  that,  as  fail  as  it  is  got, 

Phillis,  is  only  thine. 

III. 
Then  talk  not  of  inconftancy, 

falft  hearts,  and  broken  vows  ; 
If  I,  by  miracle,  can  be 
This  live-long  minute  true  to  thee, 

'Tis  all  that  heaven  allows. 


A     S  G  N  G. 


While  on  thofe  lovely  looks  I  gazcj 

I'll  fee  a  wretch  purfuing. 
In  raptures  (>f  a  bleis'd  amaze. 

His  pleafing  happy  ruin  : 
'Tis  not  for  pity  that  I  move ; 

His  fate  is  too  afpiring, 
"Whqfe  hearr,  broke  with  a  load  of  love, 

Dies  wifliing  and  admiring. 
II. 
But  if  this  murder  you'd  forego, 

Your  flave  from  death  removing ; 
Let  me  your  art  of  charming  know, 

Or  learn  you  mine  of  loving. 
But,  whether  life  or  death  betide. 

In  love  'tis  equal  meafure  ; 
The  vidor  lives  with  empty  pride. 

The  vanquifh'd  die  with  pleafure. 


A     SONG. 


To  this  moment  a  rebel,  I  throw  down  my  arms, 
Great  Love,  at  firft  fight  of  Olinda's  bright  charms : 
Made  proud  and  fecure  by  fuch  forces  as  thefe. 
You  may  now  play  the  tyrant  as  foon  as  you  pleafe. 

II. 
When  innocence,  beauty,  and  wit,  do  confpire 
To  betray,  and  engage,  and  inflame  my  defire ; 
Why  fiiould  I  decline  what  I  cannot  avoid. 
And  let  pleafing  hope  by  bafe  fear  be  deftroy'd  ? 
6 


Her  innocence  cannot  contrive  to  undo  me, 
Her  beauty's  indin'd,  or  why  ftiould  it  purfue  me? 
And  wit  has  to  pleafure  been  ever  a  friend ;    [end  ? 
Then  what  room  for  defpair.iince  delight  is  Love's 

IV. 

There  can  be  no  danger  in  fweetnefs  and  youth. 
Where  love  is  fecur'd  by  good  nature  and  truth. 
On  her  beauty  I'll  gaze,  and  of  pleafure  complain; 
While  every  kind  look  adds  a  link  to  my  chain. 

V. 

'Tis  more  to  maintain,  than  it  was  to  furprife. 
But  her  wit  leads  in  triumph  the  flave  of  her  eyes: 
I  beheld,  with  the  lofs  oi  my  freedom  before  ; 
But,  hearing,  for  ever  muft.  ferve  and  adore. 

VI. 

Too  bright  is  my  goddefs,  her  temple  too  weak  : 
Retire,  divine  image  !  I  feel  my  heart  break. 
Help,  Love  ;  I  diffolve  in  a  rapture  of  charms. 
At  the  thought  of  thofe  joys  I  fliould  meet  in  her 
arms. 


UPON  HIS  LEAVING  HIS  MISTRESS. 


'Tis  not  that  1  am  weary  grown 

Of  being  yours,  and  yours  alone  : 

But  with  what  face  can  I  incline 

To  damn  you  to  be  only  mine  : 

You,  whom  fome  kinder  power  did  fafliion, 

By  merit,  and  by  inclination. 

The  joy  at  leaft  of  a  whole  nation  ? 

II. 
Let  meaner  fpirits  of  your  fex. 
With  humble  aims  their  thoughts  perplex : 
And  boaft,  if,  by  their  arts,  they  can 
Contrive  to  make  one  happy  man. 
While,  mov'd  by  an  impartial  fenfe, 
Favours,  like  Nature,  you  difpenfe. 
With  univerfal  influence. 


I 


UPON  DRINKING  IN  A  BOWL. 


VolcAn,  contrive  me  fuch  a  cup 

As  Neftor  us'd  of  old  ; 
Shew  all  thy  (kill  to  trim  it  up, 

Damaik  it  round  with  gold. 
II. 
Make  it  fo  large,  that,  fill'd  with  facfc 

Up  to  the  fwelling  brim, 
Vaft  toafls  on  the  delicious  lake. 

Like  fiiips  at  fea,  may  fwim. 
III. 
Engrave  not  battle  on  his  cheek ; 

With  war  I've  nought  to  do; 
I'm  none  of  thofe  that  took  Mxflrick,, 

Nor  YarmouLh  leaguer  knew. 
C  iij 
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Let  it  no  name  of  planets  tell, 
Fix'd  ftars,  or  conftellations : 

For  I  am  no  Sir  Sidrophel, 
Nor  none  of  his  relations. 

V. 

But  carve  thereon  a  fpreading  vine  ; 

Then  add  two  lovely  boys  ; 
Their  limbs  in  amorous  folds  entwine, 

The  type  of  future  joys. 

VI. 

Cupid  and  BTrchi::  my  faints  are, 
May  drin!  .-Mi  love  flill  reign  I 

With  wine  I  wafh  away  my  cares. 
And  then  to  love  again. 


A     SONG. 


As  Chloris  full  of  harmlefs  thoughts 

Beneath  a  willow  lay. 
Kind  Love  a  youthful  ftiepherd  brought, 

To  pais  the  time  away. 
II. 
She  blufh'd  to  he  encountered  fo. 

And  chid  the  amorous  fwain  ; 
But,  as  fhe  ftrove  to  rife  and  go, 

He  pull'd  her  down  again, 
in. 
A  fudden  pafllon  feiz'd  her  heart, 

In  fpite  of  her  difdain  ; 
She  found  a  pnlfe  in  every  part, 

And  love  in  every  vein. 

IV, 

Ah,  youth  '.  (faid  (he)  what  charms  are  thefe, 

That  conquer  and  furprife  ? 
Ah  !  let  me — for,  unlefs  you  pleafe, 

I  have  no  power  to  rife. 

V. 

She  faintirg  fpoke,  and  trembling  lay, 

For  fear  he  Ihould  comply  ; 

Her  lovely  eyes  her  heart  betray, 

.  And  give  her  tongue  the  lie. 

VI. 

Thus  fhe,  who  princes  had  deny'd, 

With  all  their  pomp  and  train, 
"Was  in  the  lucky  minute  try'd, 

And  yielded  to  the  fwain. 


A     SONG, 


Give  mc  leave  to  rail  at  you, 

1  a(k  nwtliing  hue  my  due  ; 

To  call  you  falfe,  and  then  to  fay 

You  fhall  not  keep  my  heart  a  day  ; 

But  nlas!  ag.xinfl  my  will, 

I  mull  be  your  captive  flill. 

Ah  !    be  kinder  then  ;  (or  I 

C»nno'  chang'j,  aiid  v.auld  not  djc? 


Kindiiefs  has  refiftlefs  charms, 

Ail  bcfides  but  weakly  move,* 

Fierceft  anger  it  difarms, 

And  clip?  the  wings  of  flying  love. 

Beauty  does  the  heart  invade, 

Kindnefs  only  can  perfuade  ; 

It  gilds  the  lover's  fervilc  chain, 

And  makes  the  flaves  grow  pleas'd  again. 


THE    ANSWER. 


Nothing  adds  to  your  fond  fire 

Mure  than  fcorn,  and  cold  difdain  : 
I,  to  cherifli  your  deiire, 

Kindnefs  us'd,  but  'twas  in  vain. 
11. 
You  infifted  on  your  flave, 

Humble  love  you  foon  refus'd  ; 
Hope  not  then  a  power  to  have 

Which  inglorioufly  ycu  us'd. 
ni. 
Think  nor,  Thyrfis,  I  will  e'er 

By  my  love  my  empire  lofe ; 
You  grow  conftant  through  defpair. 

Love  return'd  you  would  abufe. 
tv. 
Though  you  ftill  poffcfs  my  heart. 

Scorn  and  rigour  1  muft  feign  : 
Ah  !   forgive  that  only  art 

Love  has  left  your  love  to  gain. 

V. 

You  could  my  heart  fubdue, 

To  new  por.quefls  ne'er  pretend  : 

Let  th'  example  make  me  trr.e. 
And  of  a  conquer'd  foe  a  friend. 

VI. 

Then,  if  e'er  I  fhould  complain 
Of  your  empire,  or  my  chair. 

Summon  all  the  powerful  charms, 
And  kill  the  rebel  in  your  armo. 


CONSTANCY, 

A    SONG. 


I  CAKNOT  change,  as  others  do. 

Though  you  unjuftly  fcorn  ; 
Since  the  poor  fvvain  that  fighs  for  you, 
For  you  alone  was  born. 
No,  Phyllis,  no,  vour  heart  to  move 

A  furer  way  I'll  try; 
And,  to  revenge  my  flighted  love. 

Will  Hill  love  on,  will  flill  love  on,  and  die 
II. 
When,  kill'd  with  grief,  Amyntas  lies, 

And  you  to  mitul  fiiall  call 
The  lighsthat  now  unpity'd  rife. 

The  tears  that  vainly  fall  ; 
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That  welcome  hour  that  ends  this  ftnart, 

Will  then  begin  your  pain  ; 
For  fuch  a  faithful  tender  heart 

Can  never  break,  can  never  break  in  vain. 


A     SONG. 


My  dear  miftrefs  has  a  heart 

Soft  as  thofs  kind  looks  ftie  gave  me, 
When,  with  love's  relifti.efs  art. 

And  her  eyes,  Ihe  did  enllave  me. 
But  her  conftancy's  fo  vreak, 

She's  fo  wild  and  apt  to  wander. 
That  my  jealous  heart  would  break, 

Should  we  live  one  day  afunder. 
II. 
Melting  joys  about  her  move, 

Killing  pleafures,  wounding  blifles  : 
She  can  dr^efs  her  eyes  in  love. 

And  her  lips  can  warm  with  kifles. 
Angels  lifteii  when  fhe  fpeaks, 

she's  my  delight,  all  mankind's  wonder ; 
But  my  jealous  heart  would  break, 

Should  wc  live  one  day  afunder. 


A     SONG. 


In  imitation  of  Sir  John  Eaton. 


Too  late,  alas  I  1  muft  confefs, 

You  need  not  arts  to  move  me  ; 
Such  charms  by  nature  you  poffefs, 

'Twere  madnefs  not  to  love  ye. 
II. 
Then  fpare  a  heart  you  may  furprife, 

And  give  my  tongue  the  glory 
To  boalT,  though  my  unfaithful  eyes 

l^etray  a  tender  fto'.y. 


A     LETTER 


?R0M    ARTEMISA  IN  THE  TOWN,   TO  CLOE  JN 
THE  COUNTRY. 

Cloe,  by  your  command  in  verfe  I  write  ; 
Shortly  you'll  bid  me  ride  aftride  and  fight : 
Such  talents  better  with  our  fex  agree. 
Than  lofty  flights  of  dangerous  poetry. 
Among  the  men,  I  mean  the  men  of  wit, 
(  At  leaft  they  pafs'd  for  fuch  before  they  writ) 
How  many  bold  adventurers  for  the  bays, 
i^i-oudly  defigning  krgj  r;tarns  qi  praife; 


Who  durft  that  flormy  pathlefs  world  explore,  "J 
Where  foon  dalh'd  back,  and  wreck'd  on  thef 
dull  Ihore,  T 

Broke  of  that  little  (lock  they  h^d  before  !  j 

How  would  a  woman's  tottering  bark  be  toft 
Where  ftouteft  fhips  (the  men  of  wit)  are  loft  '. 
When  I  refle<5l  on  this,  1  ftr4iji;ht  grow  wife, 
And  my  own  felf  I  gravely  thus  advife  : 

Dear  Artemifa !  poetry's  a  fnare ; 
Bedlam  has  many  manfions,  have  a  care ; 
Your  Mufe  diverts  you,  makes  the  reader  fad ; 
You  think  yourfelf  infpir'd,  he  thinks  you  mad. 
Confider  too,  'twill  be  difcreedy  done. 
To  make  yourfelf  the  fiddle  of  the  town. 
To  fi^d  th'  ill-humour'd  plealure  at  their  need  : 
Curs'd  when  you  fail,  and  fcorn'd  when  you  fuc- 

ceed. 
Thus,  like  an  arrant  woman  as  I  am,  "1 

No  fooner  well  convinc'd  writing  's  a  fliame,      f 
That  whore  isfcarce  a  more  reproachful  name  I 

Than  Poetef» J 

Like  men  that  marry,  or  like  maids  that  woo, 
Becaufe  'tis  the  very  worft  thing  they  can  do  ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  contradiftion  and  the  fin, 
Methinks  I  ftand  on  thorns  till  1  begin, 
Y"  expeiSl  to  hear,  at  leaft,  what  love  has  paft 
In  this  lewd  town,  fince  you  and  I  faw  laft ; 
What  change  has  happen'd  of  intrigues,  and  whe- 
ther 
The  old  ones  laft,  and  who  and  who's  together. 
But  how,  my  deareft  Cloe,  ftjould  I  fet 
My  pen  to  write  what  I  would  fain  forget ! 
Or  name  that  loft  thing  love,  without  a  tear. 
Since  fo  debauch'd  by  ill-bred  cuftome  here  ? 
Love,  the  moft  generous  paffion  of  the  mind, 
The  fofteft  refuge  innocence  can  find  ; 
The  fafe  diredtor  of  unguided  youth. 
Fraught  with  kind  wifhes,  and  fecur'd  by  truth  • 
That  cordial  drop  heaven  in  our  cup  has  thrown. 
To  make  the  naufeous  draught  of  life  go  down ; 
On  which  one  only  blefiing  God  might  raife. 
In  lands  of  Atheifts,  fubfidies  of  praife ; 
For  none  did  e'er  fo  dull  and  ftupid  prove. 
But  felt  a  God,  and  blefs'd  his  power,  in  love  : 
This  only  joy,  for  which  poor  we  are  made. 
Is  grown,  like  play,  to  be  an  arrant  trade  : 
The  rooks  creep  in,  and  it  has  got  of  late 
As  many  little  cheats  and  tricks  as  that ; 
But,  what  yet  more  a  woman's  heart  would  vex, 
'Tis  chiefly  carry'd  on  by  our  ownfcx; 
Our  filly  fex,  who  born,  like  monarchs,  free. 
Turn  Gipfics  for  a  meaner  liberty. 
And  hate  reftraint,  though  but  from  infamy  ; 
That  call  whatever  is  not  common  nice, 
And,  deaf  to  Nature's  rule,  or  Love's  advice, 
Forfake  the  pleafure  to  purfue  the  vice. 
To  an  exa(51;  perfedlion  they  have  brought 
The  a6tion  Love,  the  pafiion  is  forgot. 
'Tis  below  wit,  they  tell  you,  to  admire. 
And  ev'n  without  approving,  they  defire  : 
Their  private  wifh  obeys  the  public  voice, 
'Twixt  good  and  bad  whimfy  defides  not  choice : 
FaRiions  grow  up  for  tafte,  at  forms  they  ftrike. 
They  know  what  they  tvould  have,  not  what  they 
like. 

Cc  iiij 
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Bovy  's  a  beauty,  if  fome  few  agree 
To  call  him  fo,  the  reft  to  that  degree 
AfFecfted  are,  that  with  their  ears  they  fee 

Where  I  was  vifiting  the  other  night, 
Comes  a  fine  lady,    with  her  humble  knight. 
Who  had  pievail'd  with  her,  through  her  own 

ikill, 
At  his  requeft,  though  much  againft  his  wijl, 

To  come  to  London 

As  the  coach  ftojit,  I  herd  hqr  voice,  more  loud 

Than  a  great  hc\\\  'd  woman's  in  a  crowd; 

Telling  the  luiight,  that  her  affairs  recj^uire 

He  for  fomc  hours,  obfequioufly  retire. 

J  think  fhe  was  afliam'd  he  iliould  be  feen  : 

Hard  fate  of  hufbands  !   the  gallant  had  been. 

Though  a  difeas'd,  ill-favour'd  fool,  brought  in. 

Difpatch,  fays  {he,  the  bufinefs  you  pretend. 

Your  beaftly  vifit  to  your  drunken  friend, 

A  bottle  ever  makes  you  look  fo  fine  : 

nVTethinks  I  long  to  Ihiell  you  flink  of  wine. 

Your  couiitry  drinking  brtatli  '»  enough  to  kill ; 

TSour  ale  correfted  with  a  kmon-pcel. 

Pr'ythee,  farewell ;  we'll  meet  again  anon  : 

The  neceflVry  thing  bows,  and  is  gone. 

She  flies  up  flairs,  and  ;ill  the  hafte  does  fnew 

That  fifty  ?ntic  poftures  will  allow ; 

And  then  bnrfts  out — Dear  madam,  am  net  I 

The  flrangefl,  alter'd,  cieature  ;  let  ;iic  die, 

I  find  niyfelf  ridiculouUy  grown, 

Embarrafl  with  my  being  out  oi  town  ; 

Rude  and  unfaught,  like  any  Indian  queen, 

My  country  nakeduefs  is  plainly  feen. 

How  is  Ijove  governed  ?  Love  that  rules  the  flatc; 

And  pray  who  are  the  men  moft  worn  of  late  ?    ' 

When  1  was  marry'd,  fools  were  a-la-mode. 

The  men  of  wit  were  then  held  incommode 

Slow  of  belief,  and  fickle  in  defire, 

Who,  ere  they  '11  be  perfuaded 

As  if  they  came  to  fpy,  and 

With  fearching  wifdom,  fatal  to  their  eafe. 

They    flill   find  out  why  what  may  fhould  not 

pkafe  ; 
Nay,  take  themfelves  for  jnjur'd,  when  we  dare 
Mike  them  think  better  of  us  than  we  are  ; 
And  if  we  hide  our  frailties  from  their  figlus, 
Call  us  deceitful  jilts  and  hypocrites; 
They  little  guefs,  who  .-*  our  arts  arc  gricv'd. 
The  perfedl  joy  of  being  well  dtcciv'd; 
Inquifitive  as  jealous  cuckolds  grow  ;  ~) 

Rather  than  not  be  knowing,  they  wit  know 
What,  being  known,  creates  their  certain  woe 
Women  fhould  thefe,  of  all  mankind  avoid. 
For  wonder,  by  clear  knowledge,  is  deftroy'd. 
Woman,  who  is  ati  arrant  bird  of  night. 
Bold  in  the  duflc,  before  a  fool's  dull  fight 
Muft    fly,    when   Rcalon   brings   the   glaring 

light. 
But  the  kind  cafy  fool,  apt  to  admire 
Himfelf,  trufts  us  ;  his  follies  all  confpire 
To  flatter  his,  and  favour  our  defire  : 
Vain  of  his  proper  merit,  he  with  eafe 
Believes  we  love  him  heft,  and  beft  can  pleafe ; 
On  him  our  grofs,  dull,  conmion  flatteries  paf^, 
i^vcr  moll  happy  when  moft  made  an  al's ; 


defire,  "^ 

led,  muft  inquire,      > 
not  i'  admire  :  j 


s 


Heavy  to  apprehend,  though  all  mankind  "^ 

iPerceive  us  falfe,  the  fop  himfelf  is  blind  ;  / 

Who,  doating  on  himfelf C 

Thinks  every  one  that  fees  him  of  his  mind.       j 
Thefe  are  true  women's  men — Here,   forc'd  to 

ceafe 
Through  want  of  breath,  not  will,  to  hold   her 

peace. 
She  to  the  window  runs,  where  flie  had  fpy'd 
Her  much  efteeni'd  dear  friend,  the  monkey,  ty'd  ; 
With  forty  frniles,  as  many  antic  bows. 
As  if  't  had  been  the  lady  of  the  houfe. 
The  dirty  chatterii;g  monfter  fhe  tmbrac'd, 
And  made  it  this  fine  tender  fpecch  at  lall  : 
Kif'i  me,  thou  curious  miniature  of  man  ; 
How  odd  thou  art,  how  pretty,  how  japan  ! 
Oh  !  I  could  live  and  die  with  thee  :  then  on, 
For  half  an  hour,  in  compliments  fhe  ran  : 
I  took  this  time  to  think  what  Nature  meant,      "> 
When  this  mixt  thing  into  the  world  fhe  fent,     - 
So  very  wife,  yet  fo  imptrtinent  :  j 

One  that  knows  everything  that  God  thought  fit. 
Should  be  an  nfs  through  choice,  not  want  of  wit 
Whofe  fcppery,  without  the  help  of  fenfe, 
Could  ne'er  have  rofe  to  fuch  an  excellence  : 
Nature  's  as  lame  in  making  a  true  fop, 
As  a  philofi.pher;   the  very  toi> 
And  dignity  of  folly  we  attain 
By  ftudious  fesrch  and  labour  of  the  brain. 
By  obfervation,  counfel,  and  deep  thought : 
God  never  made  a  coxcomb  worch  a  groat ; 
We  ovi'e  that  name  to  induftry  and  arts  : 
An  eminent  fool  muft  be  a  fool  of  parts, 
And  fuch  a  one  was  fhe,  who  had  turn'd  o'er 
As  many  books  as  men,  lov'd  much,  read  mure. 
Had  a  difcerning  wit ;  to  htr  was  known 
Every  one's  fault  or  merit,  but  her  Own. 
All  the  good  qualities  that  ever  bleft  ^ 

A  woman  fo  diflinguifli'd  from  the  reft,  > 

Except  difcretion  only,  (he  poffeit,  J 

But  now,  man  cher,  dear  Pug,  fhe  cries,  adieu; 
And  the  difcourfe  broke  off^,  does  thus  renew  : 

You  fmilc  to  lee  me,  who  the  wotld  perchance 
Miftakes  to  have  fome  wit,  fo  far  advance 
The  in:creft  of  fools,  that  I  a])prove 
'I'heir  merit  more  than  men  of  wit  in  love; 
But  in  our  (ex  too  many  pronfs  there  are 
Of  fuch  whom  wits  undo,  a  'i  fools  rejiair. 
This,  in  my  time,  was  fo  obfcrv'd  a  rule. 
Hardly  a  wench  in  town  but  had  her  fool ; 
'Fhe  meanefl  common  flut,  who  long  was  growq 
The  jell  and  fcorn  of  every  pit  buffoon. 
Had  yet  left  charms  enough  to  have  fubdued 
Some  fop  or  other,  fond  to  be  thought  Itwd. 
Fofter  could  make  an  Irifh  Lord  a  Nokes, 
And  Betty  Morris  had  her  city  Cokes. 
A  woman's  ne'er  (o  ruin'd,  but  flic  can 
Be  ftill  reveng'd  on  her  undot.-r,  man  : 
How  loft  fo'er,  flie'll  find  fome  lover  more 
A  lewd  abandon'd  fool  than  flic  a  whore. 
That  wretched  thing,  Corini:a,  who  has  rim 
Through  all  the  feveral  ways  of  being  undone  : 
Cozen'd  at  firft  by  love,  and  living  then 
By  turning  the  too  dear  bought  cheat  on  men  : 
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Cay  were  die  hours,  and  wing'd  with  joy  they 

flew, 
When  firft  the  town  her  early  beauties  knew ; 
Courted,  admir'd,  and  lov'd,  with  prcfents  fed, 
Youth  in  her  looks,  and  pleafure  in  her  bed ; 
Till  fate,  or  her  ill  angel,  thought  it  fit 
To  make  her  doat  upon  a  man  of  wit ; 
Who  found  'twas  dull  to  love  above  a  day, 
Made  his  ill-naturd  jeft,  and  went  away. 
Now  fcorn'd  of  all,  i'ori'aken  and  oppreft, 
She  's  a  memento  mori  to  the  refl  : 
Difeas'd,  riecay'd,  to  take  up  half  a  crown 
Muft  mortgage  her  long  fcarf  and  mantua  gown  ; 
Poor  creature,  who,  unheard-of,  as  a  fly 
In  fome  dark  hole  muft  all  the  winter  lie. 
And  want  and  dirt  endure  a  whole  half-year, 
That  for  one  month  (he  tawdry  may  appear. 
In  Eafter-term  fhe  gets  her  a  new  gown  ; 
When  my  young  mafter's  worlhip  comes  to  town, 
Frgm  pedagogue  and  mother  juft  fet  free, 
The  heir  and  hopes  of  a  great  family  ; 
Who   with    ftrong   beer   and   beef  the    country 

rules, 
And  ever  fmce  the  Conquefl  have  been  fools ; 
And  now,  with  carefid  profped:  to  maintain 
This  charadter,  left  crofTing  of  the  drain 
Should  mend  the  booby  breed,  his  friends  provide 
A  coufin  of  his  own  to  be  his  bride  : 

And  thus  fet  out 

With  an  eflate,  no  wit,  and  a  young  wife. 
The  folid  comforts  of  a  coxcomb's  life, 
Dunghill  and  peafe  forfook,  he  comes  to  town. 
Turns  fpark,  learns  to  be  lewd,  and  is  undone; 
Nothing  fui's  worfe  with  vice  than  want  of  fenfc, 
Fools  ate  ftill  wicked  at  their  own  expence. 
This  o'ergrown  fchool-boy  loft  Corinna  wins; 
At  tlve  firft  dufh  to  make  an  afs  begins  : 
Pretends  to  like  a  man  that  has  not  known 
The  vanities  or  vices  of  the  town  ; 
Frefli  is  the  youth,  and'faithfu)  i     his  love. 
Eager  of  joys  which  he  does  Icldom  prove  ; 
Healthful  and  ftrong,  he  does  no  pains  endure 
Eut  what  the  fair  one  he  adores  c^n  cure  ; 
Grateful  for  favour?,  does  the  fex  efteem, 
And  libels  rone  for  being  kind  to  him  ; 
Then  of  the  lewdnefs  of  the  town  complains. 
Rails  at  the  wits  and  atheifts,  and  maintains 
' Tis  better  than  good  fenfe,  Uian  power  or  wealth. 
To  have  a  blood  untainted,  youth,  and  health. 
The  unbred  puppy,  who  had  never  fcen 
A  creature  look  fo  gay,  or  talk  fo  fine. 
Believes,  then  falls  in  love,  and  tiien  in  debt; 
Mortgages  all,  ev'n  to  the  ancient  feat. 
To  buy  his  miftrefs  a  new  houfe  for  life. 
To  give  her  plate  and  jewels,  rob«  his  wife  ; 
And  when  to  th'  height  of  fondnefs  he  is  grown, 
'Tis  time  to  poifon  him,  and  all's  her  own  : 
Thus  meeting  in  her  common  arms  his  fate. 
He  leaves  her  baftard  heir  to  his  eftate  ; 
And,  as  the  race  of  fuch  an  owl  deferves. 
His  own  dull  lawful  progeny  he  ftarves. 
Nature  (that  never  made  a  thing  in  vain, 
But  does  each  infedl  to  fome  end  ordain) 
Wifely  provokes  kind  keeping  fools,  no  doubt. 
To  patch  up  vices  men  of  wit  weaj  out. 


Thus  {he  ran  on  two  hours,  fome  grains  of  fenfe 
Still  mixt  with  follies  of  impertinence. 
But  now  'tis  time  I  fhould  fome  pity  fhew  -\ 

To  Cloe,  fince  I  cannot  choofe  but  now,  C 

Readers  mull;  reap  what  dulleft  writers  fow.       j 
By  the  next  poft  I  will  fuch  ftories  tell. 
As,  join'd  to  thefe,  fliall  to  a  volume  fwell ; 
As  true  as  heaven,  more  infamous  than  hell. 
But  you  are  tir'd,  and  fo  am  I.     Farewell. 


AN  EPISTOLARY  ESSAY 

FROM 

LofdRogHCSTER  to  Lord  Mulgrave, 

UPON 

THEIR  MUTUAL  POEMS. 

Deaji  friend,  I  hear  this  town  does  fo  abound 

In  faucy  cenfures,  that  faults  are  found 

With  what  of  late  we,  in  poetic  rage 

Beftowing,  threw  away  on  the  dull  ace. 

But  howfoe'er  envy  their  fpleen  may  raife. 

To  rob  my  brows  of  the  deferved  bays) 

Their  thanks,  at  leaft,  I  merit ;  fince  through  me 

They  are  partakers  of  your  poetry. 

And  this  is  all  I'll  fay  in  my  defence, 

T'  obtain  one  line  of  your  well  worded  fenfe, 

I  '11  be  content   t'  have  it   writ  the  "  Briti 

"  Prince." 
I'm  none  of  thofe  who  think  thcmfelves  infplr'd. 
Nor  write  with  the  vain  hope  to  be  admir'd; 
But  from  a  rule  I  have  (upon  long  trial) 
T'  avoid  with  care  all  fort  of  felf-denial. 
Which  way  foe'er  defire  and  fancy  lead, 
(Contemning  fame)  that  path  I  boldly  tread  : 
And  if  expoung  what  I  take  for  wit,  ' 

To  my  dear  felf  a  pleafure  1  beget,    '  i 

No  matter  though  the  cenfuring  critics  fret.        ^ 
J  hcfe  whom  my  Mufe  difpleafcs  are  at  ftrife. 
With  c(]ual  fpleen,  againft  my  courfe  of  life  ; 
The  leaft  delight  of  which  I'll  not  forego. 
For  all  the  flattering  praife  man  can  beflow. 
If  I  defign'd  to  pleafe,  the  way  were  then 
To  mend  my  manners  rather  than  my  pen  : 
The  firft  's  unnatural,  therefore  unfit ;  * 

And  for  the  fccond  1  defpair  of  it,  J 

Since  grace  is  not  fo  hard  to  get  as  wit :  _ 

Perhaps  ill  verfes  ought  to  be  confin'd, 
In  mere  good  breeding,  like  unfavoury  wind. 
Were  reading  forc'd,  I  Ihould  be  apt  to  think. 
Men  might  no  more  write  fcurvily  than  ftink, 
!  '11  own  that  you  write  better  than  I  do, 
But  I  have  as  much  need  to  write  as  you. 
In  all  I  write,  fliould  fenfe,  and  wit,  and  rhyme, 
Fail  me  at  once,  yet  fomething  fo  fublime 
Shall  ftamp  my  poem,  that  the  world  may  fee. 
It  could  have  been  produc'd  by  notie  but  me. 
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And  tbat  's  my  end  ;  for  man  can  wifh  no  more 

Than  fo  to  write,  as  none  e'er  writ  before ; 

Yet  why  am  I  no  poet  of  the  times  ? 

I  have  allufions,  fimilies,  and  rhymes, 

And  wit ;  or  elfe  'tis  hard  that  I  alone. 

Of  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  (hould  have  none. 

Unequally  the  partial  hand  of  heaven 

Has  all  but  this  one  only  bleffing  given. 

The  world  appears  like  a  great  family, 

Whofe  lord,  opprefs'd  with  pride  and  poverty, 

(That  to  a  few  gprcat  bounty  he  may  fliew) 

Is  fain  to  ftarve  the  numerous  train  bWow. 

Tuft  fo  feenis  Providence,  as  poor  and  vain, 

Keeping  more  creatures  than  it  can  maintain  : 

Here  'tis  profufe,  and  there  it  meanly  faves. 

And  for  one  prince,  it  makes  ten  thoufand  flaves. 

In  wit  alone  't  has  been  magnificent,  T 

Of  which  fo  juft  a  (hare  to  each  is  fent,  > 

That  the  moft  avaricious  are  content.  j 

For  none  e'er  thought  (the  due  divifion  fuch) 

His  own  too  little,  or  his  friend's  too  much. 

Yet  moft  men  (hew,  or  find,  great  want  of  wit, 

Writing  themfelves,  or  judging  what  is  writ. 

But  I,  who  am  of  fprightly  vigour  full, 

Look  on  mankind  as  envious  and  dull. 

Born  to  myfelf,  I  like  myfelf  alone. 

And  mull  conclude  my  judgment  good,  or  none; 

For  could  my  fenfe  be  naught,  how  fhould  I  know 

WhetJier  another  man's  were  good  or  no  ? 

ThiTS  I  refolve  of  my  own  poetry. 

That  'tis  the  beft ;  and  there  's  a  fame  for  me. 

If  then  I'm  happy,  what  does  it  advance. 

Whether  to  merit  due,  or  arrogance  ? 

Oh,  but  the  world  will  take  offence  hereby  I 

Why  then  the  world  (hall  fu£Fcr  for  it,  not  I. 

Did  e'er  the  faucy  world  and  I  agree, 

To  let  it  have  its  beaftly  will  on  me  .' 

Why  (hould  my  proilituted  fenfe  be  drawn, 

To  every  rule  their  mufty  cuftoms  fpawn  ? 

But  men  may  cenfure  you  ;  'tis  two  to  one, 

Whene'er  ihey  cenlure,  they  'II  be  in  the  wrong. 

There  *s  not  a  thing  on  earth,  that  I  can  name, 

So  foolifli,  and  fo  falfe,  as  common  fame. 

It  calls  the  courtier  knave,  (he  plain  man  rude. 

Haughty  the  grave,  and  the  delightful  lewd, 

Impertinent  the  brifk,morofe  the  fad. 

Mean  the  familiar,  the  referv'd  one  mad. 

Poor  helpkfs  woman  i'^  not  favour 'd  more, 

She  's  a  fly  hypocrite,  or  public  whore. 

Then  who  the  devil  would  give  this — to  be  free 

From  th'  innocent  reproach  of  infamy  ? 

Thcfe  things  confidcr'd,  makt!  me  (in  defpight 

Of  idle  rumour)  keep  at  home  and  write. 


A  TRIAL  OF  THE  POETS  FOR  THE  BAYS. 

IN  IMITATION   OF  A  SATIRE  IN  BOILEAU. 

iiiNCE  the  fons  of  the  Mufes  grew  numerous  and 

loud, 
for  th'  appeafing  fo  faflious  and   clamorous   a 

crowd. 


Apollo  thought  fit,  in  fo  weighty  a  caufe, 
T'  eftablifh  a  government,  leader,  and  laws. 
The  hopes  of  the  bays,  at  the  fummoning  call. 
Had  drawn  them  together,  the  devil  and  all; 
All  thronging  and  liftening,  they  gap'd  for  the 

blelling  : 
No   prefbyter  fermon  had   more  crowding    and 

preffmg : 
In  the  head  of  the  gang,  John  Dryden  appear'd, 
That  ancient  grave  wit  fo  long  lov'd  and  fear'd. 
But  Apollo  had  beard  a  flory  in  town. 
Of  his  quitting  the  Mufes,  to  wear  theblack  gown ; 
And  fu  gave  him  leave  now  h's  poetry  'a  done. 

To  let  him  turn  priefl.  fince  R is  turn'd  nuH. 

This  reverend  author  was  no  fooner  fet  by. 
But  Apollo  had  got  gentle  George  '   in  his  eye. 
And  frankly  confefs'd,  of  all  men  that  writ, 
Tha-e's  none  had  more  fancy,  fenfe,  judgment, 

and  wit  : 
But  in  th'  crying  fin,  idlenefs,  he  was  fo  harden'd. 
That  his  long  feven  years  filence  was  not  to  be 
pardon'd. 

W y  t  was  the  next  man  (hew'd  his  face. 

But  Apollo  e'en  thought  him    too  good  for  the 

place  ; 
No  gentleman  writer  that  office  (bould  bear,      "y 
But  a  trader  in  wit  the  laurel  fhould  wear,  > 

As  none  but  a  Cit — e'er  makes  a  Lord  Mayor,  j 
Next  in  the  crowd,  Tom  Shadwell  does  wallow. 
And  fwearsby  his  guts,  his  paunch,  and  his  tallow, 
That  'tis  he  alone  belt  pleafes  the  age, 
Himfelf  and  his  wife  have  fupported  the  ftage  : 
Apollo,  well  pleas'd  with  fo  bonny  a  lad, 
T'  oblige  him,  he  told  him,  he  fhould  be  huge  'y 
glad,  i 

Had  he  half  fo  much  wit,  as  he  fancy'd  he  had.  / 
Nat  Lee  ftepp'd  in  next,  in  hopes  of  a  prize, 
Apollo  remember'd  he  had  hit  once  in  thrice; 
By  the  rubies  in's  face,  he  could  uot  deny. 
But  he  had  as  much  wit  as  wine  could  fupply  ; 
Confefs'd  that  indeed  he  had  a  mufical  note. 
But  fometimes  (Iraiu'd  fo  hard  that  tic  rattled  in 

throat ; 
Yet  owning  he  had  fenfe,  t'  encourage  him  for  't, 
He  made  him  his  Ovid  in  Auguftus's  court. 
Poor  Settle,  his  trial  was  the  next  came  about. 
He  brought  him  an  Ibrahim  with  the  preface  torn 

out, 
And  humbly  dcfir'd  be  might  give  no  offence ; 
D — n  him,  cries  Shadwell,  he  cannot  write  fenfe  : 
And  Bancks,cry'd  Newport,  I  hate  that  dullrogue ; 
Apollo,  confidering  he  was  not  in  vogue. 
Would  not  truft  his  dear  bays  with  fo  modeft  a 

fool, 
And  bid  the  great  boy  be  fent  back  to  fchocl. 
Tom  Otway  came  next, Tom  Shadwell's  dear  Z^ny, 
And  fwcars,  for  heroics,  he  writes  beft  of  any  : 
Don  Carlos  his  pockets  fo  amply  had  fiU'd, 
That  his  mange  was  quite  cur'd,  and  his  lice  were 

all  kili'd  ; 
Aiiababaluthu  put  in  for  a  (hare. 
And  little  Tom  ElTencc's  author  was  there  : 


*  Sir  Georpe  Ethcregc. 
f  Mr.  Wychciley. 
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But  Apollo  had  feen  his  face  on  the  ftage,  "^ 

And  prudently  did  not  think  fit  to  engage  [age.  C 
The  fcuni  of  a  play-houfe,  for  the  prop  of  an  J 
In  the   numerous   crowd   that  encompafs'd  him 

round,  [found, 

Little    flarch'd  Johnny  Crown   at  his  elbow  he 
His  cravat  ftring  new  iron'd,  he  gently  did  flretch 
His  lily  white  hand  out,  the  laurel  to  reach. 
Alleging  that  he  had  moft  right  to  the  bays, 
For  writing  romances,  and  fh-ting  of  plays : 
Apollo  rofe  up,  and  gravely  confefs'd, 
Of  all  men  that  writ,  his  talent  was  beft; 
For  fince  pain  and  difhonour  man's  life  only") 

damn,  / 

The  greateft  felicity  mankind  can  claim,  [Ihame ;  C 
Is  to  want  fenfe  of  fmart,  and  be  paft  fenfe  ofj 
And  to  perfect  his  blifs  in  poetical  rapture. 
He  bid  him  be  dull  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 
The  poetefs  Afra  next  fhew'd  her  fweet  face. 
And  fwore  by  her  poetry,  and  her  black  ace, 
The  laurel  by  a  double  right  was  her  own, 
For  the  plays  fhe  had  writ,  and  the  conqueds  ihe 

had  won. 
Apollo  acknowledg'd  'twas  hard  to  deny  her. 
Yet,  to  deal  frankly  and  ingenuoufly  by  her, 
He  told  her,  were  conquefts  and  charms  her  pre- 
tence. 
She  ought  to  have  pleaded  a  dozen  years  fince. 
Nor  could  D'Urfey  forbear  for  the  laurel  to") 

fticklc, 
Protefting  that  he  had  the  honour  to  tickle  ^ 

Th'  ears  of  the  town,  with  his   dear  madam 

Fickle.  J 

With  other  pretenders,  whofe  names  I'd  rehearle, 
But  that  they're  too  long  to  ftand  in  my  verfe  : 
Apollo,  quite  tir'd  with  their  tedious  harangue,") 
At  laft  found  Tom  Betterton's  face  in  the  gang,/ 
For,  fince  poets  without  the  kind  players  may  f 

hang,  J 

By  his  one  facred  light  he  folemnly  fwore, 
That  in  fearch  of  a  laureat  he'd  look  out  no  more, 
A  general  murmur  ran  quite  through  the  hall. 
To  think  that  the  bays  to  an  ad  or  fhould  fall ; 
Toni  told  them,  to  put  his  defert  to  the  jeft, 
That  he  had  Maid  plays  :is  wtU  as  the  beft. 
And  was  the  greac'ft  wonder  the  age  ever  bore, 
Of  all  the  play  fcribblers  that  e'er  writ  before. 
His  wit  had  moil  worth,  and  modefty  in't, 
for  he  had  writ  plays,  yet  ne'er  came  in  print. 


A  SATYR  AGAINST  MANKIND, 

Were  I,  who  to  my  cofl  already  am 

One  of  thcfe  ftrange  prodigious  creatures  man, 

A  fpirit  free,  to  choofe  for  my  own  fhare. 

What  fort  of  flefli  and  blood  I  pleas'd  to  wear, 

I'd  be  a  dog,  a  monkey,  or  a  bear. 

Or  any  thing,  but  that  vain  animal, 

Who  is  fo  proud  of  being  rational. 

The  fenfes  are  too  grofs,  and  he'll  contrive 

A  fixth,  to  comradifft  the  other  five ; 


And,  before  certain  inftindl,  will  prefer 
Reafon,  which  fifty  times  for  one  does  err, 
Reafon,  an  ignis  fatuus  of  the  mind, 
Which  leaves  the  light  of  nature,  fenfe,  belund  : 
Pathlefs  and  dangerous  wandering  ways  it  takes. 
Through  error's  fenny  bogs,  and  thorny  brakes  ; 
Whilft  the  mifguided  follower  climbs  with  pain 
Mountains  of  whimfies,  heapt  in  his  own  brain  : 
Stumbling  from  thought  to  thought,  falls  headlong 

down 
Into  Doubt's  boundlefs  fea,  where  like  to  drown 
Books  bear  him  up  a  while,  and  make  him  try 
To  fwim  with  bladders  of  philofophy ; 
111  hopes  flill  to  o'ertake  the  Ikipping  light, 
The  vapour  dances  in  his  dazzled  fight, 
Till,  fpent,  it  leaves  him  to  eternal  night. 
Then  Old  Age  and  Experience,  hand  in  hand. 
Lead  him  to  death,  and  make  him  underdand, 
After  a  fearch  fo  painful  and  fo  long, 
That  all  his  life  he  has  been  in  the  wrotig. 
Huddled  in  dirt,  this  reafoning  engine  lies, 
Who  was  fo  proud,  fo  witty,  and  fo  wife  : 
Pride  drew  him  in,  as  cheats  their  bubbles  catch, 
And  made  him  venture  to  be  made  a  wretch  : 
His  wifdom  did  his  happinefs  deftroy, 
Aiming  to  know  the  world  he  fliould  enjoy : 
And  wit  was  his  vain  frivolous  pretence. 
Of  pleafing  others  at  his  own  expence ; 
For  wits  are  treated  juft  like  common  whores, 
Firft  they're  enjoy'd,  and  then  tick'd  out  of  doors: 
The  pleafure  paft,  a  threatening  doubt  remains. 
That  frights  th'enjoyer  with  fucceeding  pains. 
Women,  and  men  of  wit,  are  dangerous  tools. 
And  ever  fatal  to  admiring  fools. 
Pleafure  allures  ;  and  when  the  fops  efcape, 
'Tis  not  that  they  are  lov'd,  but  fortunate ; 
And  therefore  what  they  fear,  at  heart  they  hate 
But  now,  methinks,  fome  formal  band  and  beard 
Takes  me  to  taflc  :  come  on.  Sir,  I'm  prepar'd. 
Then,  by  your  favour,  any  thing  that's  writ, 
Againft  this  gibing,  gingling  knack,  call'd  Wit, 
Like  me  abundantly  ;  but  you'll  take  care, 
Upon  this  point,  not  to  be  too  fevere  ; 
Perhaps  my  Mufe  were  fitter  for  this  part ;        > 
For,  I  profefs,  I  can  be  very  fmart  C 

On  wit,  which  I  abhor  with  all  my  heart.  j 

I  long  to  lafli  it  in  fome  Iharp  cflay,  ~j 

But  your  grand  indifcretion  bids  me  ftay,  V 

And  turns  my  tide  of  iak  another  way.  j 

What  rage  ferments  in  your  degenerate  mind, 
To  make  you  rail  at  reafon  and  mankind  ? 
Bleft  glorious  man,  to  whom  algne  kind  heaven 
An  everlafling  foul  hath  freely  given  ; 
Whom  his  great  Maker  took  fuch  care  to  make. 
That  from  himfelf  he  did  the  image  take, 
And  this  fair  frame  in  fbining  reafon  dreft, 
To  dignify  his  nature  above  beaft  : 
Reafon,  by  whofe  afpiring  influence, 
We  take  a  flight  beyond  material  fenfe, 
Dive  into  myllerjes,  then  foaring  pierce 
The  flaming  limits  of  the  univerfe, 
Search  heaven  and  hell,  find  out  what's  aded  there. 
And  give  the  world  true  grounds  of  hope  and  fear. 

Hold,  mighty  man,  I  cry ;  all  this  we  know 
From  the  pathetic  pen  of  Ingelo, 
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From  Patrick's  Pilgrim,  Sibb's  Soliloquies, 
And  'tis  this  very  reafon  I  defpife 
This  fupernatural  gift,  that  makes  a  mite 
Think  he's  tiie  image  of  the  infinite  ; 
Comparing  his  fiiort  life,  vqid  of  all  reft. 
To  the  Eternal  and  the  Ever-bleft  : 
This  bufy  puzzling  ftirrer  up  of  doubt, 
That  frames  deep  myfterie^,  then  fir.ds  them  out, 
Filling  with  frantic  crowds  of  thinking  foojs, 
The  reverend  bedlams,  colleges  and  fchoois. 
Borne  on  tho<c  wings,  each  heavy  fgt  can  pierce 
The  limrts  of  the  boundlefs  univerfe. 
So  charming  ointments  make  an  old  witch  fly, 
And  bear  a  crippled  carcafe  through  the  iky. 
'Tis  this  exalted  power,  whofe  bufinefs  lies 
In  nonfenfe  and  impofTibilities  : 
This  made  a  vvhimi'ical  philofopher, 
Before  the  fpacious  world  his  tub  prefer; 
And  we  have  many  modern  coxcombs,  who 
Retire  to.  think,  'caufe  they  have  nought  to  do. 
But  thoughts  were  given  for  adiions'  government, 
"Where  adtion  ceafes,  thought's  impertinent. 
Our  fphcre  of  adtion  is  life's  happinefs. 
And  he  that  thinks  beyond,  thinks  like  an  afs. 
Thus  whilfl  againft  falfe  reafoning  I  inveigh, 
I  own  right  reafon,  which  I  would  obey  ; 
That  reafon,  which  diftinguifhes  by  fenfe. 
And  gives  us  rules  of  good  and  ill  from  thence  ; 
That  bounds  defires  with  a  reforming  will. 
To  keep  them  more  in  vigour,  not  to  kill : 
Your  reafon  hinders,  mine  helps  to  enjoy, 
Renewing  appetites,  yours  would  deftroy. 
My  reafon  is  my  friend,  yours  is  a  cheat : 
Hunger  calls  out,  my  reafon  bids  mc  eat  : 
Perverfely  yours  your  appetite  does  mock : 
This  aflcs  for  food  ;  that  anfwers,  what's  a  clock  ? 
This  plain  diftindion.  Sir,  your  doubt  fecures  : 
'Tis  not  true  reafon  I  defpife,  but  yours. 
Thus  I  think  reafon  righted  :  but  for  man, 
I'll  ne'er  recant ;  defend  him,  if  you  can. 
For  all  his  pride  and  his  philofophy,  T 

'Tis  evident  beafls  are,  in  their  degree,  S- 

As  wife  at  leaft,  and  better  far  than  he.  J 

Thofe  creatures  are  the  wil'eft,  who  attain, 
By  furefl  means,  the  ends  at  which  they  aim. 
If  therefore  Jowler  finds  and  kills  his  hare, 
Bettc  r  than  Meres  fupplies  committee-chair  : 
Though  one's  a  flatefman,  th'  other  but  a  hound, 
JowliT  in  jufticc  will  be  wifer  found. 
You  fee  how  far  man's  wifdom  here  extends  : 
Look  next  if  human  nature  makes  amends; 
Whofe  principles  are  moft  generous  and  juft  ; 
And  to  whofe  morals  you  would  fooner  truft  : 
Be  judge  yourfclf ;   I'll  bring  it  to  the  tefl. 
Which  is  the  bafeft  creature,  man  or  beafl  : 
Birds  feed  on  birds,  heafts  on  each  other  prey, 
But  favagc  man  alone  does  man  betray. 
Preft  by  neceflity,  they  kill  for  food  ; 
IVton  undoes  man,  to  do  himfelf  no  good  : 
With  teeth  and  claws  by  nature  arm'd,  they  hunt 
Nature's  allowance,  to  fupply  their  want ; 
But  man,  with  fmiles,  embraces,  friendfliips,  praife, 
Inhumanly  his  fellow's  life  betrays, 
With  voluntary  pains  works  his  diflrefs, 
MoS  through  ncctirity,  but  w^mtonntfs. 


For  hunger  or  for  love,  thiy  bite  or  ti^ar; 

Whilft  wretched  man  is  ftill  in  arms  for  fear  : 

For  fear  he  arms,  and  is  of  arms  afraid ; 

From  fear  to  fear  fuccefTively  betray'd  r 

Bafe  fear,  the  fource  whence  his  bale  paflions  came. 

His  boi'.dtd  honour,  and  his  dear-bought  fame  : 

The  luft  of  power,  to  which  he's  fuch  a  flave, 

And  for  the  which  alone  he  dares  be  brave  ; 

To  which  his  various  projeiSs  are  dcfign'd. 

Which  makes  him  generous,  affable,  and  kind  ; 

For  which  he  takes  fuch  pains  to  be  thought  wife, 

i^  nd  fcrews  his  adtions  in  a  forc'd  difguife  ; 

Leads  a  moft  tedious  life,  in  mifery. 

Under  laborious,  mean  hypocrify. 

Look  to  the  bottom  of  his  vaft  defign, 

Wherein  man's  wifdom,  power,  and  glory,  join  ; 

The  good  he  atfls,  the  ill  he  does  endure  ; 

'Tis  all  from  fear,  to  make  himfelf  fecure. 

Merely  f  >r  fafety,  after  fame  they  thirft ; 

For  all  men  would  be  cowards  if  they  durft  : 

And  honefty's  againft  all  common  fenfe  ; 

Men  niuft  be  knaves ;  'tis  in  their  own  defence^ 

Mankind's  difhoiiefl:  :  if  you  think  it  fair, 

Amongft  known  cheats,  to  play  upon  the  fquare. 

You'll  be  undone—— 

Mor  can  weak  truth  your  reputation  fave  ; 

The  knavt;s  will  all  agree  to  call  you  knave. 

Wrong'd  fhall  he  live,  infulted  o'er,  oppreft, 

Who  dares  be  Itfs  a  villain  than  the  reft. 

Thus  here  you  fee  what  human  nature  craves, 

Moft  men  are  cowards,  ali  men  fhould  be  knaves. 

The  difference  lies,  as  far  as  I  can  fee, 

Not  in  the  thing  itfelf,  but  the  degree; 

And  all  the  fubjedl  matter  of  debate. 

Is  only  who's  a  knave  of  the  firft  rate. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

All  this  with  indignation  have  I  hurl'd 
At  the  pretending  part  of  the  proud  world, 
Who,  fwoln  with  fclfifti  vanity,  devifc  "^ 

Falfe  fieedoms,  holy  cheats,  and  furmal  lies,         i- 
Over  their  fellow-flaves  to  tyrannize.  J 

But  if  in  court  fo  juft  a  man  there  be, 
(In  court  a  juft  man,  yet  unknown  to  me) 
Who  does  his  needful  flattery  direiSl:, 
Not  to  opprcfs  and  ruin,  hnt  pr.>te(it; 
Since  flattery,  which  way  foever  laid, 
Is  ftill  a  tax  on  that  unhappy  trade  : 
If  fo  upright  a  ftatefman  you  can  find, 
Whofe  palFions  bend  to  his  unbias'd  mind ; 
Who  does  his  arts  and  policies  apply. 
To  raife  his  country,  not  his  family. 

Is  there  a  mortal  who  on  God  relies? 
Whofe  life  his  faith  and  dodlrine  juftifies? 
Not  one  blown  up  with  vain,  afpiring  pride, 
Who,  for  reproof  of  fins,  docs  man  deride  ; 
Whofe  envious  heart,  with  faucy  eloquence. 
Dares  chide  at  kings,  and  rail  at  men  of  fenfe  ; 
Who  in  his  talking  vents  more  peevilh  lies. 
More  bitter  railings,  fcand.ils,  calumnies, 
Than  at  a  gofliping  are  thrown  about. 
When  the  good  wives  drink  free,  apd  then  fall 
out. 
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None  oT  the  fenfual  tribe,  whofe  talents  lie 
In  avarice,  pride,  in  flotli,  and  gluttony  ; 
"Who  hunt  preferment,  but  abhor  good  lives ;      ") 
Whofe  luft  exalted  to  th.at  iicight  arrives,  > 

They  ad:  adultery  witii  'heir  own  wives;  j 

And,  ere  a  fcore  of  years  completed  be,  ~j 

Can  from  the  lofty  ftage  of  honour  fee  C 

Half  3  large  parifh  their  own  p-o^'eny.  j 

Nor  doating who  vsrould  be  ador'd, 

For  d  'mineering  at  the  conncii-board ; 

A  greater  fop,  in  biifni(ijs,  :,i  fourlcore, 

Fonder  of  fcrious  toy^,  affedted  more, 

Than  the  gay,  glittfing  fool  at  twenty  proves. 

With  all  his  noife,  his  tawdry  cloaths,  and  loves. 

But  a  meek,  humble  man,  of  modeft  fenfc, 
"V'ho,  preaching  peace,  does  pradlife  continence  ; 
Whofe  pious  life's  a  proof  he  does  believe 
Myfterious  truths,  which  no  man  can  conceive. 
If  upon  earth  there  dwell  fuch  godlike  men, 
I'll  here  recanr  my  paradox  to  them, 
Adore  thofe  fhrines  of  virtue,  homage  pay. 
And,  with  the  thinking  world,  their  laws  obey. 
If  fuch  there  are,  yet  grant  me  this  at  leall, 
Man  differs  more  from  man,  than  man  from  bead. 


THE  MAIMED  DEBAUCHEE. 


As  fame  brave  admiral,  in  forriier  war 

Depriv'd  of  force,  but  preft  with  courage  flill, 
Two  rival  fleets  appearing  from  afar, 
Crawls  to  the  top  of  an  adjacent  hill ; 
II. 
From  whence   (with  thoughts  full  of  concern)  he 
views 
The  wife  and  daring  condudl  of  the  fight ; 
And  each  bold  a<ftion  to  his  mind  renews 
His  prefent  glory  and  his  paft  delight. 
111. 
From  his  fierce  eyes  flafhes  of  rage  he  throws, 
As  from  black  clouds  when  lightning  breaks  a- 
i^'ay, 
Tranfported  thinks  himfelf  amidfl  his  foes. 
And  abfcnt,  yet  enjoys  the  bloody  day. 

IV. 

So  when  my  days  of  impotence  approach, 

And  I'm  by  wine,  and  love's  unlucky  chance, 
Driven  from  the  pleafing  billows  of  debauch. 

On  the  dull  fhore  of  lazy  temperance, 
v. 
My  paias  at  lafl  fome  refpite  fhall  afford, 

While  I  behold  the  battles  you  m?intain, 
'When  fleets  of  glaffes  fail  around  the  board. 

From  whofe  broadfides  voUies  of  wit  fhall  rain. 

VI. 

Nor  (hall  the  fight  of  honourable  fears, 

Which  my  too  forward  valour  did  procure, 

Frighten  new-lifted  foldiers  from  the  wars; 
Paft  joys  have  more  than  paid  what  I  endure. 


Should  fome  brave  youth  ^worth  being  drunk) 
prove  nice, 

And  from  his  fair  invlter  meanly  fhrink, 
'Twould  pleafe  the  ghoft  of  my  departed  vice, 

If,  at  my  council,  he  repent  and  drink. 

VIII. 

Or  fhould  fome  cold-complexion'd  fot  forbid, 
With  his  dull  morals,  our  night's  brifk  alarms, 

I'll  fire  his  blood,  by  telling  what  I  did 
When  I  was  ftrong,  and  able  to  bear  arms. 

IX. 

I'll  tell  of  whores  attack'd  their  lords  at  home, 
Bawds  quarters  beaten  up,  and  fortrefs  won; 

Windows  demolilh'd,  watches  overcome, 
And  handfome  ills  by  my  contrivance  done. 

X. 

With  tales  like  thefe  I  will  fuch  heat  infjnre. 
As  to  important  mifchief  fhall  incline  ; 

I'll  make  him  long  fome  ancient  church  to  fire. 
And  fear  no  lewdnefs  they're  csU'd  to  by  v/ine. 

XI. 

Thus,  ftatefman-like,  I'll  faucily  impofe. 
And,  fafe  from  danger,  valiantly  advife  ; 

Shelter'd  in  impotence,  urge  you  to  blows. 
And,  being  good  for  nothing  elfe,  be  wife. 


UPON  NOTHING. 


Nothing  '■  thou  elder  brother  ev'n  to  fhade, 
I'hat  hadfl  a  being  ere  the  world  was  made. 
And  (well  fixt)  art  alone  of  ending  not  afraid. 

ir. 
Ere  Time  and  Place  were.  Time  and  Place  were 
not,  [got. 

When  primitive  Nothing  Something  flraight  be- 
Then  all  proceeded  fi  om  the  great  united — What. 

III. 
Something,  the  general  attribute  of  all, 
Sever'd  from  thee,  its  fole  original. 
Into  thy  boundlefs  felf  mull  undiflinguilh'd  fall. 

IV. 

Yet  Something  did  thy  mighty  power  command. 
And  from  thy  fruitful  emptinefs's  hand 
Snatch'd  men,  bealls,  birds,  fire,  air,  and  land. 

V. 

Matter,  the  wicked'ft  offspring  of  thy  race. 

By  Form  affifted,  flew  from  thy  embrace ; 

And  rebel  Light  obfcur'd  thy  reverend  dufky  face. 

VI, 

With  Form  and  Matter,  Time  and  Place  did  join; 
Body,  thy  foe,  with  thee  did  leagues  combine. 
To  fpoil  thy  peaceful  realm,  and  ruin  all  thy  line. 

VII. 

But  turn-coat  Time  aflifts  the  foe  in  vain. 
And,  brib'd  by  thee,  affifts  thy  fhort-liv'd  reign. 
And  to  thy  hungry  womb  drives  back  thy  flaves 
again. 
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TRANSLATION  OF  SOME  LINES  IN 
lAJCRETIUS. 

The  Gods,  by  right  "f  nature,  muft  poffefs 
An  everlalHni^  age  ol  perfcift  peace; ; 
Far  off  remov'd  from  us  and  our  affairs. 
Neither  approach'd  by  dangers  or  by  cares; 
Rich  m  themfclvts,  to  whom  we  cannot  add; 
Wot  pleas'd  by  good  deeds,  nor  provoli'd  by  bad. 


The  latter  End  ok  the  CHORUS  c?  the 
Second  Act  of  SENECA'S  TROAS, 
'i'kanslatud. 

After  Death  notliing  is,  and  nothing  Death, 
1  he  ucmull  htnits  of  a  gal'p  of  breath. 


Though  myfteriet  arc  barr'd  from  laic  eyes, 
And  the  divine  alone,  with  warrant,  pries 
Into  thy  bofom,  where  the  truth  in  private  lies ; 

IX. 

Yet  this  of  thee  the  wife  may  freely  fay. 
Thou  from  the  virtuous  Nothing  tak'ft  away. 
And  to  be  part  with  thee  the  wicked  wifely  pray. 

X. 

Great  Ne"-atiTe  !  how  vainly  would  the  wife 
Inquire,  define,  diflinguilh,  teach,  devife  ?    [phies. 
Didft  thou  not  ftand  to  point  their  dull  philofo- 

XI. 

//,  or  is  not,  the  two  great  ends  of  Fate, 
And,  true  or  falfe,  the  fubjrcl:  of  debate, 
That  perfeiSl  or  deilroy  the  vaft  defigns  of  Fate ; 

XII. 

When  they  have  rack'd  the  politician's  breafl, 
Within  thy  bofom  moft.  fecurely  tell,  [beft. 

And,  when  reduc'd  to  thee,  are  leafl;  unfafe  and 

XIII. 

But  Nothing,  why  docs  Something  flill  permit. 
That  facred  monarchs  fhould  at  council  fit,      [fit  ? 
With  perfons  highly  thought  at  befl  for  nothing 

XIV. 

While  weighty  Something  modeftly  abflains 
From  princes'  cofTcrs,  and  from  ftatefmen's  brain?. 
And  nothing  there  like  ftately  Nothing  reigns. 

XV. 

Nothi'ng,  who  dwell'ft  with  fools  in  grave  difguife,  I 
For  whom  they  reverend  fhapes  and  form>-  devife, 
Lawn  fleeves,  and  furs,  and  gowns,  when  they  like 
thee  look  wife. 

XVI. 

French  truth,  Dutch  prowefs,  Britifh  policy, 
Hibernian  learning,  Scotch  civility,  [thee. 

Spaniards'  dtfpatcn,  Danes'  wit,  are  mainly  feen  in  i 

xvii. 
The  pfreat  man's  gratitude  to  his  beft  friend. 
Kings'  promifes,  whores'  vows,  towards  thee  they 

bend. 
Flow  fvviftly  into  thee,  and  in  thee  ever  end. 


Let  the  ambitious  zealot  lay  afide 

His  hope  of  heaven  (whofe  faith  is  but  his  pride) ; 

Let  ilavifh  fouls  lay  by  their  fear, 

Nor  be  concein'd  which  way,  or  where, 

After  this  life  they  fhall  be  hurl'd  : 

Dead,  we  become  the  lumber  of  the  world  ; 

And  to  that  mafs  of  matter  fhall  be  fwept. 

Where  things  deftroy'd  with  things  unborn  are 

Devouring  Time  fwallows  us  whole  ;  [kept  : 

Invpartial  Death  confounds  body  and  foul  : 

For  hell,  and  the  foul  fiend  that  rules 

The  cverlafting  fiery  gaols, 
Devis'd  by  rogues,  dreaded  by  fools. 
With  his  grim  grifly  dog  that  keeps  the  docr^ 

Are  fenfelefs  ftories,  idle  tales. 
Dreams,  whimfies,  and  no  ntore. 


TO  HIS  SACRED  MAJESTY, 
On  his  Restoration  in  the  Year  1660. 

Virtue's  triumphant  fhrine!  who  doft  engage 

At  once  three  kingdoms  in  a  pilgrimage; 

Which  in  extatic  duty  ftrive  to  come 

Out  of  themfelves,  as  well  as  from  their  home  ; 

Whilft  England  grows  one  camp,  and  London  is 

Itfclf  the  nation,  not  metropolis; 

And  loyal  Kent  renews  her  arts  again. 

Fencing  her  ways  with  moving  groves  of  men  : 

Forgive  this  diflant  homage,  which  does  meet 

Your  bleft  approach  on  fedentary  feet ; 

And  though  my  youth,  not  patient  yet  to  bear 

The  weight  of  arms,  denies  me  to  appear 

In  fleel  before  you;  yet,  great  Sir,  approve 

My  manly  wiflies,  and  more  vigorous  love  ; 

In  whom  a  cold  refpedt  were  treafon  to 

A  father's  aflies,  greater  thftn  to  you  ; 

Whofe  one  ambition  'tis  for  to  be  known, 

By  daring  lnyalty,  your  Wilmot's  fon. 

Wadh.  Coll.  Rochester 


TO  HER  SACRED  MAJESTY  THE 
QUEEN-MOTHER. 

On  the  Death  of  Mary,  Princefs  of  Orange. 

Respite,  great  queen,  your  juft  and  hafty  fears  : 
There's  no  in/edior  lodges  in  our  tears. 
Though  pur  unhappy  air  be  arm'd  with  death, 
Yet  fighs  have  an  untainted  guiltlefs  breath. 
Oh  !  ftay  a  while,  and  teach  your  equal  fkill 
To  imderfland,  and  to  fupport  our  ill. 
You  that  in  mighty  wrongs  an  age  have  fpent, 
And  feem  to  have  out-liv'd  ev'n  banifhment ; 
Wliom  traiterous  mifchief  fought  its  earlicfl  prey, 
When  to  mofl  facred  blood  it  made  its  way. 
And  did  thereby  its  black  defign  impart. 
To  take  his  head,  that  wounded  drft  his  heart : 
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Yo-j  that  wnmov'd  great  Charles's  ruin  flood, 

When  three  great  nations  lunk  beneath  the  load  ; 

Then  a  young-  daughter  loft,  yet  balfam  found 

To  ftanch  that  new  and  frefhly-bleeding  wound  ; 

And,  after  this,  with  fixt  and  fteady  eyes. 

Beheld  your  notle  Gloucefler's  obfequies; 

And  then  fuftain'd  the  royal  princefs'  fall : 

You  only  can  lament  her  funeral. 

But  you  will  hence  remove,  and  leave  behind 

Our  fad  complaints,  loft  in  the  empty  wind  ; 

Thofe  winds  that  bid  you  ftay,  and  loudly  roar 

Deftru(5tion,  and  drive  back  to  the  firm  fhore  ; 

Shipwreck  to  fafety,  and  the  envy  fly 

Of  fharing  in  this  fcene  of  tragedy  ; 

While  ficknefs,  from  whofe  rage  you  poft  away, 

Relents,  and  only  now  contrives  your  ftay  ; 

The  lately  fatal  and  infedlious  ill 

Courts  the  fair  princefs,  and  forgets  to  kill  : 

In  vain  on  fevers  curfes  we  difpcnfe. 

And  vent  our  paflion's  angry  eloquence  ; 

In  vain  v/e  blail:  the  minifters  of  Fate, 

And  the  forlorn  phyficians  imprecate  : 

Say  they  to  death  new  poiibns  add  and  fire, 

Murder  fecurely  for  reward  and  hire ; 

Arts  bafililks,  that  kill  whome'er  they  fee, 

And  truly  write  bills  of  mortality ; 

Who,  left  the  bleeding  corpfe  fnould  them  betray, 

Firft  drain  thofe  vital  fpeaking  Itreams  away. 

And  will  you,  by  your  flight,  take  part  with  thefe  ? 

Become  yourfelf  a  third  and  new  difeafe  ? 

Jf  tuey  have  eaus'd  our  lofs,  then  fo  have  you, 

Who  take  yourfelf  and  the  fair  princefs  too  : 

For  we,  depriv'd,  an  equal  damage  have. 

When    France  doth  ravifh  hence,   as  when  the 

-  grave  : 
But  that  your  choice  th'  unkindnefs,  doth  improve, 
And  derelidiion  adds  to  your  remove. 

Rochester,  of  Wadham  College. 


AN  ALLUSION 


AN  EPILOGUE. 


Some  few,  from  wit,  have  this  true  maxim  got,  "^ 
"  That  'tis  ftiil  better  to  be  pleas'd  than  not ;  "  > 
And  therefore  never  their  own  torment  plot  :     j 
While  the  malicious  critics  ftill  agree 
To  loath  each  play  they  come  and  pay  to  fee. 
The  firft  know  'tis  a  meaner  part  of  fenfe 
To  find  a  fault,  than  tafte  an  excellence  : 
Therefore  they  praife,  and  ftrive  to  like ;    while 
Are  dully  vain  of  being  hard  to  pleafe.  [thefe 

Poets  and  women  have  an  equal  right  T 

To  hate  the  dull,  who,  dead  to  all  delight,         > 
Feel  pain  alone,  and  have  no  jaiy  but  fpighr.       j 
'  Twas  impoteoce  did  fJrll  this  vice  begin  : 
Fools  cenfiirc  wit,  as  old  men  rail  at  fin ; 
Who  envy  pleafure  which  they  cannot  tafte, 
And,  good  for  nothing,  would  be  wife  at  laft. 
•Since  therefore  to  the  vffDoien  it  appears. 
That  all  the  enemies  of  wit  are  theirs. 
Our  poet  the  dull  herd  no  Ipuger  fears. 
Whate'er  his  fate  may  prove,  'twill  be  his  pride 
To  ftaad  or  fall  yyith  beauty  on  his  fide. 


Tenth  Satire  of  the  Firft  Book  of  Horace. 

Well,  Sir,  'tis  granted  ;  I  faid  Dryden's  rhymes 

Were  ftolcn,  unequal,  nay  dull  many  times  : 

What  fooliOi  patron  is  there  found  of  his. 

So  blindly  partial  to  deny  mc  this  I 

B'lt  that  his  plays,  embroider'd  up  and  dowu     "J 

With  learning,  juftly  pleas'd  the  town,  V 

In  the  fame  paper  1  as  freely  own,  j 

Yet,  having  this  allow'd,  the  heavy  niafs 

That  ftuffs  up  his  loofe  volumes,  muft  not  pafs ; 

For  by  that  rule  1  might  as  well  admit 

Crown's  tediuus  fcenes  for  poetry  and  wit. 

'Tis  therefore  not  enough,  when  your  falfe  fenfc 

Hits  the  faJfe  judgment  of  an  audience 

Of  clapping  fools  affembling,  a  vaft  crowd. 

Till  the  throng'd  playhoufe  crack'd  with  the  dull 

load ; 
,  Though  ev'n  that  talent  merits,  in  fome  fort, 
That  can  divert  the  rabble  and  the  court. 
Which  blundering  Settle  never  could  obtain, 
And  puzzling  Otway  labours  at  in  vain  : 
But  within  due  proportion  circumfcribe 
Whate'er  yon  write,  that  with  a  flowing  tide 
The  ftyle  may  rife,  yet  in  its  rife  forbear 
With  ufelefs  words  t'  opprefs  the  wcary'd  ear. 
Here  be  your  language  lofty,  there  more  light. 
Your  rhetoric  with  your  poetry  unite. 
Fcr  elegance'  fake,  fometinies  allay  the  force 
Of  epithets ;  'twill  foften  the  dilcourfc. 
A  jeft  in  fcorn  points  out  and  hits  the  thing 
More  home,  than  the  remoteft  fatire's  fting. 
Shakefpeare  and  Jonfon  did  in  this  excel, 
And  might  herein  be  imitated  well ; 
Whoai  refin'd  Etherege  copies  not  at  all, 
But  is  himfelf  a  fhcer  original. 
Nor  that  flow  drudge  in  fwift  Pindaric  ftralns,   ") 
Flatman,  who  Cowley  imitates  witli  pains,  ^ 

And  rides  a  jaded  Mule,  v/hipt,  with  loofe  reins.  J 
When  Lee  makes  temperate  bcipio  fret  and  rave, 
And  Hannibal  a  whining,  amorous  flave, 
I  laugh,  and  wifh  the  hot-brain'd  fuftian  fool 
In  Bulby's  hands,  to  be  well  lafh'd  at  fchool. 
Of  all  our  modern  v/its,  none  feem  to  me  ") 

Once  to  have  touch'd  upon  true  comedy,  V 

But  hafty  Shadwell  and  flow  Wycherley.  J 

Shadwell's  unfinifh'd  works  do  yet  impart 
Great  proofs  of  force  of  nature,  none  of  art ; 
With  juft,  bold  ftrokcs  he  dalhes  here  and  there, 
Shewing  great  maftery  with  little  care. 
Scorning  to  varnilh  his  good  touches  o'er, 
To  make  the  fools  and  women  praife  them  more. 
But  Wycherley  earns  hard  whate'er  he  gains ; 
He  wanes  no  judgment,  and  he  fpares  no  pains  : 
He  f.'equently  excels,  and,  at  the  leaft, 
Makes  fewer  faults  than  any  of  the  reft. 
Waller,  by  Nature  for  the  Bays  defign'd. 
With  force  and  fire,  and  fancy  unconfin'd, 
In  panegyric  does  excel  mankind. 
He  beft  can  turn,  enforce,  and  foften  things. 
To  praife  great  conquerors,  and  flatter- king?, 
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For  pointed  fatirc  1  would  Buckhurft  choofe. 
The  beft  good  man,  with  the  worft-natur'd  Mufa. 
For  fongs  and  verfes  mannerly  obfcene,  T 

That  can  ftir  Nature  up  by  fprings  unfcen,  > 
And,  without  forcing  blufhes,  warm  the  queen;  j 
Sedley  has  that  prevailing,  gentle  art,  T 

That  can  with  a  refiftlefs  power  impart  > 

The  loofeft  wifhes  to  the  chafteft  heart,  J 

Raife  fuch  a  confliit,  kindle  fuch  a  fife, 
Betwixt  declining  virtue  and  defire, 
Till  the  poor  vanquifh'd  maid  dilTolves  away, 
In  dreams  all  night,  in  fighs  and  tears  all  day. 
Dryden  in  vain  try'd  this  nice  way  of  wit ; 
For  he,  to  be  a  tearing  blade,  thought  fit 
To  give  the  ladies  a  dry  bawdy  bob  ; 
And  thus  he  got  the  name  of  Poet  Squab. 
But  to  be  juft,  'twill  to  his  praife  be  found. 
His  excellencies  more  than  faults  abound  : 
Nor  dare  I  from  his  facred  temples  tear 
The  laurel,  which  he  bell  deferves  to  wear. 
But  dues  not  Dryden  find  even  Jonfon  dull  ? 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  uncorted;,  and  full 
Of  lewd  lines,  as  he  calls  them  ?    Shakefpearc's 

flyle 
Stiff  and  affeAed  ?   To  his  own  the  while 
Allowing  all  the  juftice  that  his  pride 
So  arrogantly  had  to  thefe  deny'd  ? 
And  may  not  I  have  leave  impartially 
To  fearch  and  cenfure  Dryden's  works,  and  try 
If  thofe  grofs  faults  bis  choice  pen  doth  commit 
Proceed  from  want  of  judgment,  or  of  wit  ? 
Or  if  his  lumpifh  fancy  does  refufe 
Spirit  and  grace  to  his  lnofe  flattern  Mufe  ? 
Five  hundred  verfes  every  morning  writ, 
Prove  him  no  more  a  poet  than  a  wit : 
Such  fcribbling  authors  have  been  feen  before  ;  ") 
Muftapha,  the  Ifland  Princefs,  forty  more,  > 

Were  things  perhaps  conipos'd  in  half  an  hour.  J 
To  write  what  may  fecurely  fland  the  teft 
Of  being  well  read  over  thrice  at  lead ; 
Compare  each  phrafe,  examine  every  line. 
Weigh  every  word,  and  every  thought  refine  ; 
Scorn  all  applaufe  the  vile  rout  can  bellow, 
And  be  content  to  pleafe  thofe  few  who  know. 
Canft  thou  be  fuch  a  vain  miflaken  thing. 
To  wi(h  thy  works  might  make  a  play-houfe  ring 
With  the  unthinking  laughter  and  poor  praife 
Of  fops  and  ladies,  faiflious  for  thy  plays? 
Then  fend  a  cunning  friend  to  learn  thy  doom 
From  the  fhrewd  judges  in  the  drawing-room. 
1  've  no  ambition  on  that  idle  fcore,  ") 

But  fay  with  Betty  Morice  heretofore,    '  / 

When  a  court   lady    call'd    her   Bnckhurfl's  *  T 

whore ;  j 

1  pleafe  one  man  of  wit,  am  proud  on  't  too, 
Let  all  the  coxcombs  dance  to  bed  to  you. 
Should  I  be  troubled  when  the  Purblind  Knight, 
Who  fquints  more  in   his   judgment   than  his 

light, 
Picks  filly  faults,  and  cenfures  what  I  write  ? 
Or  vvhtn  the  poor  fed  poets  of  the  town 
For  fcabs  and  coach-room  cry  my  verfes  down  ? 

*  1  lie  fume  protiably  wlio  is  celebrated  by  Lord  15i;ck- 

1  lurlt  (oi  Dorfet)  la  his  I'ocms.     See  Gent.  War,.   i7bu. 
V.  uB..  . 


1  loath  the  rabble ;  'tis  enough  for  me 
If  Sedley,  Shadwell,  Shephard,  Wycherlcy, 
Godolphin,  Butler,  Buckhurft,  Buckingham, 
And  fome  few  more,  whom  I  omit  to  name. 
Approve  my  fenfe  ;  I  count  their  cenfure  fame. 


Sir  Car  Scrope,  who  thought  himfelf  refledled 
on  at  the  latter  end  of  the  preceding  Poem, 
publilhed  a  Poem  "  In  Defence  of  Satire,"  Wliick 
occafioned  the  following  Reply. 

TO  SIR  CAR  SCROPE. 

To  rack  and  torture  thy  unmeaning  brain,  •> 

In  Satire's  praife,  to  a  low  untun'd  ftrain,  C 

In  thee  was  moft  impertinent  and  vain.  \ 

When  in  thy  perfon  we  more  clearly  fee  -| 

Thc^t  Satire's  of  <livine  authority,  / 

For' God  made  one  on  man  when    he  madeT 

thee;  j 

To  (hew  there  were  fome  men,  as  there  are  apes, 
Fram'd  for  jnere  fport,  who  differ  but  in  fhapes  : 
In  thee  are  all  thefe  contradidlions  join'd. 
That  make  an  afs  prodigious  and  refin'd. 
A  lump  defoi-m'd  and  fhapelefs  wert  thou  born, 
Begot  in  Love's  defpight  and  Nature's  fcorn  ; 
And  art  grown  up  the  mofl  ungrateful  wight,  -\ 
Harfh  to  the  ear,  and  hideoas  to  the  fight ;        C 
Yet  Love's  thy  bufinefs.  Beauty  thy  delight.       J 
Curfe  on  that  filly  hour  that  firft  infpir'd 
Thy  madnefs,  to  pretend  to  be  admir'd  ; 
To  paint  thy  grifly  face,  to  dance,  to  drefs,  -y 

And  all  thofe  aukward  follies  that  exprefs  C 

Thy  loathfome  love,  and  filthy  daintinefs.  j 

Who  needs  wilt  be  an  ugly  Beau-Garcon, 
Spit  at,  and  fhunn'd  by  every  girl  in  town ; 
Where  dreadfully  Love's  fcarc-crowthou  art  plac'J, 
To  fright  the  tender  flock  that  long  to  tafte : 
While  every  coming  maid,  when  you  appear, 
Starts  back  for  fhame,  and   flraight  turns  chafte 

for  fear; 
For  none  fo  poor  or  proftitutc  have  prov'd. 
Where  you  made  love,  t'  endure  to  be  belov'd. 
'Tvvere  labour  loft,  or  elfe  I  would  advife; 
But  thy  half  wit  will  ne'er  let  thee  be  wife, 
Half  witty,  and  half  mad,  and  fcarce  half  brave. 
Half  honeft  (which  is  very  much  a  knave) 
Made  up  of  all  thefe  halves,  thou  canll  not  paf^ 
For  any  thing  entirely,  but  an  afs. 


EPILOGUE. 


As  charms  are  nonfcnfe,  nonfcnfc  feems  a  charm. 
Which  hearers  of  all  judgment  does  difarm ; 
For  fongs  and  fcencs  a  double  audience  bring. 
And  dogi^rc!  takcsj  which  fmiths  in  fatin  fing. 


Now  to  niacliines  and  a  dull  mafic  you  run  ;       "J 
We  find  that  wit  's  the  monfter  you   would  / 

ihun,  r 

And  by  my  troth  'tis  moft  difcrectly  done.         J 
For  fince  with  vice  and  felly  wit  h  fed, 
Tlirough  mercy  'tis  mofb  of  you  are  not  daad. 
Players  turn  puppets  nuw  at  your  deure,  "J 

In  theii  mouth's  nonfeiife,  in  their  tail'* a  wire,/ 
They  fly  through  crowds  of  clouts  and  fhowcrsf 

of  fire.  J 

A  kind  of  lofins:  Loadum  is  their  game, 
Where  the  wifrlT;  writer  lias  the  greateft  fame. 
To  get  vile  plays  lik^  theirs  Ihall  be  our  care  ; 
But  of  fuch  aukward  adlOrs  we  defpair. 

Falfe  taught  at  firft ■ 

Like  bowls  ill  biaf^'d,  ftill  the  mare  they  run, 
They're  further  off  than  when  they  firft  begun  ; 
In  comedy  their  unweigh'd  aiftion  mark, 
There's  one  is  fuch  a  dear  familiar  fpark, 
He  yawns  as  if  he  were  i)Ut  half  awake, 
And  fribbling  for  free  fv-aking  does  mifiake  ; 
Falfe  accent,  and  negledcful  adtion  too  : 
They  have  both  fo  nigh  good,  yet  neither  true, 
That  both  together,  like  an  ape's  mock  face, 
By  near  refembling  man,  do  man  difgrace, 
Thorough-pac'd    ill    adcrs    may,    perhaps,    be 

cur'd ; 
Half  players,  like  half-wits,  can't  he  endur'd. 
Yet  thel'e  are  they,  who  durft  expofe  the  age 
Of  the  great  *  wonder  of  the  Englifh  ftage  ; 
Whom  Nature  feem'd  to  form  for  your  delight. 
And    bid    him    fpeak,    as    fhe    bid    Shakefpeare 

write. 
Thofe  blades  indeed  are  cripples  in  their  art, 
A'limic  hi«  foot,  but  not  his  fpeaking  part. 
Let  them  the  Traitor  or  Volpone  try, 

Could  they 

Rage  like  Cethegus,  or  like  Caffius  die. 
They  ne'er  had  fent  to  Paris  for  fuch  fancies, 
As  monfters'  heads  and  Merry-Andrew's  dances. 
Wither'd,  perhaps,  not  perifh'd,  we  appear  ; 
i3ut  they  are  blighted,  and  ne'er  came  to  bear, 
Th'  old  poets  drefa'd  your  miftrefs  Wit  before  ;  ~\ 
Thefe  draw  you  on  with  an  old  painted  whsre,  ( 
And  fell,  like  bawds,  patch'd  plays  for  maids  ^ 

twice  o'er.  J 

Yet  they  may  fcorn  our  houfe  and  3(ftors  too, 
Rince  they  have  fweli'd  fo  high  to  hedlor  yow. 
They  cry,  Pox  o'  thefe  Coveiit-garden  men; 
Damn  them,  not  one  of  them  but  keeps  out  ten. 
Were  they  once  gone,  we  for  thofe  thundering 

blades 
Should  have  an  audience  of  fubftantial  trades, 
Who  love  our  muzzled  boys  and  tearing  fellows. 
My    Lord,    great    Neptune,    and    great  nephew 

'   JEolus. 
O  how  the  merry  citizen's  in  love 

With 

Pfyche,  the  goddcfs  of  each  field  and  grove. 
He  cries,  I'  faith,  methinks  'tis  well  enough  ; 
But  you  roar  out  and  cry,  'Tis  all  damn'd  fluff! 
So  to  their  houfe  the  graver  fops  repair ; 
While  men  of  wit  fcd  one  agothsr  here. 

*  Major  Mohijn. 
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Jiy    the    Lady    Eliz.ab:th    Ho-vard. 

Wit  has  of  late  took  up  a  trick  t'  appear 
Unmannerly,  or  at  the  beli,  feverc  ; 
And  poets  ihare  the  fate  by  v.hich  we  fall, 
When  kindly  we  attempt  to  pleafe  you  a:l. 
Tis  hard  your  fcorn  fhould  againll  fuch  prevail, 
Whofe  ends  are  to  divert  you,  though  they  fail. 
You  men  would  think  it  an  ill-natur'd  jeft. 
Should  we  laugh  at  you  when  you  do  your  bcft. 
Then    rail    not  here,    though  you  fee  reafon-k 

for't ;  / 

If  wit  can  find  itfelf  no  better  fport,  t 

Wit  is  a  very  fcolifti  thing  at  court.  y 

Wit's  buCncfs  is  to  pleafe,  and  not  to  fright ;       > 
'Tis  no  wit  to  be  always  in  the  right ;  C 

You'll  find  it  none,  who  dare  be  fo  to-night,      j 
Few  fo  ill-bred  will  venture  to  a  play. 
To  fpy  out  faults  in  what  we  women  fay. 
For  us,  no  matter  what  we  fpeak,  but  how : 
How  kindly  can  we  fay — I  hate  you  now ! 
And  for  the  njen,  if  you'll  laugh  at  them,  do  ; 
They  mind  themfelves  fo  much,  tjiey'll  ne'er  min(J 

you. 
But  why  do  I  defcend  to  lo^e  a  prayer 
On  thofe  fmall  faints  in  wit  ?  the  god  fits  there ! 

To  ths  KING. 

To  you  (Great  SIR)  my  meflage  hither  tends, 
From   Youdi  and  Beauty,  your  allies  and  friends; 
See  my  credentials  written  in  my  face ; 
They  challenge  your  proteftion  in  this  place  ; 
And  hith<;r  come  with  fuch  a  force  of  charms, 
As    may    give    check    ev'n    to    your   profperous 

arms. 
Millions  of  Cupid's  hovering  in  the  rear, 
Like  eagles  following  fatal  troops,  appear  : 
All  waiting  for  the  flaughter  which  draws  nigh, 
Of  thofe  bold  gazers  who  this  night  muft  die. 
Nor  can  you  Tcapc  our  foft  captivity. 
From  which  old  age  alone  mult  fet  you  free. 
Then  tremble  at  the  fatal  confequence,  ") 

Since  'tis  well  known,  for  your  own  part,  great f 

Prince,  f 

'Gainft  us  you  flill  have  made  a  wealc  defence,  j 
Be  generous  ^nd  wife,  and  take  our  part; 
Remember  we  have  eyes,  and  y;>u  a  heart ; 
Elfe  you  may  find,  too  late,  that  we  are  things 
Born  to  kill  vaffals,  and  to  conquer  kings. 
But  oh  to  what  vain  conqueft  I  pretend  1 
While  Love  is  our  commander,  and  your  friend. 
Our  vidlory  your  empire  more  allures  ; 
For  Love  wilJ  ever  make  the  triumph  yours. 
Dd 
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ELEGY  ON  THE  EARL  OF  ROCHESTER. 

By  Mrs.  Wharton. 

Deep  waters  filent  roll ;  fo  grief  like  mine 
Tears  never  can  relieve,  nor  words  define. 
Stop  then,  ftop  your  vain  fource,  weak  fprings  of 

grief; 
Let  tears  flow  from  their  eyes  whom  tears  relieve. 
They  froip  their  heads  fliew  the  light  trouble 

there;  [dare: 

Could  my  heart  weep,  its  forrows  'twould  de- 
When  drops  of  blood,  my  heart,  thou'ft  loft  ;  thy 

pride. 
The  caufe  of  all  thy  hopes  and  fears,  thy  guide  ! 
He  would  have  led  thee  riejht  in  Wifdom's  way  ; 
And  'twas  thy  fault  whene'er  thou  went'ft  aftray: 
And  fince  thou  ftray'd'ft  when  guided  and  led  on, 
Thou  wilt  be  furely  loft,  now  left  alone. 
)t  is  thy  Elegy  I  write,  not  his  : 
Jle  Jives  immortal  and  in  highofl  blifs  j 


,  burled,    j 


But  thou  art  dead,   alas !    my  heart,  thou'rt' 

dead : 
He  lives,  that  lovely  foul  for  ever  fled; 
But  thou  'mongft  crowds  on  earth  art 
Great  was  thy  lofs,  which  thou  can'ft  ne'er  ex- 

prefs ; 
Nor  was  th'  infenfible  dull  nation's  lefs  : 
He  civiliz'd  the  rude,  and  taught  the  young,     "^ 
Made  fools  grow  wife;  fuch  artful  magic  hung  > 
Upon  his  ufeful,  kind,  inftrudling  tongue.  j 

His  lively  wit  was  of  himfelf  a  part ; 
Not,  as  in  other  men,  the  work  of  art  : 
For,  though  his  learninj^  i'ke  his  wit  was  great, 
Yet  fure  all  learning  came  below  his  wit ; 
As  God's  immediate  gifts  are  better  far 
Than  thofe  we  borrow  from  our  lihenefs  here, 
He  was — but  I  want  words,  and  ne'er  can  tell ; 
Yet  this  1  know,  he  did  mankind  excel. 

He  was  what  no  man  ever  was  before. 
Nor  can  indulgent  Nature  give  lis  more. 
For,  to  make  him,  fhe  exhsufted  all  her  ftore. 
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The  wit  of  Greece,  the  gravity  of  Rome, 

Appear  exalted  in  the  Britifh  loom  : 

The  Mufes'  empire  is  reftor'd  agen 

In  Charles's  reign,  and  by  Rofcommon's  pen. 

Rofcommon  !  firft  in  fields  of  honour  known, 

Firfl  in  the  peaceful  triumphs  of  the  gown. 

Who  both  Minervas  juftly  makes  his  own. 

Drtden. 

Nor  muft  Rofcommon  pafs  negleiSted  by. 

That  makes  even  rules  a  noble  poetry  ; 

Rules  whofe  deep  fenfe  and  heavenly  numbers  fhew 

The  belt  of  critics,  and  of  poets  too. 

Addison. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  ROSCOMMON. 


Wentworth  Dillon,  Earl  of  Rofcommon,  was  born  in  Ireland  in  1633,  during  the  llcutenantcy 
<»f  the  Earl  of  Strafford,  who,  being  both  his  uncle  and  his  godfather,  gave  him  his  own  furnamc. 
His  father,  James  Dillon,  the  third  Earl  of  Rofcommon,  had  been  converted  by  Archbifhop  Ulher 
to  the  Proteftant  religion;  and  when  the  PopiOi  rebellion  broke  out,  Strafford,  thinking  he  would  bs 
expofed  to  great  danger,  and  unable  to  proted  his  family,  fent  for  his  godfon,  and  placed  him  at  his 
own  feat  in  Yorkfliire,  where  he  was  inflrudlcd  in  Latin,  which  he  learned  to  wTlte  with  claffical 
elegance  and  propriety,  though  he  was  uever  able  to  retain  the  common  rules  of  grammar.  When 
Lord  Strafford  was  profecuted  by  the  parliament,  he  was  fent,  by  the  advice  of  Ulher,  to  profecute 
his  ftudies  at  the  Prateftant  univerfity  of  Caen,  in  Normandy,  under  the  famous 'Bochart. 

At  Caen  he  is  faid  by  Aubrey  to  have  had  fome  preternatural  intelligence  of  his  father's  death ; 
but  the  name  of  Aubrey  cannot  recommend  any  account  of  that  kind  to  credit  in  the  prefent  age. 

Upon  his  leaving  Caen,  he  travelled  into  Italy,  and  took  up  his  refidenee  at  Romei.  where  he 
grew  faaiiliar  with  the  mofl;  valuable  remains  of  claffical  antiquity,  applying  himfelf  particularly  to 
the  fludy  of  medals,  in  which  he  acquired  uncommon  Ikill. 

He  returned  to  England,  with  the  other  friends  of  monarchy,  at  the  Reftoration,  and  was  made 
Captain  of  the  Band  of  Penfioners ;  an  employment,  which,  in  the  gaieties  of  that  age,  tempted  him 
to  fome  extravagancies ;  particularly  a  violent  paffion  fpr  gaming,  by  which  he  frequently  hazarded 
his  life  in  duels,  and  exceeded  the  bounds  of  a  moderate  fortune. 

This  was  the  fate  of  many  other  men,  whofe  genius  was  of  no  other  advantage  to  them,  than  that 
it  recommended  them  to  employments,  by  which  the  temptations  to  vice  were  multiplied,  and  their 
parts  became  of  no  other  ufe  than  that  of  enabling  them  to  fucceed  in  debauchery. 

After  fome  time,  a  d-Jpute  about  part  of  his  eflate  obliging  him  to  return  to  Ireland,  he  refigned 
his  employment ;  and,  upon  his  arrival  at  Dublin,  was  made  Captain  of  the  Guards  by  the  Duke 
of  Ormond. 

FentoH  relates  a  ftory  of  his  prevailing  upon  the  Duke,  that  he  might  reCgn  his  commiffion  to  a 
poor  dlfbanded  officer,  who  had  accidentally  rcfcued  him  from  three  ruffians,  who  were  employed 
to  affaffinate  him ;  which,  for  about  three  years,  the  gentletnan  enjoyed  ;  and  apon  his  death,  the 
Duke  returned  to  his  generous  beiiefa(Sor. 

Having  finiflied  his  bufinefs  iu  Irelands  he  returned  to  London,  was  made  Mafter  of  the  Horfe  to 
the  Duchefs  of  York,  and  married  the  Lady  Frances,  eldeft  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Burlington,  and 
widow  of  Colonel  Courtenay,  He  married,  as  his  fecond  wife,  Ifabella,  daughter  of  Matthew 
Boynton,  Efq.  of  Yorkflure. 

About  this  time,  in  imitation  of  tbofe  learned  and  polite  affeniblies  with  which  he  had  been  ac- 
quainted abroad,  he  began  to  form  a  fociety  for  refining  and  fixing  the  ftandard  of  the  Enghfh  lau- 
guage.  In  this  dcCgn  he  isTaid  to  have  been  affifted  by  his  friend  Dryden.  But  all  hopes  of  new 
literary  inftitutions  were  fruftrated  by  the  contentious  turbulence  of  King  James's  reign. 

The  fame  excellent  defigtl  was  revived  by  Swift,  under  the  ininiftry  of  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  and 
was  again  defeated  by  a  conflict;  of  parties,  and  the  neceffity  of  attending  only  to  political  difquifi- 
fions,  for  defending  the  conduit  of  the  adnyniflrauaR,  and  fornilng  parties  in  the  f  arliament. 

D  d  iij 


44J  THE    LIFE    OF    ROSCOMMON." 

"  That  our  language,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  is  in  perpetual  danger  of  corruption,  cannot  be  de» 
nled ;  but  what  prevention  can  be  found  ?  The  prefent  manners  of  the  nation  would  deride  m- 
thority ;   and  therefore  nothing  is  left,  but  that  every  writer  fhould  criticife  himfelf." 

Under  an  apprehenfion,  that  fome  violent  concuffion  of  the  ftate  was  at  hand,  he  refolved  to  retire 
to  Rome  ;  but  his  departure  was  delayed  by  the  gout,  of  which  he  was  fo  impatient,  that  he  ad- 
mitted of  an  application  from  a  French  empiric,  which  repelled  the  dlfeafe  into  his  bowels. 

At  the  moment  in  which  he  expired,  he  repeated,  with  the  moft  fervent  devotion,  two  lines  of 
his  own  verfion  of  the  Hymn  on  the  Day  of  Judgment : 

"  My  God  !  my  Father,  and  my  Friend! 
Do  not  forfake  me  at  my  end." 

He  died  in  1684,  and  was  buried,  with  great  pomp,  in  Weftminftef-Abbey,  His  poems  were 
publiflied,  together  with  thofe  of  Duke,  in  an  o6tavo  volume,  in  1717,  and  afterwards  in  a  volume 
of  the  Minor  Poets. 

His  poetical  charader  is  given  by  Fentort,  in  his  notes  upon  Waller. 

"  In  his  writings,"  fays  Fenton,  "  we  view  the  image  of  a  mind  which  was  naturally  ferious  and 
folid,  richly  furnifhed  and  adorned  with  all  the  ornaments  of  art  and  fcience;  and  thefe  ornaments 
unaffeftcdly  difpofed  in  the  moft  regular  and  elegant  order.  His  imagination  might  have  pr»babljr 
been  fruitful  and  fprightly,  if  his  judgment  had  been  lefs  clear;  but  that  feverity  (delivered  in  a 
mafculine  clear,  and  fuccind  ftyle)  contributed  to  make  hint  fo  eminent  in  the  didadical  manner, 
that  nb  man  can,  with  juflice,  affirm  he  was  ever  equalled  by  any  of  our  nation,  without  confeffing 
at  the  fame  time,  that  he  was  inferior  to  none.  In  fome  other  kinds  of  writing,  his  genius  feems  t9 
have  wanted  fire  to  attain  the  point  of  perfedion  ;  but  who  can  attain  it  ?" 

This  charader  is  too  general  to  be  critically  juft  ;  but  thus  it  is  that  charaders  are  commonly 
given.  Though  the  grand  requifites  of  a  poet,  elevation,  fire,  and  invention,  were  not  given  him, 
yet  he  is  perhaps  the  only  corred  writer  in  verfe  before  Addifon,  Nor  is  this  his  higheft  praife; 
for  Pope  has  celebrated  him  as  the  only  moral  writer  in  Charles's  reign. 


in  all  Charles'  days. 


Rofcommcn  only  boafts  unfpotted  lays." 

His  great  work  is  his  Effay  on  Tranflated  Verfe,  which,  though  generally  excellent,  is  not  with- 
out a  great  number  of  cold  unfpirited  lines. 

Pope  in  his  Effay  on  Criticifm,  alluding  to  this  performance,  which  it  was  the  fafhioh  to  com-^ 
mend,  ranks  him  with  the  moft  eminent  reftoiers  of  critical  learning. 

«'  Such  was  Rofcommon,  not  more  learned  than  good, 
Of  manners  generous  as  his  noble  blood  ; 
To  him  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome  was  known. 
And  every  author's  merit  but  his  own." 

His  next  work  is  the  Tranflation  of  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry,  which  of  all  his  pieces,  is  the  moft 
frigid  and  unpoetical. 

Amorir  his  fmaller  pieces,  the  Eclogue  of  Virgil,  the  Hymn  on  the  Day  of  Judgment,  and  the 
Scene  from  Guarinl's  Paftcr  Fido,  are  well  tranflated.  His  Trauflations  of  the  two  Odes  of  Ho- 
race arc  made  with  great  liberty ;  but  with  little  elegance  or  vigour.  The  Ghoft  of  the  old  Houfc 
of  Commons  to  the  new  one,  and  Rofs's  Ghoft,  are  not  inferior  to  the  political  vcrfes  that  were  po- 
pular at  that  time. 

"  Of  Rofcomnion's  works,  "  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  the  judgment  of  the  public  feems  to  be  right. 
He  is  elegant,  but  not  great ;  he  never  labours  after  exquifite  beauties,  and  he  feldom  falls  into 
grofs  faults.  His  verfification  is  fmooth,  but  rarely  vigorous ;  and  his  rhymes  are  remarkably  ex- 
ad.  He;  impr-.vcd  tafte,  if  he  did  not  enlarge  knowledge,  and  may  be  numbered  among  the  benej 
fudors  cf  Englifli  literature." 
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AN  ESSAY  ON  TRANSLATED  VERSE. 


Happy  that  author,  whofe  corredl  f  eflay 
Repairs  fo  well  our  old  Horatian  way  ; 
And  happy  you,  who  (by  propitious  fate) 
t)n  great  Apollo's  facred  ftandard  wait, 
And  with  ftrid  difcipline  inftrudied  right. 
Have  learn'd  to  ufe  your  arms  before  you  fight. 
3ut  fince  the  prefs,  the  pulpit,  and  the  ftage, 
Confpire  to  cenfure  and  expofe  our  age, 
{•rovok'd  too  far,  we  refolutely  muft. 
To  the  few  virtues  that  v/e  have,  be  jufl : 
For  who  have  long'd,  or  who  have  labour'd' 

more  ( 

To  fearch  the  treafures  of  the  Rotnan  ftore,        ( 
br  dig  in  Grecian  mines  for  purer  ore  ? 
The  nobleft  fruits  tranfplanted  in  our  iflc 
With  early  hope  and  fragrant  blofToms  faiile. 
Familiar  Ovid  tender  thoughts  infpires 
And  Nature  feconds  all  his  foft  defires : 
'  Theocritus  does  nov/  to  us  belong  ; 
And  Albion's  rocks  repeat  his  rural  fong. 
Who  has  not  heard  how  Italy  was  blefl. 
Above  the  Medes,  above  the  wealthy  Eafl  ? 
Or  Gallus'  fong,  fo  tender  and  fo  true, 
As  cv'n  Lycoris  might  with  pity  view  ! 
When  mourning  nymphs  attend  their  Daphnis' 

hearfe, 
Who  does  not  weep,  that  reads  the  moving  Verfe  ? 
But  hear,  oh  hear,  in  what  exalted  ftrains  "1 

Sicilian  Mufes  through  thefe  happy  plains  f 

Proclaim    Saturnian    times- — our  own  Apollo  T 

reigns!  [broils!  J 

When  France  had  breath'd,  after  inteftine 
And  peace  and  conqueft  crown'd  her  foreign  toils, 
There  (cultivated  by  a  royal  hand)  [land ; 

l^earning  grew   fafl,   and  fpread,    and  bleft  the 
The  choicefb  books  that  Rome  or  Greece  have 

known, 
Her  excellent  tranflators  made  her  own  j 

i  John  Sheffield,  Duk?  of  Eu(.k!n£liamfliire» 


And  Europe  flil!  confiderably  gains, 

Both  by  their  good  example  and  their  painJ^ 

From  hence  our  generous  emulation  came. 

We  undertook,  and  we  petform'd  the  fame; 

But  now,  we  fiiew  the  world  a  nobler  way^ 

And  in  tranflated  verfe  do  more  than  they. 

Serene  and  clear,  harnVpnious  Horace  flows, 

With  fweetnefs  not  to  be  expreft  in  profe : 

Degrading  profe  explains  his  meaning  ill. 

And    Ihews   the    fluff,    but    not  the  workman's 

Ikill: 
I  (who  have  ferv'd  hlra  more  than  twenty  years) 
Scarce  know  my  matter  as  he  there  appears. 
Vain  are  oui-  neighbours  hopes,  and   vain  their 

cares ; 
The  fault  is  more  their  language's  than  theirs  : 
'Tis  courtly,  florid,  and  abounds  in  words 
Of  fofter  found  than  ours  perhaps  affords  : 
But  who  did  ever  in  French  authors  fee 
The  coniprehenfive  Englilh  energy  ? 
The  weighty  bulliou  of  one  fterling  line. 
Drawn    to   French  wire,    would  through  whole 

pages  fhinc. 
I  fpeak  my  private,  but  impartial  fenfe. 
With  freedom,  and  (!  hope)  without  offence  ; 
For  I'll  recant,  when  France  can  fhew  me  wit 
As  flrong  as  ours,  and  as  fuccindlly  writ. 
'Tis  true,  compofitig  is  the  nobler  part ; 
Bat  good  tranfla'.ion  is  no  eafy  art  ; 
For  though  mr.terials  have  l.ng  fince  been  founiJj 
Yet  both  your  fancy  and  your  hands  are  bound  j 
And  by  improving  what  was  writ  before, 
invention  labours  Ids,  but  judgment  more. 

The  foil  intended  for  Pierian  feeds 
IVfufl  be  well  puig'd  from  rank  pedantic  weed*. 
Apollo  fiarts,  and  ail  Parnaffus  fhakes. 
At  the  r'.i(!e  rumbling  Ear?.!Jpton  makes  : 
For  none  have  been  with  admiration  read. 
But  who  (befiJs  their  learning)  were  well  bre4 
X)  d  iii; 
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The   firft   great    work    (a  taflc  perfonv.'d  by 
few) 
Is,  that  yourfelf  may  tf  yourfelf  be  true  : 
NcT  maik,  no  tricks,  no  favour,  no  reJTerve  ; 
Difleft  your  mind,  examine  every  nerve. 
Whoever  vainly  on  his  llreno;th  depend?, 
Ifiegins  like  Virgil,  but  like  M.^viiis  ends. 
That  wretch  (in  f'pite  of  his  forgotten  rhymes) 
(iondemn'd  to  live  to  ail  fucceeding  times, 
'Vi'^ith  pompous  nonfenie  and  a  bellowing  fofcnd 
Sang  l',fty  Ilium,  tumbling  to  the  ground  : 
And  (if  my  Alufe  can  through  pall  ages  fee) 
That  noiiy,  nauftous,  gajingfool  was  he  ; 
Exploded,  when,  with  univerfal  fcorn, 
The  mountains  labour'd,  and  a  moufe  was  born. 

I^earn,  learn,  Crotona's  brawny  wrefllcr  cries, 
Audacious  mortals,  and  be  timely  wife  1 
'  ris  I  that  call,  remember  Milo's  end, 
Wedg'd  in  that  timber  whith  he  flrove  to  rend. 

Each  poet  with  a  difTerent  talent  writes  ; 
One  praifes,  one  inftrutfts,  another  bites. 
Horace  did  ne'er  afpire  to  Epic  bays, 
Nor  lofty  J\Iaro  ftoop  to  Lyric  lays. 
F.xamlne  how  your  humour  is  inclin'd, 
And  which  the  ruling  paflion  of  your  mind  ; 
Then  feek  a  poet  who  your  way  does  bend, 
And  choofe  an  author  as  yon  chocfe  a  friend. 
United  by  this  fympathetic  bond, 
You  grow  familiar,  intimate,  and  fond  : 
Yeur  thought?,  your  words,  your  ftyles,  your  fouls 

agree ; 
No  longer  his  interpreter,  but  he. 

With  how  much  eafe  is  a  young  Miife  betray'dl 
How  nice  the  reput'ation  of  th*  maid  ! 
Your  early,  kind,  paternal  care  appears, 
3iy  chafle  inllrudlion  of  her  tender  years. 
'Jhe  firft  imprcflion  in  her  infant  breafl 
M'ill  be  the  deepeft,  and  ihoald  be  the  befl. 
Let  not  auflerity  breed  fervile  fear  ; 
No  wanton  found  ofi'end  her  virgin  ear. 
Secure  from  fonlifli  pride's  afTeiSed  flate, 
And  fpccious  flattery's  more  pernicious  bait. 
Habitual  innocence  adorns  her  thonght^  ; 
But  your  neglecfb  mull  aniwcr  for  her  faults. 

Iiumodeft  words  admit  of  no  defence  ; 
For  want  of  decency  is  want  of  ffnfe. 
^\'hal  moderate  fop  would  rake  the  park  or  (lews. 
Who    among    troops    of   fauklefs   nymphs   may 

choofe  P*^ 
Vgriety  of  fuch  is  to  be  found  : 
Take  then  a  lubjedt  proper  to  expound  ; 
13ut  mural,  great,  and  worth  a  poet's  vuice  ; 
For  men  of  fcnfe  dtfpife  a  trivial  choice  : 
And  I'uch  npplaufe  it  nnift  expcift  to  meet, 
As  would  fomc  painter  bufy  in  a  Greet, 
To  copy  bulls  and  bears,  and  every  fign 
That  calls  tlic  flaring  fots  to  nafty  wine. 

Yet  'tis  not  all  to  have  a  fubjedl  good  : 
It  muft  delight  us  v/hfcn  'tis  nndcrftocd. 
He  that  brings  fuLfome  objefts  to  my  view, 
(As  maiy  old  have  done,  and  many  new) 
With  naufcous  inagei  my  fpiicy  fills. 
And  all  goes  down  like  oxymel  of  fquills. 
Iiiftrucft  the  liftening  world  how  Maro  fmgs 
Of  ukful  fubjet^e  anJ  of  lofty  thing?. 
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Thefe  will  fuch  true,  fuch  bright  ideas'  raife. 
As  merit  gratitude,  as  well  as  praife  : 
But  foul  dtfcriptions  are  offcnfive  ftill. 
Either  for  being  like,  or  being  ill : 
For  who,  without  a  qualm,  hath  ever  look'd 
On  holy  garbage,  though  by  Homer  cook'd  ? 
Whofe  railing  heroes,  and  whofe  wounded  Gods, 
Makes  fome  fufpedt  he  fnores,  as  well  as  nods. 
But  I  offend — Virgil  begins  to  frown. 
And  Horace  looks  with  indignation  down  : 
My  blufliing  Mufe  with  confcious  fear  retires, 
And  whom  they  like  implicitly  admires. 

On  fure  foundations  let  your  fabric  rife. 
And  with  attractive  majelly  furprife ; 
Not  by  affefied  meretricious  arts. 
But  flridc  harmonious  fymmetry  of  parts  ; 
Which  through  the  whole  infenfibly  muft  pafs. 
With  vital  heat  to  animate  the  niafs  : 
A  pure,  an  afhive,  an  aufpicious  flame ; 
And  bright  as  heaven,  from  whence  the  blelling 

came  : 
But  few,  oh  few  fouls,  preordain'd  by  fate, 
The    Face    of    Gods,   have    reach'd   that  envy'd 

height. 
No  Rebel-Titan's  facrilegious  crime. 
By  heaping  hills  on  hills  can  hither  climb  : 
The  grizly  ferryman  of  hell  deny'd 
^neas  entrance,  till  he  knew  his  guide. 
How  juflly  then  will  impious  mortals  fall. 
Whole  pride  would  foar  to  heaven  without  a  call: 

Pride  (of  all  others  the  mofl  dangerous  fault) 
Proceeds  from  want  of  fenfe,  or  want  of  thought. 
The  men,  who  labour  and  digefl  things  mofl, 
Will  be  much  apter  to  defpotid  than  boaft  : 
For  if  your  author  be  profoundly  good, 
'Twill  cofl  ytiU  dear  before  he's  underflood. 
How  many  ages  fiuce  has  Virgil  writ  ! 
How  few  are  they  who  underfland  him  yet  ! 
Approach  his  altars  with  religious  fear  ; 
No  vulgar  deity  inhabits  there. 
Heaven  fhakes  not  more  at  Jove's  imperial  nod, 
Than  poets  fhoukl  before  their  Mantuan  God. 
Hail,  mighty  Maro  !  may  that  facred  name        » 
Kindle  my  breaft  with  thy  celeftial  flame. 
Sublime  ideas  and  apt  words  infufe  ; 
The  Mufe  inftrudl  my  voice,  and  thou  infpire  the 
Mufe  ! 

What  I  have  inflanc'd  only  in  the  befl. 
Is,  in  proportion,  true  of  all  the  reft. 
Take  pains  the  genuine  meaning  to  explore ; 
There  fwcat,  there  ftrain  ;  tiig  the  laborious  oar; 
Search  every  comment  that  your  care  can  find  ; 
Snmc  here,  fome  there,  may  hit  the  poet's  mind  : 
Yet  be  not  blindly  guided  by  the  throng : 
The  multitude  is  always  in  the  wrong. 
When  things  appear  unnatural  or  hard, 
Conl'ult  your  author,  with  himfelf  compttr'd. 
Who  knows  what  blcfling  Phoebus  may  beflow, 
And  future  ages  to  your  labour  owe  ? 
Such  fecrers  are  not  eafily  found  out ; 
But,  once  difcover'd,  leave  no  room  for  doubt. 
Truth  ftamps  convidion  in  your  ravifli'd  bread ; 
And  peace  and  joy  attend  the  glorious  gueft. 

Truth  ftill  is  one  ;  truth  is  divinely  bright ; 
Ne  clgudy  doubts  obfcure  her  native  light ; 
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While  in  your  thoughts  you  find  the  leaft  debate, 

You  may  confound,  but  never  can  tranflate. 

Your  ftyle  will  this  through  all  difguifes  fhew  ; 

For  none  explain  more  clearly  than  they  know. 

He  only  proves  he  underftands  a  text, 

Whofc  expofition  leaves  it  unperplex'd. 

They  who  too  faithfully  on  names  infill, 

Rather  create. than  difTipate  the  miil ; 

And  grow  unjuft  by  being  ovsr  nice, 

(For  fuperftitious  virtue  rurns  to  vice.) 

Let  CralTius's  •  ghofl  and  Labienus  tell 

How  twice  in  Parthian  plains  their  legions  fell. 

Since  Rome  hath  been  fo  jealous  of  her  fame, 

That  few  know  Pacorus'  or  Monsefes'  name. 

Words  in  one  language  elegantly  us'd, 
Will  hardly  in  another  be  excus'd. 
And  for.ie  that  Rome  adniir'd  in  Cxfar's  time, 
May  neither  fuit  our  genius  nor  out  clime. 
The  genuine  fenfe,  intelliglibly  told, 
Shews  a  tranflator  both  difcreet  and  bold. 

Excurfions  are  inexpiably  bad  ; 
And  'tis  much  fafer  to  leave  out  than  add. 
Abftrufe  and  myftic  thought  you  muft  exprefs 
With  painful   care,  but  feeming  eafinefs; 
For  truth  fliines  brighteft  through  the  pla 

drefs. 

Th'  iEnean  Mufe,  when  fhe  appears  in  flate, 
Makes  all  Jove's  thunder  on  her  verfes  wait. 
Yet  writes  fometimes  as  foi't  and  moving  things 
As  Venus  fpeaks,  or  Philomela  fings. 
Your  author  always  will  the  beft  advife, 
Fall  when  he  falls,  and  when  he  rifes,  rife. 
Affe6led  noife  is  the  moft  wretched  thing, 
That  to  contempt  can  empty  fcribblers  bring. 
Vowels  and  accents,  regularly  plac'd, 
On  even  fyllables  (and  flill  the  lafl) 
Though  grofs  innumerable  faults  abound, 
In  fpite  of  nonfenfe,  never  fail  of  found. 
But  this  is  meant  of  even  vcrfe  alone, 
As  being  mcft  harmonious  and  raofl  known  : 
For  if  you  will  unequal  numbers  try, 
There  accents  on  odd  fyllables  muft  lie. 
Whatever  fifler  of  the  learned  Nine 
Does  to  y-.ur  fuit  a  willing  ear  incline. 
Urge  your  fucccfs,  deferve  a  lafting  name, 
She'll  crov/n  a  grateful  and  a  conftant  flame. 
But,  if  a  wild  uncertainty  prevail, 
Aud  turn  your  veering  heart  with  every  gale, 
You  lofe  tbe  fruit  of  all  your  former  care, 
For  the  fad  profpecS;  of  a  jiift  defpair. 

A  quack  (too  fcandaloufly  mean  to  name) 
Had,  by  man-midwifery,  got  wealth  aad  fame  : 
As  if  Ijucina  had  forgot  her  trade,| 
The  labouring  wife  invokes  his  furer  aid. 
Well-feafon'd  bowls  the  golTip's  fpirits  raife. 
Who,  while  fhe  guzzles,  chats  the  dodtor's  praife ; 
And  largely,  what  the  wants  in  words,  fupplies, 
W~ith  maudlin  eloquence  of  trickling  eyes. 
But  what  a  thoughtlefs  animal  is  man  ! 
(How  very  adlive  in  his  own  trapan  !) 
For,  greedy  of  phyficians  frequent  fees, 
From  female  mtflovv  praifc  he  takes  degrees; 
Struts  in  a  new  unlicens'd  gown,  and  then 
from  faviiig  women  falls  to  killing  men. 
*  Hor.  7  Od.  vi. 
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Another  fuch  had  left  the  nation  thin, 
In  fpite  of  all  the  children  he  brouo-ht  in. 
Hi?  pills  as  thick  as  hand  granadoes  flew  - 
And  where  they  fell,  as  certainly  they  {'^tw  • 
His  name  ftruck  every  where  as  great  a  damp 
As  Archimedes  through  the  Roman  camp. 
With  this,  the  dodor's  pride  began  to  cool- 
For  fmarting  foundly  may  convince  a  fool. 
But  now  repentance  came  too  late  for  grace; 
And  meagre  famine  ftar'd  him  in  the  face  : 
Fain  would  he  to  the  wives  be  reconcil'd. 
But  found  no  hufband  left  to  own  a  child. 
The  friends,  that  got  the  brats,  were  poifon'd  too: 
In  this  fad  cafe,  what  could  our  vermin  do  .' 
Worry'd  with  debts  and  paft  all  hope  of  bail, 
Th'  uopity'd  wretch  lies  rotting  in  a  jail  : 
And  there  with  balket-alms,  fcarce  kept  alive 
Shews  how  miflaken  talents  ought  to  thrive. 

I  pity,  from  my  foul,  unhappy  men, 
Corapell'd  by  want  to  proftitute  their  pen  ; 
Who  mufl,  like  lawyers,  either  ftarve  or  plead. 
And  follow,  right  or  wrong,  where  guineas  lead ! 
But  you,  Ponipilian,  wealthy,  pamper'd  heirs, 
Who  to  your  country  owe  your  fwords  and  curts 
Let  no  vain  hope  your  eafy  mind  feduce, 
For  rich  ill  poets  are  without  excufe, 
'Tis  very  dangerous,  tampering  with  the  Mufe, 
The  profit's  fmall,  and  you  have  much  to  lofe  ; 
For  though  true  wit  adorns  your  birth  or  place 
Degenerate  lines  degrade  th'  attainted  race. 
No  poet  any  paffion  can  excite,  [write. 

But  what  they  feel  tranfport   them  when    they 
Have  you  been  led  through  the  Cumsan  cave. 
And  heard  th'  impatient  maid  divinely  rave  ? 
I  hear  her  now ;  I  fee  her  rolling  eyes : 
And  panting,  Lo  !  the  God,  the  God,  fhe  cries ; 
With  words  not  her's,  and  more  than  human  found 
She  makes  th'  obedient  ghofls   peep    trembling 

through  the  ground. 
But,  though  we  mufl  obey   when  heaven  com- 

mands. 
And  man  in  vain  tbe  facred  call  withflands, 
Beware  what  fpirit  rages  in  your  hreaft ; 
For  ten  infpir'd,  ten  thoufand  are  poiTell. 
Thus  make  the  proper  ufe  of  each  extreme, 
Aud  write  with  fw  y,  but  correct  with  phlegm. 
As  when  the  cheerful  hours  too  freely  pafs. 
And  fparkling  wine  fmiles  in  the  tempting  glafs, 
Your  pulfe  advifes,  and  begins  to  beat 
Through  every  fwelling  vein  a  loud  retreat  : 
So  when  a  Mufe  propitioully  invites. 
Improve  her  favours, and  indulge  her  flights; 
But  when  you  find  that  vigorous  heat  abate. 
Leave  off,  and  for  another  fummons  wait. 
Before  the  radiant  fun,  a  glimmering  lamp, 
Adulterate  meafures  to  the  fterling  flamp, 
Appear  not  meaner  than  mere  human  lines, 
Corapar'd  with  thofe  whofe  infpiration  fhines  : 
Thefe  niervous,  bold  ;  thofe  languid  and  rejriifs ; 
There  cold  falutes;  but  here  a  lover's  kifs. 
Thus  have  I  feen  a  rapid  headlong  tide. 
With  foaming  waves  the  palFive  Soane  divide ; 
Whofe  lazy  waters  v/ithout  motion  iay. 
While  he,  with  eager  fcrce,  urg'd  his  impctuouf 
wav. 


The  privilege  that  ancient  poets  claim,  T 

Now  turn'd  to  licence  by  too  juft  a  name,  > 

Belongs  to  none  but  an  ellablilli'd  fame,  J 

"Which  kori's  to  take  it 

Abfurd  exprtffions,  crude,  abortive  thoughts. 

All  the  lewd  legion  of  exploded  faults, 

Bafe  fugitives  to  that  afylum  fly. 

And  facred  laws  with  infolence  defy, 

Not  thns  our  heroes  of  the  former  days, 

Deferv'd  and  gain'd  their  never-fading  bays; 

For  I  miftake,  or  far  the  greatefl  part 

Of  what  fome  call  ncgledt,  was  ttudy'd  art. 

When  Virgil  fcems  to  trifle  in  a  line, 

'Tis  like  a  warning-piece,  which  gives  the  Cgh 

To  wake  your  fancy,  and  prepare  your  fight, 

To  reach  the  noble  height  of  fome  unufuaj  flight. 

1  lofe  niy  patience,  when  with  fancy  pride. 

By  untun'd  ears  I  hear  his  numbers  try'd. 

Reverfe  of  nature  !  fliall  fuch  copies  then 

Arraign  th'  originals  of  Marc's  pen  ! 

And  the  rude  notions  of  pedantic  fchools 

Blafpheme  the  facred  founder  of  our  rules! 

The  delicacy  of  the  niceft  ear 
rinds  nothing  haifn  or  out  of  order  there. 
Sublime  or  low,  unbended  or  inteiife, 
The  found  is  flill  a  comment  to  the  fehfe. 

A  Ikilful  ear  in  numbers  fliould  ptefide. 
And  all  difputcs  without  appeal  decide. 
This  ancient  Rome  and  elder  Athens  found, 
Before  niiftaken  ftcps  debauch'd  the  found. 

When,  by  impulfe  from  heaven,  TyrraeUs  fung, 
In  drooping  foldiers  a  new  courage  fprung  ; 
Reviving  Sparta  now  the  fight  niaintain'd. 
And  what  two  generals  loft  a  poet  gain'd. 
By  fecret  influence  of  indulgent  Ikies, 
Empire  and  poefy  togetlier  rife. 
True  poets  are  the  guardians  of  a  ftate. 
And,  when  they  fail,  portend  approaching  fate. 
For  that  which  Rome  to  conqutfl;  dui  infpire, 
"Was  not  the  Veftal,  but  the  Mufe>*  fire; 
Heaven  joins  the  blefiings  :   No  declining  age 
E'er  felt  the  raptures  of  poetic  rage. 

Of  many  faults,  rhyme  is  (perhaps)  the  caufe  ; 
Too  flridt  to  rhyme,  we  flight  more  ufeful  laws, 
J^'or  that,  in  Greece  or  Rorre,  was  never  known, 
Till  by  barbarian  deluges  o'.*;flo_^wn  : 
Subdued,  undone,  they  did  at  lait  <ibey, 
And  change  their  own  for  their  invaders'  way. 

I  grar.t  that  from  fome  moffy,  idol  oak, 
in  double  rhymes  our  1  hor  and  Woden  fpoke  ; 
AM  by  I'uccellion  of  uiilearntd  times, 
As  Bards  began,  fo  Monks  rung  on  the  chimes. 

But  now  that  Phabus  and  the  facred  Nine, 
With  all  their  beams  on  our  blcil  ifland  fliine. 
Why  fhould  not  wc  their  ancient  rites  rcftorc, 
And  be,  what  Rome  or  Athens  were  before  ? 

*'  f  Have  we  forgot  how  Raphael's  numerous 
''  pnife 
"  Led  our  exalted  fouls  through  hiavenly  camps, 
"  And  niark'd  the  ground  where  proud  apoftate 

"  thrones 
•'  Defy'd  Jehovah  !  Here,  'twixt  hoft  and  hoft, 

t  An  EfTay  on  Eljnk  Vcrfe,  out  of  raraUife  Lull,  B.  VI. 
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"  (A  narrow,  but  a  dreadful  Intertril) 

"  Portentous  fight !  before  the  cloudy  vad 

"  Satan  with  vaft  and  haughty  ftrides  advanc'cl, 

"  Game  towering,  arm'd  in  adamant  and  gold. 

"  There  bellowing  engines,  with  their  fiery  tube^ 

"  Difpers'd  sethereal  forms,  and  down  they  fell 

"  By  tlioufands,  angels  on  archangels  roU'd ; 

"  Recover'd,  to  the  hills  they  ran,  they  flew, 

"  Which  (with  their  ponderous  load,  rocks,  wa- 

"  ters,  woods) 
"  From  their  firm  feats  torn  by  the  fhaggy  tops 
"  They  bore  like  Ihields  before  them  through  the 

"  air, 
"  Till  more  incens'd  they  hurl'd  them  at  their  foes 
"  All  was  confufion,  heaven's  foundation  fhook, 
"  Threatening  no  lefs  than  univerfal  wreck, 
"  For  Michael^s  arm  main  promontories  flung, 
"  And  overprefl  whole  legions  weak  with  fin  ; 
"  Yet  they  blafphem'd  and  ftruggled  as  they  hj, 
"  Till  the  great  enfign  of  Meflfiah  blaz'd, 
"  And  (arm'd  with  vengeance)  God's  vidiorious 
"  (Effulgence  of  paternal  Deity)  [Son 

"  Grafping  ten  thoufand  thunders  in  his  hand, 
"  Drove  th'  old  original  rebels  headlong  down, 
"  Andjient  them  flaming  to  the  vaft  abyfs." 

O  may  I  live  to  hail  the  glorions  day. 
And  fing  loud  pseans  through  the  crowded  way, 
When  in  triumphant  ftate  the  Britifli  Mufe, 
True  to  herfelf,  fliall  barbarous  aid  refufe, 
And  in  the  Roman  majefly  appear. 
Which  none  know  better,  and  none  come  fo  near. 
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ESS  AT  ON  TJiANSLATED  VERSE. 

By  Dr.  ChetwOod,  1684. 

As  when  by  labouring  flars  new  V.ingdoms  rifei 
The  mighty  mafs  in  rude  confufion  lies, 
A  court  unform'd,diforder  at  the  bar, 
And  cv'n  in  peace  the  rugged  mieri  of  war. 
Till  fome  wife  (latefman  into  method  draws 
The  parts,  and  animates  the  frame  with  laws; 
Sutii  was  the  cafe  when  Chaucer's  early  toil 
Founded  the  Mufes'  empire  in  our  foil. 
Spenfcr  improv'd  it  with  his  painful  hand. 
But  loft  a  noble  Mufe  in  Fairy-land, 
Sbakfpe;irc  fuid  all  that  Nature  could  impart. 
And  Johnf.'.n  added  Induftry  and  Art. 
Cowlty  and  Denham  gain'd  immpital  praife  ; 
And  fome,  who  merit  as  they  wear  the  bays, 
Scarcii'd  all  the  treafnries  o!  Greece  and  Rome,' 
And  bruught  the  precious  fpoils  in  triumph  honic« 
But  flill  oiu-  language  had  lome  ancient  ruft  ; 
Our  flights  wore  often  high,  but  feldoni  juft. 
There  wanted  one,  who  licenfc  could  rcftrain, 
Make  civil  laws  o'er  barbarous  ufage  reign  ; 
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One  worthy  In  Apollo's  chair  to  fit, 
To  hold  the  fcales,  and  give  the  ftamp  of  wit ; 
In  whom  ripe  judgment  and  young  fancy  meet, 
And  force  poetic  rage  to  be  difcreet ; 
Who  grows  not  naufeous  while  he  ftrivesto  pleafe, 
But  marks  the  {helves  in  the  poetic  feas. 
Who  knows,  and  teaches  what  our  clime  can  bear, 
And  makes  the  barren  ground  obey  the  labourer's 
care. 

Few  could  conceive,  none  the  great  work  could 
'Tis  a  freih  province,  and  referv'd  for  you.       [do. 
Thofe  talents  all  arc  youi's,  of  which  but  one 
Were  a  fair  fortune  for  a  Mufe's  fon. 
Wit,  reading,  judgment,  converfation,  art, 
A  bead  well-balanc'd,  and  a  generous  heart. 
While  infeA  rhymes  cloud  the  polluted  fky, 
Created  to  nioleft  the  world,  and  die. 
Your  file  does  polifli,  and  your  tancy  caft  ; 
Works  are  long  forming  which  mufl  always  lad. 
Rough  iron  fenfe,  and  flubborn  to  the  mold, 
Touch'd  by  your  chemic  hand,  is  turn'd  to  gold, 
A  fecret  gface  faftiions  the  flowing  lines. 
And  infpiration  through  the  labour  fhines, 
Writers,  in  fpite  of  all  their  paint  and  art, 
Betray  the  darling  paflion  of  the  heart. 
No  fame  you  wound,  give  no  chafie  ears  offence. 
Still  true  to  friendfhip,  modefty,  and  fecfe. 
So  Saints,  from  Heaven  for  our  example  fent, 
Live  to  their  rules,  have  nothing  to  repent. 
Horace,  if  living,  by  exchange  of  fate, 
Would  give  no  laws,  but  only  your's  tranflate. 

Hoift  fail,  bold  writers,  fearch,  difcover  far, 
You  have  a  compafs  for  a  Polar-flar. 
Tune  Orpheus'  harp,  and  with  enchanting  rhymes 
Soften  the  favage  humour  of  the  time?. 
Tell  all  thofe  untouch'd  wonders  which  appcar'd 
When  Fate  itfclf  for  our  great  Mouarcli  fefir'd : 
Securely  through  the  dangerous  foreft  led 
By  guards  of  Angels,  when  his  own  were  fled. 
Heaven  kindly  cxercis'd  his  youth  with  cares. 
To  crown  with  unmix'd  joys  his  riper  years. 
Alake  warlike  James's  peaceful  virtues  known. 
The  fecond  hope  and  genius  of  the  throne. 
Heaven  in  cnmpafTion  brought  him  on  our  flage, 
To  tame  the  fury  of  a  monilrous  age. 
But  what  bleft  voice  ftiall  your  Maria  fing  ? 
Or  a  fit  offering  to  her  altars  bring  ? 
In  joys,  in  gtief,  in  triumphs,  in  retreat. 
Great  always,  without  aiming  to  be  great. 
True  Roman  majefty  adorns  her  face  ; 
And  every  gefture  's  form'd  by  every  Grace. 
Her  beauties  are  too  heavenly  and  refin'd 
For  the  grofs  fenfes  of  a  vulgar  mind. 
It  is  your  part  (you  Poets  can  divine)  T 

To  prophcfy  how  Ihe  by  Heaven's  deCgn  > 

Shall  give  an  heir  ro  the  great  Britifh  line,  J 

Who  over  all  the  Wellern  ifles  (hall  reign. 
Both  awe  the  continent,  and  rule  the  main. 
It  is  your  place  to  wait  upon  her  name 
Through  the  vaft  regions  of  eternal  fame. 
True  Poets  fouls  to  Princes  are  ally'd, 
And  the  world's  Empire  with  the  Kings  divide. 
Heaven    trufts  the   prefent   time  ta    MoaaTch's 

care. 
Eternity  is  the  good  Writer's  (hare, 
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TO  THE  EARL  OF  ROSCOMMON, 

OccaConed  by  his  Lordfhip's 

ESSAY  ON  IRANSLATEB  VERSE. 

FROM   THE 

LATIN  OF  MR.  CHARLES  DRYDEN. 
By  Mr.  Needler. 

That  happy  Britain  boafls  her  tuneful  race, 

And  laurel  wreaths  her  peaceful  temples  grace. 

The  honour  and  the  praife  is  juIUy  due 

To  you  alone,  illuflrous  Earl !  to  you. 

For  foon  as  Horace,  with  his  artful  page. 

By  thee  explain'd,  had  taught  the  lUleniug  age  t 

Of  brighteft  Bards  arcfe  a  Ikilful  train. 

Who  fweetly  fung  in  their  immortal  drain. 

No  more  content  great  Maro's  fteps  to  trace. 

New  paths  \\t  feareh,  and  trade  unbeaten  ways. 

Ye  Briton's,  then,  triumphantly  rejoice; 

And  with  loud  peals,  and  one  confenting  voice, 

Applaud.thc  man  who  does  unrlval'd  fit, 

"  The  fovereign  judge  aiid  arbiter  of  wit !" 

For,  led  by  thee,  an  endlefs  train  fliall  rife 
Of  Poets,  who  Ihall  climb  fuperior  fides  ; 
Heroes  and  Gods  in  worthy  veife  fball  fing. 
And  tune  to  Homer's  lay  the  lofty  firing. 

Thy  works  too,  fovereign  Bard  *  !  if  right  I  fee 
They  fhall  tranflate  with  equal  majefly  ; 
While  with  new  joy  aud  hai^ry  fiiade  fhall  rove 
Through  the  bleft  mazes  of  th'  Elyfian  grove. 
And,  wondering,  in  Britannia's  rougher  tongue 
To  find  thy  heroes  and  thy  fliepherds  fung. 
Shall  break  forth  in  thefe  words  :  "  Thy  favour'd 

name. 
Great  heir  and  guardian  of  the  Mantuan  fame  ! 
How  fliall  my  willing  gratitude  purfue 
With  praifes  large  as  to  thy  worth  are  due  ? 
Though  taflelefs  Bards,  by  Nature  'lever  taught. 
In  wretched  rhymes  difguil'e  my  genuine  thought. 
Though  Homer  now  the  wrrs  of  godlike  Kings 
In  Ovid's  foft  enervate  numbers  fings  : 
Tuneful  Silenus,  and  the  mac  chiefs  verfc 
That  uocs  the  birth  of  infant  worlds  rehearfe. 
Atones  for  all,  by  that  my  refcued  fame 
Shall  vie  in  age  with  Nature's  deathkfs  frame ; 
By  thee  the  learned  forg  fliall  ntbly  live. 
And  pr.,ife  from  every  Britiih  tongue  receive. 

Give  to  thy  daring  genius  then  the  reio, 
And  freely  launch  into  a  bolder  fttain  ; 
Nor  with  thefe  words  my  hap)  y  fpirit  grieve  : 
"  ']"he  hfl  good  office  of  thy  friend  receive  •}-." 

On  tiie  firm  bafe  of  thy  immortal  lays, 
A  noble  pile  to  thy  lov'd  Maro  raife  ; 
My  glory  by  thy  flcill  fliail  brighter  fliine. 
With  native  charms  and  energy  divine  ! 
Britain  with  juft  applaufe  the  work  fliall  readi 
And  crown  whh  fadelefs  bays  thyfacred  head. 


t  **  ctpe  dona  exrema  tuoruiti ;"  The  rnatto  to  lord 
Kofcomiiion's  cffa). 
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Nor  fhall  thy  Mufe  the  graver's  pencil  need, 
To  draw  the  heio  on  his  prancing  fteed; 
Thy  living  verfe  fliall  paint  th'  embattled  hoft 
In  bolder  Tigures  than  his  art  can  boafl 
While  the  low  tribe  of  vulgar  writers  fltive, 
By  mean  falfe  arts  to  make  their  verlions  live ; 
Forfake  the  text,  and  blend  each  fterling  line 
With  comments  foreign  to  my  true  defign  ; 
My  latent  fenfe  thy  happier  thought  explores, 
And  injur'd  Mafo  to  himfelf  reftores." 


A    PARAPHRASE 

ON 

PSALM  CXLVIII. 

O  AZURE  vaults  '.  O  cryftal  Iky  ! 

The  world's  tranfparent  canopy, 
Break  your  long  filence,  and  let  mortals  know 
With  what  contempt  you  look  on  things  below. 

Wing'd  fquadroKs  of  the  God  of  war, 
Who  contper  whofoe'er  you  arc,    - 
Let  echoing  anthems  make  his  pralfes  known 
On  earth  his  footftool,  as  in  heaven  his  throne. 

Great  eye  of  all,  whofe  glorious  ray 
Rules  the  bright  empire  of  the  day, 
0  praile  his  name,  without  whofe  purer  light 
Thou  hadft  been  hid  in  an  abyfs  of  night. 

Ye  ^r.non  and  planets,  who  difpenfe, 
By  God's  command,  your  influence ; 
Refign  to  him,  as  your  Creator  due, 
That  veneration  which  men  pay  to  you. 

Faireft,  as  well  as  firft,  of  things. 
From  whom  all  joy,  all  beauty  fprings; 
O  praife  th'  almighty  Ruler  of  the  globe, 
V.  ho  ufech  thee  for  his  empyrean  robe. 

Praife  him  ye  Icud  harmonious  fpheres. 
Whole  fucrcd  flamp  all  nature  bears. 
Who  did  all  forms  from  the  rude  chaos  draw, 
And  whofe  command  is  th'  univerfal  law  : 

Ye  watery  mountains  of  the  fky, 

And  you  fo  far  aboVe  our  eye, 
Vaft  ever-moving  cirbs,  exalt  his  namt. 
Who  gave  its  being  to  your  glorious  frame. 

Ye  dragons,  whofe  contagious  breath 

Peoples  the  dark  retreats  ai  death, 
Chang*  your  fierce  hilHiig  into  joyful  fong. 
And  praile  your  Maker  with  your  forked  toogue, 

Praife  him,  ye  monfters  of  the  deep, 

That  in  the  feas  vaft  bofoms  flecp  ; 
At  whofe  command  the  fcamiag  billows  roar, 
Yet  know  ;hcir  limits,  tremble  and  adore. 

Yc  miffs  and  v;;jiours,  hail,  and  fiiow. 

And  you  who  through  the  concave  blow, 


Swift  executors  of  his  holy  word,  [Lord. 

Whirlwinds   and  tempefts  praife   th'    Almighty 

Mountains,  who  to  your  Maker's  view 
Seem  lefs  than  mole-hills  do  to  you, 
Remember  how,  when  firft  Jehovah  Ipoke, 
All  heaven  was  fire,'  and  Sinai  hid  in  fmoke. 

Praife  him  fweet  offsprmg  of  the  ground, 
With  heavenly  neiftar  yearly  crown'd  ; 
And  ye  tall  cedars,  celebrate  his  praife, 
That  in  his  temple  facred  altars  raife. 

Idle  muficians  of  the  fpring, 

Whofe  only  care  's  to  love  and  fing,  [throat 
Fly  through  the  world,  and  let  your  trembling 
Praife  your  Creator  with  the  fweeteft  note. 

Praife  him  each  favage  furious  beaft. 

That  on  his  fteres  do  daily  feaft  : 
And  you  tame  flaves  of  the  laborious  plow, 
Your  weary  knees  to  your  Creator  bow. 

Majeftic  monarchs,  mortal  gods, 
Whofe  power  hath  here  no  periods. 

May  all  attempts  againft  your  crowns  be  vain  ! 

But  ftill  remember  by  whofe  power  you  reign. 

Let  the  wide  world  his  praifes  fing, 
Where  Tagus  and  Euphrates  fpring. 
And  from  the  Danube's  frofty  banks,  to  thofe 
Where  from  an  unknown  head  great  Nilus  flows. 

You  that  difpofe  of  all  our  lives, 
Pi'aife  him  from  whom  your  power  derives ; 
Be  true  and  juft  like  him,  and  fear  his  word, 
As  much  as  malefacflors  do  your  fword. 

Praife  him,  old  monuments  of  time  ; 

O  praife  him  in  your  youthful  prime  ; 
Praife  him,  fair  idoU  of  your  greedy  fenfe  ; 
Exalt  his  name,  fweet  age  of  innocence. 

Jehovah's  name  fliall  only  laft. 

When  heaven,  and  earth,  and  all  is  paft  : 

Nothing,  great  God,  is  to  be  found  in  thee. 

But  unconceivable  eternity. 

Exalt,  O  Jacob's  facred  race, 
The  God  of  gods,  the  God  of  grace; 
Who  will  above  the  ftars  your  empire  raife. 
And  with  his  glory  recompenfe  your  praill;. 


A     PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN  TO 

His  Royal  Highnefs  the  DUKE  OF  YORK, 

At  Edinburgh. 

FoLi.r  and  vice  arc  eafy  to  dcfcribe, 

The  cymniou  lubjcits  of  our  fcribblipg .tribe ; 


But  when  true  virtues,  with  unclouded  light, 
All  great,  all  royal,  fhine  divinely  bright. 
Our  eyes  are  dazzled,  and  our  voice  is  weak ; 
Let  England,  Flanders,  let  all  Europe  fpedc. 
Let  France  acknowledge  that  her  Ihaken  throne 
Was  once  fupported.  Sir,  by  you  alone  ; 
Banifh'd  from  thence  for  an  ufurper's  fake. 
Yet  trufted  then  with  her  laft  defperate  ftake  : 
When   wealthy   neighbours   ftrove   with   us   for 

power, 
Let  the  fea  tell,  how  in  their  fatal  hour, 
Swift  as  an  eagle,  our  vidtorious  prince, 
Great  Britain's  genius,  flew  to  hef  defence  ; 
His  name  ftruck  fear,  his  conduvft  won  the  day. 
He  came,  he  faw,  he  feiz'd  the  flruggling  prey. 
And  while  the  heavens  were  fire  and  th'  ocean 

blood, 
Confirm'd  our  empire  o'er  the  conquer'd  flood. 

O  happy  iflands,  if  you  knew  your  blifs  ! 
Strong  by  the  fea's  protection,  fafe  by  hi» ! 
Exprefs  your  gratitude  the  only  way, 
And  humbly  own  a  debt  too  raft  to  pay  : 
Let  Fame  aloud  to  future  ages  tell. 
None  e'er  commanded,  none  obey'd  fo  well ; 
While  this  high  courage,  this  undaunted  mind, 
So  loyal,  fo  fubmiffively  refign'd. 
Proclaim  that  fuch  a  hero  never  fprings 
But  from  the  unfcorrupted  blood  of  kings. 
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chance  to  catch  him  aflccp  in  this  Eclogue ; 
where  they  bind  him  hand  and  foot,  and  then 
claim  his  promife.  Silenus,  finding  they  would 
be  put  off  no  longer,  begins  his  fong,  in  which 
he  defcribes  the  formation  of  the  uiiiverfe,  and 
the  original  of  animals,  according  to  the  Epi- 
curian  phdofophy ;  and  then  runs  throitgh  tlie 
moft  furprifing  transformations  which  have 
happened  in  Nature  fmce  her  birth.  This 
Eclogue  was  defigned  as  a  compliment  to  Syro 
the  Epicurean,  who  inftru(9:ed  Virgil  and  Varus 
ill  the  principles  of  that  philolophy.  Silenus 
aifls  as  tutor,  Chromis  and  iVInafylus  as  the  two 
pupils. 


SONG. 

ON  A  YOUNG  LADY  WHO   SUNG  FINELY, 
AND  WAS  AFRAID  OF  A  COLD., 

Winter,  thy  cruelty  extend. 
Till  fatal  tempefls  fwcll  the  fea. 
In  vain  lee  finking  pilots  pray ; 

Beneath  thy  yoke  let  Nature  bend, 
Let  piercing  frofl,  and  lafling  fnow. 
Through  woods  and  fields  deftru6lion  fow  ! 

Yet  we  unmcTv'd  will  fit  and  fmile, 
While  you  thefe  leffer  ills  create, 
Thefe  we  can  bear;  but,  gentle  Fate, 

And  thou,  bleft  Genius  of  our  ifle. 
From  Winter's  rage  defend  her  voice, 
At  which  the  liftening  Gods  rejoice. 

May  that  celeftial  found  each  day 
With  extafy  tranfport  our  fouls, 
Whilft  all  our  paflions  it  controuls. 

And  kindly  drives  our  cares  away ; 
Let  no  ungentle  cold  deflroy, 
AH  tafte  we  have  of  heavenly  joy  ! 


VIRGIL  S  SIXTH  ECLOGUE, 

SILENUS. 

TLe  Argument. 

Two  young  fliephfrds,   Chromis  and   Mnafylus, 
having  been  often  piK)mJfj;d  a  fong  by  Silenus, 


I  FIRST  of  Romans  ftoop'd  to  rural  flrains, 
Nor  blufli'd  !o  dwell  among  Sicilian  fwains. 
When  my  Thalia  rais'd  her  bolder  voice. 
And  kings  and  battles  were  her  lofty  choice, 
Phoebus  did  kindly  humbler  thoughts  infufe,- 
And  with  this  whifper  check  th'  afpiring  Mufe  t 
A  (hepherd,  Tityrus,  his  flocks  (liould  feed, 
And  choofe  a  fubje<ft  fuited  to  his  reed. 
Thus  I  (while  each  ambitious  pen  prepares 
To  write  thy  praifes.  Varus,  and  thy  wars) 
My  paftoral  tribute  in  low  numbers  pay. 
And  though  I  once  prcfum'd,  I  only-now  obey. 

But  yet  (if  any  with  indulgent  eyes 
Can  look  on  this,  and  fuch  a  trifle  prize) 
Thee  only.  Varus,  our  glad  fwains  fliall  fing, 
And  every  grove  and  every  echo  ring. 
Phrebus  delights  in  Varus'  favourite  name,         "> 
And  none  who  under  that  protedlion  came  S- 

Was  ever  ill  receiv'd,  or  unfccure  of  fame.  j 

Proceed  my  Mufe* 
Young  Chromis  and  Mnafylus  chanc'd  to  ftray 
Where  (fleeping  in  a  cave)  Silenus  lay, 
Whofe  conflant  cups  fly  fuming  to  his  brain. 
And  always  boil  in  each  extended  vein  ; 
His  trufty  flaggon,  i'uJl  of  potent  juice, 
Was  hanging  by,  worn  thin  with  age  and  ufe ; 
Drop'd  from  his  head,  a  wreath  lay  on  the  ground ; 
In  hafle  they  feiz'd  him,  and  in  hade  they  bound; 
Eager,  for  both  had  been  deluded  long 
With  fruitlefs  hope  of  his  inftrudiive  fong  : 
But  while  with  confcious  fear  they  dsubtful  flood, 
^gle,  the  fairefb  Nais  of  the  flood. 
With  a  vermilion  dye  his  temples  fl;ain'd. 
Waking,  he  fmil'd,  and  mufl:  I  then  be  chain'd  ? 
Loofe  me,  he  cry'd  ;  'twas  boldly  done,  to  find 
And  view  a  God,  but  'tis  too  bold  to  bind. 
The  promis'd  verfe  no  longer  I'll  delay 
(She  fliall  be  fatisfy'd  another  way). 

With  that  he  rais'd  his  tuneful  voice  aloud. 
The  knotty  oaks  their  liftening  branches  bow'd. 
And  favage  beafts  and  Sylvan  Gods  did  crowd ; 

For  lo  :  he  fung  the  world's  ftupendous  birth, 
How  fcatter'd  feeds  ot  fea,  and  air,  and  earth. 
And  purer  fire,  through  univerfal  night 
And  empty  fpace,  did  fruitfully  unite  ; 
From  whence  th'  innumerable  race  of  things. 
By  circular  fucccfiive  order  fprings. 

'By  what  degrees  this  earth's  compa<5led  fpherc 
Was  harden'd,   woods   a;id  rocks  and  towns  to 
bear ; 
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How  finking  waters  (the  firm  land  to  drain) 
Fili'd  the  capacious  deep,  and  form'd  the  main, 
While  from  ab<ve,  adorn'd  with  radiant  light, 
A  new-born  fun  i'urpris'd  the  dazzled  fight; 
How  vapours  turn'd  to  clouds  obfcure  the  fky, 
And  clouds  diffolv'd  the  thirfty  ground  fupply  ; 
How  the  firft  forefl  rais'd  its  fhady  head, 
Till  when,  few  wandering  beafls   on  unknown 
mountains  fed. 
Then  Pyrrha's  liony  race  rofe  from  the  groDnd, 
Old  Snturn  rcign'd  with  golden  plenty  crown'd, 
And  bold  Prometheus  (whofe  untam'd  defire 
Rival'd  the  fun  with  his  own  heavenly  fire) 
Now  doom'd  the  Scythian  vulture's  endlefs  prey, 
Severely  pays  for  animating  clay.  [tell  ?) 

He  nam'd  the  nymph  (for  vsho  but  G^ds  could 
Into  whofe  arms  the  lovely  Hylas  fell ; 
Alcides  nept  in  vain  for  Hylas  loft, 
Hylas  in  vain  rcfounds  through  all  the  coaft. 

He  with  compaflson  told  Pafiphaes  fault, 
Ah  !  wretched  queen  !  whence  came  that  guilty 

th>.ught  ? 
The  maids  of  Argos,  who  with  frantic  cries 
And  imitated  lowings  fill  the  fkies, 
(Thouf^i  metamorphos'd  in  their  wild  conceit) 
Did  never  burn  with  fuch  unnatural  heat,    [ftray. 
Ah  !  wretched  queen  !  while  you  on  mountains 
He  on  foft  flowers  his  fnowy  fide  does  lay ; 
Or  fecks  in  herds  a  more  proportion'd  love  : 
Surround,   my  nymphs,   fhe  cries,   furround  the 

grove ; 
Perhaps  fome  footfVeps  printed  in  the  clay. 
Will  to  my  love  dircA  your  wandering  way; 
Ptrhaps,  while  thus  in  fearch  of  him  I  roam, 
3\Fy  happier  rivals  have  entic'd  him  home. 

He  fung  how  Atalanra  was  betray'd 
33y  thofe  Helperian  baits  her  lover  laid. 
And  the  fad  fifters  who  to  trees  were  turn'd, 
While  with  the  world  th'ambitious  brother  burn'd. 
Al!  he  defcrib'd  was  prefent  to  their  eyes,       [rife. 
And  as  he  rais'd  his  verle,  the  poplars  feem'd  to 

He  taught  which  Mufc  did  by  Apollo's  will 
Guide  wandering  Ga!!us  to  th'  Aonian  hill : 
(Which  plate  the  God  for  folemn  meetings  chofe) 
With  deep  relpeiSl  the  learned  fenatc  rofe. 
And  Linus  thvs  (deputed  by  the  reftj 
The  hero's  welcome,  and  their  thanks,  exprefs'd : 
This  harp  of  old  to  Hcfiod  did  belong. 
To  this,  the  Mufes' gift,  join  thy  Jiarmonious  fong: 
Charm'd  by  thefe  firings,  trees  flarting  from  the 

ground. 
Have  follow'd  with  delight  the  powerful  found. 
Thus  confecrated,  thy  Gryna:an  grove 
Shall  have  no  equal  in  Apollo's  love. 

Why  (hould.l  fi)cak  of  the  Mtgprian  maid. 
For  love  perfidious,  and  by  love  betray'd  ? 
And  her,  who  round  with  barking  n^onfters  arm'd. 
The    wandering    Greeks    (ah    frighted    men  !) 

alarm'd  ; 
Whofe  only  hope  on  fhatterM  fnips  depends, 
While  fierce  fea-dogs  devour  the  mangled  friends. 

Or  tell  the  I'hracian  tyrant's  altcr'd  fhape, 
And  dire  revenge  of  Philomela's  rape. 
Who  to  thofe  woods  dirc»5ts  her  mournful  coarfe, 
Where  ftie  had  fufl'er'd  by  incclluous  force, 


While,  loath  to  leave  the  palace  too  well  known, 
Progne  flies,  hovering  round,  and  thinks  it  ftiU 
her  own  ? 
Whatever  near  Eurota's  happy  ftreani 
With  laurels  crown'd,  had  been  Apollo's  theme, 
Silenus  fings  ;  the  neighbouring  rucks  reply. 
And  fend  his  myflic  numbers  through  the  fcy  ; 
Till  night  began  to  fpread  her  gloomy  veil. 
And  call'd  the  counted  fheep  from  every  dale ; 
The  weaker  light  unwillingly  declin'd,     [refign'd. 
And  to  prevaihng  fhades  the  murmuring  worl^ 
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ODE  UPON  SOLITUDE. 

I. 
Hail,  facrcd  Solitude  !  from  this  calm  bay, 
1  view  the  world's  tempefluous  fea. 

And  with  wife  pride  defpife 

All  thofe  fenfelefs  vanities  : 
With  pity  mov'd  for  others,  caft  away 
On  rocks  of  hopes  and  fears,  I  fee  them  tofs'd 
On  rocks  of  folly,  and  of  vice,  I  fee  them  loft  : 
Some  the  prevailing  malice  of  the  great, 

Unhappy  men  or  adverfe  Fate, 
Sunk  deep  into  the  gulphs  of  an  afiliefted  flate. 
But  more,  far  more,  a  numberlefs  prodigious  train,, 
Whilft  Virtue  courts  them,  but  alas  in  vain,  i 

Fly  from  her  kind  embracing  arms,  ] 

Deaf  to  her  fondeft  call,  blind   to  her  greateftl: 

charms. 

And,  funk  in  pleafures  and  in  brutifh  eafc,   [pleafe. . 

They  in  their  fliip wreck'd  ftate  themfelves  obdurate  • 

II.  j 

Hail,  facred  Solitude  !  foul  of  my  foul,  ,1 

It  is  by  thee  I  truly  live,  i 

Thou  doft  a  better  life  and  nobler  vigour  give  ; 
Dofl;  each  unruly  appetite  control : 
Thy  coiiftant  quiet  fills  my  peaceful  bread. 
With  unniix'd  joy,  uninterrupted  reft. 

Prefuming  love  does  ne'er  invade 

This  private  folitary  ftiade  : 
And,  v/i:h  fantaftic  wounds  by  beauty  made. 
The  joy  has  no  allay  of  jealouiy,  hope,  and  fear. 
The  folid  comforts  of  this  happy  fphere  : 

Yet  I  exalted  Love  admire, 

Friendfliip,  abhorring  fordid  gain. 
And  purify'd  from  Luft's  diftioneft  ftain  : 
Nor  is  it  for  my  folitude  unfit. 

For  I  am  with  my  friend  alone, 

As  if  we  were  but  one  ; 
'Tis  the  polluted  love  that  multiplies. 
But  friendfliip  does  two  fouls  in  one  comprlfe. 

III. 
Here  in  a  full  and  conftant  tide  doth  flow 
All  blcfliiips  man  can  hope  to  know  ; 
Here  in  a  dct])  rccefs  of  thought  wc  find 
Pleafures  which   entertain,   and  which  exalt  the 

mind ; 
Pleafures  which  do  from  friendfliip  and  from  know- 
ledge rife, 
Which  make  us  happy,  as  they  make  us  wife  : 
Here  may  I  always  on  this  downy  grafj, 
Unknown,  unfceii,  my  cafy  miiiuics  pals  : 
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Till  with  a  gentle  force  vuJlorlous  death 

My  folitude  invade, 
And,  flopping  for  a  while  my  breath. 
With  eafe  convey  me  to  a  better  fhade. 


THE  TWENTY-SECOND  ODE 


FIRST  BOOK  OF  HORACE. 

Virtue,  dear  friend,  needs  no  defence. 
The  fureft  guard  is  innocence  : 
None  knew,  till  guilt  created  fear, 
What  darts  or  poifon'd  arrows  were. 

Integrity  undaunted  goes 
Through  Libyan  fands  and  Scythian  fnows, 
Or  where  Hydafpes'  wealthy  fide 
Pays  tribute  to  the  Perfian  pride. 

for  as  (by  amorous  thoughts  bctray'd) 
Carelefs  in  Sabine  woods  I  ftray'd, 
A  grifly  foaming  wolf  unfed. 
Met  me  unami'd,  yet  trembling  fled. 

No  beaft  of  more  portentous  fize 
In  the  Herciiiian  forefl  lies ; 
None  fiercer,  in  Numidia  bred, 
With  Carthage  were  in  triumph  led. 

Set  me  in  the  remoteft  place, 
That  Neptune's  frozen  arms  embrace  ; 
Where  angry  Jove  did  never  fpare 
Qne  breath  of  kind  and  temperate  air. 

Set  me  where  on  fome  pathlefs  plain 
The  fwarthy  Africans  complain. 
To  fee  the  chariot  of  the  Sun 
So  near  their  fcorching  country  run. 

The  burning  zone,  the  frozen  ifles. 
Shall  hear  me  fing  of  Calia's  fmiles : 
All  cold  but  in  her  breaft  1  will  deipifc. 
And  dare  all  heat  but  that  in  Caelia's  eyes. 


THE  SAME  IMITATED. 


Virtue  (dear  friend)  naeds  no  defience, 
No  arms,  but  its  own  innocence  : 
Clivers  and  bows,  and  poifon'd  darts, 
Are  only  us'd  by  guilty  hearts. 

II. 
An  honeft  mind  fafely  alone 
May  travel  through  the  burning  zone; 
Or  through  the  deepeft  Scythian  fnows. 
Or  where  the  fam'd  Hydafpes  flows. 

in. 
While,  rul'd  by  a  refiftlefs  fire, 
Our  great  *  Orinda  I  admire, 
The  hungry  wolves  that  fee  me  ftray, 
Unarni'd  and  fingle,  run  away. 

*  Mrs.  Kathrine  i'liilipa. 


Set  me  la  the  remoteft  place 

That  ever  Neptune  did  embrace; 
When  there  her  image  fills  my  brcall:. 
Helicon  is  not  half  fo  bleft. 
v. 
Leave  me  upon  fome  Libyan  plain. 
So  fhe  my  fancy  entertain, 
And  when  the  thirfty  monftcrs  meet. 
They'll  all  pay  homage  to  my  feet. 

VI. 

The  magic  of  Orinda's  name, 
Not  only  can  their  fiercenefs  tame. 
But,  if  that  mighty  word  I  once  rehearfe. 
They  feem  fubmiflively  to  roar  in  v.erfc. 


Part  of  the  Fifth  Scene  of  the  Second  Aft  ia 
GUARINI'S  PASTOR  FIDO, 

TRANSLATED. 

An  happy  grove  !  dafk  and  fecure  retreat 
Of  facred  filence,  reft's  eternal  feat ; 
How  well  your  cool  and  unfrequented  fhade 
Suits  with  the  chafte  retirements  of  a  mai  J ; 
Oh  !  if  kind  heaven  had  been  fo  much  my  friend. 
To  make  my  fate  upon  my  choice  depend; 
All  my  ambition  I  would  hear  confine, 
And  only  this  Elyfium  fhould  he  mine  : 
Fond  men,  by  paffion  wilfully  betray'd, 
Adore  thofe  idols  which  their  fancy  made  ; 
Purchafiiig  riches  with  our  time  and  care, 
We  lofe  our  freedom  in  a  gilded  fnare ; 
And,  having  all,  all  to  ourfelves  refufe, 
Oppreft  with  blclEngs  winch  we  fear  to  ufe. 
Fame  is  at  befl  but  an  inconllant  good, 
Vain  are  the  boafted  titles  of  nur  blood ; 
We  fooneft  lofe  what  we  moft  highly  prize. 
And  with  our  youth  our  fhort-liv'd  beauty  dies  ; 
In  vain  our  fields  and  flocks  increafe  our  ftore. 
If  our  abundance  makes  us  wifh  for  more ; 
How  happy  is  the  harmlefs  country  maid, 
Who,  rich  by  nature,  fcorns  fupcrfluous  aid  ! 
Whofe  modefl  cloaths  no  wanton  eyes  invite. 
But  like  her  foul  prefer  ves  the  native  white  ; 
Whofe  little  (tore  her  well  taught  mind  does  pleafe. 
Nor  pinch'd  with  want,  nor  cloy'd  with  wanton 
eafe,  [fall. 

Who,  free  from  ftorms,  which  on  the  great  ones 
Makes  but  few  wifhes,  and  enjoys  them  all ; 
No  care  but  love  can  difcompofe  her  breaft. 
Love,  of  all  cares,  the  fweeteft  and  the  beft  : 
While  on  fweet  grafs  her  bleating  charge  does  lie. 
Our  happy  lover  feeds  upon  her  eye  ; 
Not  one  on  whom  or  Gods  or  men  impofe, 
But  one  whom  love  has  for  this  lover  chofe. 
Under  fome  favourite  myrtle's  (hady  boughs, 
They  fpeak  their  palTioBs  in  repeated  vows. 
And  whilft  a  blufh  confefTes  how  fhe  burns, 
Hio  faithful  htart  makes  as  fir.ccre  returns; 
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Thus  in  the  arms  of  love  and  peace  they  lie, 
iA.nd  while  they  live,  their  flames  can  never  die. 


THE   DREAM. 


To  the  pale  fyrant,  who  to  horrid  graves 
Gondemns  fo  many  thoiifand  heiplefs  flaves, 
"Ungrateful  vi'e  do  gentle  fleep  compare, 
"Who,  though  his  vi6tories  as  numerjiis  are, 
Yet  from  his  flaves  no  tribute  does  he  take. 
But  woeful  cares  that  load  men  while  they  wake. 
When  his  foft  charms  had  eas'd  my  weary  fight 
Of  r.ll  the  baleful  troubles  of  the  light, 
Corinda  came,  diverted  of  the  fcorn 
Which  the  unequal'd  maid  fo  long  had  worn  ; 
How  oft,  in  vain,  had  Love's  great  God    iTay'd 
To  tame  the  ftubboi  n  heart  of  that  bright  maid  ! 
Yet,  fpire  of  all  that  pride  that  fwells  her  mind, 
The  humble  God  of  bleep  can  make  her  kind. 
A  rifing  blulh  increas'd  the  native  ftore 
Of  cViarms,  that  but  too  fatal  were  Before. 
Once  more  prefent  the  vifion  to  my  view,  • 
The  fweet  illufion,  gentle  Fate,  renew  1 
How  kind,  how  lovely  Ihe,  how  ravifli'd  I ! 
Shew  me,  blcft  God  of  Sleep,  and  let  me  die. 


THE  GHOST  OF  THE  OLD  HOUSE  OF 
COMMONS, 

TO  THE  NEW  ONE,  APPOINTED  TO  MEET  AT 
OXFORD. 

FiioM  deepeft  dungeons  of  eternal  night. 

The  feats  iif  horror,  forrow,  pains,  and  fpite, 

Ihave  been  fent  to  tell  you,  tender  youth, 

A  feafonabie  and  important  truth. 

I  feel  (but,  oh  !  too  late)  that  no  difeafe 

Is  like  a  furf^-it  of  luxurious  eafe : 

And  of  all  otlicrs,  the  moil  tempting  things 

Are  too  much  wealth,  and  too  indulgent  kings. 

None  ever  was  funerlatively  ill, 

But  by  degrees,  with  induflry  and  fkill  : 

And  fome  whofe  m-aning  hath  at  firft  been  fair, 

Crow  knaves  by  ufe,  and  rebels  by  defpair. 

My  time  is  pari,  and  yours  will  foon  begin, 

Keep  the  firit  hlo'd'oms  from  the  blaft  of  fiij ; 

And  by  the  fate  (  f  my  tumultuous  ways, 

Prefcrvp  yourfelvis,  and  bring  ferener  days. 

The  bufy,  fubtle  feipents  of  the  law, 

Dio  firft  my  mind  from  true  obedieftce  draw  : 

"While  I  did  limits  to  the  king  prefcribe, 

Arivi  •  H.k  for  oracles  that  canting  tribe, 

I  chang'd  true  freedom  for  the  name  of  free, 

And  grew  f:.ditious  for  variety  : 

All  that  oppos'd  me  were  to  be  accus'd. 

And  by  the  lavrs  illegally  abus'd ; 


The  robe  was  fummon'd,  Maynard  jn  the  head,    " 

In  legal  murder  none  fo  deeply  read  ; 

I  brought  him  to  the  bar,  where  once  he  Hood, 

Stain'd  with  the  (yet  unexpiated)  blood 

Of  the  brave  Strafford,  when  three  kingdoms  rung 

With  his  accumulative  hackney  tongue  ; 

Priloweri  and  witneffcs  were  waiting  by, 

Thefe  had  been  taught  to  fwear,  and  th^^fe  to  die, 

And  to  fHftSt  their  arbitrary  fates. 

Some  for  ill  faces^,  fome  for  good  ellates. 

To  fright  the  people,  and  alarm  the  town, 

Bedloe  and  Gates  employ'd  the  reverend  gown. 

But  while  the  triple  mitre  bore  the  blame. 

The  king's    thxec  crowns   vitre.   their  rebellious 

aim : 
I  feem'd  (and  did  but  feem)  to  fear  the  guards. 
And  took  far  mint  the  Bethels  and  the  Wards : 
Anti-monarchic  Heretics  of  Hate, 
luimortal  Atheil^s,  rich  and  reprobate  : 
But  abov;  ail  I  got  a  little  gijide, 
Who  eve.'y  ford  cf  -.'illainy  had  tty'd  : 
None  knfA-  fo  well  tht-  old  pi.rnicious  way, 
To  rain  fnbje<51:s,  and  make  kings  obey; 
And  my  irral'.  J=h.u,  at  a  furious  rate. 
Was  'iriving  Eighty  bat^T  to  Forty-eight. 
This  the  kirg  kn^^w,  and  was  ri-foWd  to  bear, 
But  I  mifi  ;ok  his  p atient'e  for  his  fear. 
All  that  this  happy  ifiar.d  could  afford, 
Was  factinc'd  to  my  voluptuous-  board. 
In  his  whole  patadife,  one  only  ^ree 
He  had  excepted  by  a  ftri(5t  decree  ; 
A  facred  tree,  which  toyal  irtiit  did  bear,  -j 

Yet  it  in  pieces  I  conlpir'd  tc  tearj  C 

Beware,  my  child  I  divinity  is  there.  J 

This  fo  undid  all  I  had  doue  before, 
I  could  attempt,  and  he  endure  no  more  ; 
My  unprepar'd,  and  unrcpcnting  breath, 
Was  I'natch'd  away  by  the  i'wift  hand  of  death  ; 
And  I,  with  all  my  fins  about  me,  h;jrrd 
To  th'  utter  darknefs  of  the  lowei  world  : 
A  dreadful  place  !  which  you  loo  foon  will  fee, 
If  you  believe  feducers  more  than  me. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LADY'S  DOG. 

Thou,  happy  creature,  art  fecure 

From  all  the  torments  ue  endure; 

Defpair,  ambition,  jcaloufy, 

Lofl  friends,  nor  love,  difquiet  thee  ; 

A  lullen  prudence  drew  thee  hence 

From  noife,  fraud,  and  impertinence. 

Though  life  cffay'd  the  fureft  wile. 

Gilding  itfelf  with  Laura's  fmile  ; 

How  didll  thou  I'corii  life's  meaner  charms, 

Thou  who  could'll  break  from  l^aura's  arms ! 

Poor  Cynic  !  ftill  mcthinks  1  hear 

Thy  awful  murmurs  in  my  ear  ; 

As  when  on  Laura's  lap  you  lay, 

Chiding  the  worthlefs  crowd  away. 

How  fondly  human  paffions  turn  I 

What  we  then  cnvy'd,  now  we  mourn  1  , 


p'  b  fe  k  s. 
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E  i*  1  L  0  G  U  l! 

TO' 

ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT, 

When  a&ect  at  the  Thsatre  in  SuMun 

You've  feen  to-night  the  plory  of  the  Eaft,   ■ 
The  man,  who  all  the  then  known  world  poiTeft, 
That  kings  in  chains  did  fon  of  Ammon  call, 
And  kingdoms,  thought  divine,  by  treafon  fall. 
Him  Fortune  only  t'avour'd  far  hsr  fport ; 
And  when  his  condud:  wanted  her  fupport. 
His  empire^  courage,  and  his  boalled  lin«, 
■^ere  all  pitov'd  mortal  by  a  flave'a  defign. 
Great  Charles^  whole  birth  has  proniisd  milder 

fway,  .    ,      .         t 

■Whofe  awful  nod  all  nations  muft  obey, 
Secur'd  by  higher  powers,  exalted  rtands 
Above  the  reach  of  I'acrilegiyus  hands  : 
Thofe  miracles  that  guard  his  crowns,  declare . 
That  heaven  has  form'd  a  monarch  worth  their 
,  care ; 

'Born  to  advance  the  loyal,  and  depofe 
His  own,  his  brother's,  and  hi?  father's  fi)es. 
Fadion,  that  once  made  diadems  her  prey,        1 
And  flogt  our  prince  in  his  triumphant;  way,      > 
Fled  like  a  mift  before  this  radiant  day.  j 

So  .when  irt  heaven  the  mighty  rebels  rofe, 
Proud,  and  refolv'd  that  empire  to  depofe, 
Angels  fought  fiift,  but  unfuccefsful  prov'd; 
God  kept  the  conqueft  for  his  beft  belov'd  : 
At  fight  of  fuch  omnipotence  they  fly, 
I^ike  leaves  before  autumnal  winds,,  and  die. 
All  who  before  him  did  afrend  the  throne, 
Ijabour'd  to  draw  three  reftive  nations  on. 
He  bnldly  drives  tham  forward  without  pain  : 
They  hear  his  voice,  and  ftraight  obey  the  rein. 
Such  terror  fpeaks  him  deUin'd  to  command ; 
We  worfhip  Jove  with  thunder  in  his  hand  : 
But  when  his  mercy  withoiit  power  appear^^, 
We  flight  his  altars,  and  negledt  our  prayers. 
How  weak  in  arms  did  civil  difcord  (hew  !  "> 

Like  Saul,  fbe  (trLick  with  fnry  at  her  foe,  i 

When  an  immortal  hand  di<i  ward  the  blow.      j 
Her  oiTspring,  made  the  royal  hero's  fcorn. 
Like  fons  of  eanh,  all  fell  as  foon  as  born  ; 
Yet  let  us  hoaft,  for  ftire  it  is  our  price,       ['^y'^^j 
When  with  their  blood  our  neighbour  lands  were 
Ireland's  untainted  loyalty  remain'd. 
Her  people  guiltlel>,  and  her  fields  unflain'd^ 


ON  THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 


Tke  day  of  wrath,  that  dEer.dful  day. 
Shall  the  whole  world  in  aflies  lay,. 
As  David  and  the  Sybils  fay. 

What  horror  will  invade  the  ralnd^ 
When  the  llrid  Tudg<r,  who  would  bfi  luod-, 
Shall  have  few  \iiQiilh6iiti.U>  &nH 
Voi,  VI. 


The  laft  loud  trumpet's  vvondrons  found 
Shall  through  the  rending  tonabs  rebound, 
And  wake  the  nations  under  ground. 

Natnn?  and'D'eath'fliall,  with  furpriife. 

Behold  the  pale  oil'ender.  rife, 

And  view  the  Judge  with  confcious  eyes^ 

V. 

Then  (hall,  with  univ.erfal  dread» 
The  facred  myftic  book  be  read. 
To  try  the  living  and  the  dead. 

s  VI.  . 

The  Judge  afcends  liis  awful  throne  ;, 
He  makes  each  fecret  fin  be  known  ; 
And  all  with  ihame  confefs  theic  awji. 

VII. 

0  then  !  wh^t  intcreft  (hjill  I  maJke, 
To^aveiny.  la&  important  ftake. 

When  the  nioft  juft  have  caufe  to  qijake  ? 

VIII. 

Thou  mighty,  formidable  King, 
Thou  mercy's  unexhaufted  fpring. 
Some  comfortable  pity  bring  1 

IX. 

Forget  not  what  my  ranfom. coll; 
Nor  let  my  dear-bought  foul  be  loft;. 
In  ftorms  of  guilty  terror  tofl, 

X. 

Thoii  who  for  ipe  didft  feel  fuch  paifi, 
Whofe  precious  blood  the  cnofs  did  ftain. 
Let  not  thofe  agonies  be  vain. 

XI. 

Thou  whom  avenging  powcr.i  obey, 
Cancel  my  debt  (too  great  to  pay) 
Before  the  fad  accounting  day. 

XII. 

Surrounded  with  amazing  fairs*. 
Whofe  load  my  foul  with  anguiih  be^rs, 

1  figh,  I  weep  :    Accept  my  tears. 

XIII. 

Thou  who  wert  mov'd  with  Mary's  grief, 

And,  by  abfolving  of  the  thief. 

Hall  given  me  hope,  now  give  relief, 

*.iv. 
Peiecl  not  my  unworthy  prayer  ; 
Pnferve  me  from  that  dangerous  fnars 
Which  death  and  gaping  hell  prepare. 

XV;. 

Give  my  e.'^alted  foul  a  place 
Among  thy  chofcn  right-hand  race. 
The  fons  of  God,  and  heirs  of  grace, 

s-vi. 
From  that  infatlable  abyfs, 
Where  flames  devour  and  ferpents  hifs, 
Promote  me  to  thy  feat  of  blils. 

xvii. 
Proflrate  my  contrite  heart  1  rend. 
My  God,  my  Father,  and  i»y  Friend; 
Do  not  forfaks  cie  in  my  end. 

Kvm. 
Vv''e!l  may  tliey  curfe  their  fecond  breatB, 
Who  rife  to  a  reviving  death  : 
Thou  great  Creator  of  mankind. 
Let  gi'.iitv  nvkn  ctimpsfljon  find  : 
Es 
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PROLOGUE 


POMPEY,    A    TRAGEDY, 

Tranjlated  by   Mrs    Cath.  PhilipSj 

From  the  French  of  Monfieur  Corneh,le, 

And  a<5ted  at  the  Theatre  in  Dublin. 

"The  mighty  rivals,  whofe  deftrudtive  rage 
Did  the  whole  world  in  civil  arms  engage, 
Arc  now  agreed  ;  and  make  it  both  theii  thoice, 
To  have  their  fates  determin'd  by  your  voice. 
Caefar  from  none  but  you  will  have  his  doom  : 
He  hates  th'  obfequious  flatteries  of  Rome  : 
He  fcorns,  where  once  he  rul'd,  now  to  be  try'd  ; 
And  he,  hath  rul'd  in  all  the  world  befide. 
"When  he  the  Thames,  the  Danub«,  and  the  Nile, 
ilad  ftain'd  with  blo.'d,  Peace  flourifti'd  in  this 

ifle; 
And  you  alone  may  boaft  you  never  faw 
Cafar  till  now,  and  now  can  give  him  law. 

Great  Pon\t"-'y  too  comes  as  a  fuppliant  here, 
But  fays  he  cannot  now  begin  to  fear : 
He  knows  vour  equal  juftice,  and  (to  tell 
A  Roman  truth)  he  knows  himfelf  too  well. 
Succefs,  'tis  true,  waited  on  Caefar's  fide  ; 
But  Pompey  thinks  he  conquer'd  when  he  died. 
His  fortune,  when  flie  prov'd  the  mod  unkind, 
Chang'd  his  condition,  but  not  Cato's  mind. 
Then  of  what  doubt  can  Pompey's  caufe  admit. 
Since  here  fo  many  Cato's  judging  fit. 

But  you,  brighf  nymphs,  give  Cxfar  leave  to 
woo. 
The  greateft  wonder  of  the  world,  but  you  : 
And  hear  a  Mufe,  who  has  that  hero  taught 
To  fpeak'as  generoufly  as  e'er  he  fought ; 
Whofe  eloquence  fronl  fuch  a  theme  deters 
All  tongues  but  Englifh,  and  all  pens  but  hers. 
By  the  juft  Fates  your  fex  is  doubly  bleil  : 
Vou  conquer'd  Caefar,  and  you  ptaife  him  befl. 

And  you  (§  illudrioiis  Sir)  receive  as  due, 
A  prefcnt  deftiny  preferv'd  for  you. 
Rome,  France,  and  England,  join  their  forces  here. 
To  make's  poem  worthy  of  your  ear. 
Accept  it  then;  and  on  that  Pompey's  brow. 
Who  gave  fo  many  crowns,  beflow  one  now. 


ROSS'S    GHOST. 


Shame  of  my  life,  difturber  of  my  tomb, 
Bafe  as  thy  mother'^  proftituted  womb  ; 
Hulling  to  cowards,  fawning  to  the  brave^ 
To  knaves  a  fool,  to  credulous  forls  a  knave, 
The  .king's  betrayer,  and  the  people's  flave. 
Like  Samuel,  at  thy  necromantic  call, 
1  rife,  to  tell  thee,  God  has  left  thee,  Saul. 

^  To  the  Lord  Lieutenant. 


I  ftrove  in  vain  th'  infedted  blood  to  cure  : 

Streams  will  run  muddy,  where  the  fpring's  im- 

In  all  your  meritorious  life,  we  lee  [pure. 

Old  Taaf's  iuvincible  fobriety. 

Place?  of  Mafter  of  the  Horfe,  and  Spy, 

You  (like  Tom  Howard)  did  at  once  fupply. 

From  Sydney's  blood  your  loyalty  did  fpring  : 

You  fliew  us  all  your  parents,  but  the  king ; 

From  whofe  too  tender  and  too  bounteous  arms 

(Unhappy  he  who  iuch  a  viper  warms  1 

As  dutiful  a  fubjedl  as  a  fon  !) 

To  your  true  parent,  the  whole  town,  you  run. 

Read,  if  you  can,  how  th'  old  apoftate  fell : 

Out-do  his  pride,  and  merit  more  than  hell. 

Both  he  and  you  were  glorious  and  bright. 

The  firfl:  and  faireft  of  the  fons  of  light  : 

But  when,  like  him,  you  offer'd  at  the  crown, 

Like  him,  your  angry  father  kick'd  you  down. 


THE  SIXTH  ODE    . 

OF    THE 

THIRD   BOOK   OF   HORACE. 

Of  the  Corruption  of  the  Times. 

Those  ills  your  anceftors  have  done, 
Romans,  are  now  become  your  own ; 
And  they  will  coft  you  dear, 
Unlefs  you  foon  repair 
The  falling  temples  which  the  Gods  provoke, 
And  ftatues  fully"d  yet  with  facrilegious  fmoke. 

Propitious  heaven,  that  rais'd  your  fathers  high. 

For  humble,  grateful  piety, 

(As  it  rewarded  their  tefped) 

Hath  fliarply  punifti'd  your  negledl ; 

All  empires  en  the  Gods  depend. 
Begun    by    their    command,    at  their  command 
they  end. 

Let  Craffus'  ghoft  and  Labienus  tell 
How  twice  by  Jove's  revenge  our  legions  fell ; 

And,  with  infulting  pride. 
Shining  in  Roman  fpoils,  the  Parthian  vidlors  ride. 

The  Scythian  and  j5i!gyptian  fcum 

Had  almoft  ruin'd  Rome  ; 
While  our  feditions  took  their  part. 
Fill  each  .^Egyptian  fail,   and  wing'd  each  Scy- 
thian dart. 

Firft,  thofe  flagitious  times 
(Wegnant  with  unknown  crimes) 
Confpire  to  violate  the  nuptial  bed ; 
From  which  polluted  head 

Infedlious  dreams  of  crowding  fins  began,       [ran. 

And  through  the  fpurious  breed  and  guilty  natioa 

Behold  a  ripe  and  melting  maid, 
Bound  'prentice  to  the  wanton  trade; 
Ionian  .Mt  :'■,  .<    ■■-  mighty  price, 
Inftrud  her  m  tbc  myfteries  of  vice ; 


POEMS. 


^hat  nets  to  fpread,  where  fubtle  baits  to  lay ; 
And  with  an  early  hand  they  form  the  temper'd 
clay. 

Matry'd,  their  leffons  fhe  improves 
By  pradice  of  adulterous  loves; 
And  fcorns  the  common,  mean  defign, 
To  take  advantage  of  her  hufband's  wine  ; 
Or  fnatch,  in  fome  dark  place, 
A  halty  illegitimate  embrace. 

No  !  the  brib'd  hufband  knows  of  all, 
And  bids  her  rife  when  lovers  call ; 
Hither  a  merchant  from  the  ftraits, 
Grown  wealthy  by  forbidden  freights, 
©r  city  cannibal,  repairs. 

Who  feeds  upon  the  flefh  of  heirs  ; 
Convenient  brutes,  whofe  tributary  flame 
Pays  the  full  price  of  luft,  and  gilss  the  flighted 
fhame. 

'Twas  not  the  fpawn  of  fuch  as  thefe, 
jThat  dy'd  with  Punic  blood  the  conquer'd  feas, 
j  And  quafh'd  the  ftern  iEacides  ; 

Made  the  proud  Afian  monarch  feel 
How  weak  his  gold  was  againft  f,urope's  fleel, 
Forc'd  even  dire  Hannibal  to  yield. 
And  won  the  long-difputed  w'orld  at  Zama's  fatal 
field. 

But  foldiers  of  a  ruftic  mould, 
Rough,  hardy,  feafon'd,  manly,  bold  J 
Either  they  dug  the  ftubborn  ground. 
Or  through  hewn  woods  theii  weighty  Itrokes  did 
.  found : 
And  after  the  declining  fn'n 
Had  chang'd  the  fhadows,  and  their  talk  was  done, 
Home  with  their  weary  team  they  took  their  way, 
And  drowii'd  in  friendly  bowls  the  labour  of  the 
day. 


Time  fenfibly  all  things  impairs  ;■ 
Our  fathers  have  been  worie  than  theirs, 
And  we  than  ours  ;  next  age  will  fee 
A  rape  more  profligate  than  we 
ith  all  the  pains  we  take)  have  Ikill  enough 
to  bci 
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TRANSLATION 

o't    TIfE 

FGLLOW'ING   VERSE    FROjVI   LtJCAN. 

ViSirix  Caufa  Di'is  flacuk,  fed  ViSia  CaioHi. 

The   G6ds  were  pleas'd  to  choofe  the  conquering 

fide; 
Bat  Cato  thought  he  conquer'd  when  he  dy'd. 


HORACE'S  ART  OF  POETRY  §. 


"  Scri 


bendi  redle,  fapere  eft  &  principiura 
&  funs. " 


I  HAVE  fcldom  known  a  trick  fucceed,  and  will 
put  none  upon  the  reader  ;  but  tell  him  plainly, 
that  I  think  it  could  never  be  more  feafonable 
than  now  to  lay  down  fuch  rules,  as,  if  they  be 
obferved,  will  make  men  write  more  corredly, 
and  judge  more  dil'crectiy  :  buc  Horace  muft  be 
read  feriouily,  or  not  at  all ;  fur  elfe  the  reader 
won't  be  the  better  for  him,  and  I  Ihall  have  loft 
my  labouf.  I  have  kept  as  ciofe  as  I  could,  both 
to  the  meaning  and  the  words  of  the  author,  and 
done  nothing  but  what  1  believe  he  would  forgive 
if  he  were  alive  ;  and  1  have  often  afkcd  myfelf 
that  queliion.     I  know  this  is  a  field, 

**  Per  quern  magnus  equos  Auruncae  flcxrt 
Alumnus. " 

But  with  all  the  refpcft  due  to  the  name  of  Ben 
Jonfon,  to  which  no  man  pays  more  veneration 
than  I,  it  cannot  be  denied,  that  the  conftraint  of 
rhyme,  and  a  literal  tranflation  (to  which  Horace 
in  this  book  declares  himfelf  an  enemy),  has  made 
him  want  a  comnr-jnt  in  many  places. 

My  chief  care  has  been  to  wrire  intelligibly  ; 
and  where  the  Latin  Was  obfcure,  1  have  added  a 
line  or  two  to  explain  it. 

1  am  below  the  envy  of  the  critics  :  but,  if  I 
durft,  I  WQufd  beg  them  to  remember,  that  Ho- 
race owed  his  favour  and  his  fortune  to  the  cha- 
radler  given  of  hini  by  Virgil  and  Varius;  that' 
Fun'danius  and  Pol'io  are  ftill  valued  by  what  Ho- 
race fays  of  them  i  and  that,  in  their  golden  age, 
there  was  a  good  underftanding  among  the  inge- 
nious, and  thofi  who  were  thd  mk)ft  efteettred 
were  the  befl  natured. 


If  in  a  pidure  (Pifo)  you  fliould  fee 

A  handfonie  woman  with  a  fifh's  tail, 

Or  a  man's  head  upon  a  hoi'fe's  neck, 

Or  limbs  of  bcafls  of  the  mofl  different  kinds 

Cover'd  with  feathers  of  all  forto  of  birds, 

Would    you    not  laugh,    and  think  the  paintof 

mad  ! 
Truft  me,  that  book  is  as  ridiculous, 
Whofe  incoherent  ftyle  (like  fick  men's  dreams) 
Varies  all  fhapes,  and  mixes  all  extremes. 
Painters  and  poets  have  been  llill  allow'd 
Their  pencils,  and  their  fancies  unconfin'd. 
This  privilege  we  freely  give  and  take ; 
But  Nature,  and  the  common  laws  of  fenfe. 
Forbid  to  reconcile  antipathies, 
Or  make  a  fnake  engender  with  a  dove. 
And  hungry  tigers  court  the  tender  lambs. 

^   Printed  from  nr.  Rswlinfon's  copy,  correflcd  by  the 
Earl  6f  Rorcon^mon's  own  hand. 

E  e  ij 


436 


THE   WORKS   OF   ROSCOMMON. 


Some,  that  at  firfl:  have  promib'd  mighty  things, 
Apphnd  themfelves,  when  a  few  florid  lines 
Shine  through  th'  infipid  dulucfs  of  the  reft. 
Here  they  defcribe  a  temple,  or  a  wood. 
Or  flreams  that  through  delightful  meadows  run ; 
And  there  the  rainbow,  or  the  rapid  Rhine  : 
But  they  mifplace  them  all,  am*  crowd  them  in, 
And  are  aB  much  to  feek  in  other  things, 
As  he  that  only  can  defign  a  tree, 
Would  be  to  draw  a  fliipwreck  or  a  ftorm. 
When  you  begin  with  fo  much  pomp  and  fhow, 
W'hy  is  the  end  fo  little  and  fo  low  ? 
Be  what  you  will,  fo  you  be  ftill  the  fame. 

Moft  poets  fall  into  the  groffeft  faults, 
Deluded  by  a  feeming  excellence  ; 
By  ftriving  to  be  fhort,  they  grow  obfcure ; 
And  when  they  would  write  fmoothly,  they  want 

flrength, 
Their  fpirits  fink  ;  while  others,  that  affedt 
A  lofty  ftyle,  fwell  to  a  tympany. 
Some  timorous  wretches  ftart  at  every  blafl. 
And,  fearing  tempefls,  dare  not  leave  the  Ihore ; 
Others,  in  love  with  wild  variety. 
Draw  boars  in  waves,  and  dolphins  in  a  wood  : 
Thus  fear  of  erring,  join'd  with  want  of  ikill, 
Is  a  mofl  certain  way  of  erring  flill. 

The  mcancft  workman  in  th'  iEmilian  fquare, 
l^ay  grave  the  nails,  or  imitate  the  hair. 
But  cannot  finilh  what  he  hath  begun : 
What  can  be  more  ridiculous  than  he  ? 
For  one  or  two  good  features  in  a  face, 
Where  all  the  refl  are  fcandaloufly  ill, 
Make  it  but  more  remarkably  deform'd. 

Let  poets  match  their  fubjed:  to  their  flrength, 
And  often  try  what  weight  they  can  fupport. 
And  what  their  fhoulders  are  too  weak  to  bear. 
After  a  ferious  and  judicious  choice, 
MLtliod  and  eloquence  will  never  fail. 

As  well  the  force  as  ornament  of  verfe 
Confifts  in  choofing  a  fit  time  for  things. 
And  knowing  when  a  Mufe  may  be  induig'd 
In  her  full  flight,  and  when  fhe  fhould  be  curb'd. 
Words  mufl  be  chofen,  and  be  plac'd  with  (kill; 
You  gain  your  point,  when,  by  the  noble  art 
Of  good  connexion,  an  unufual  word 
Is  made  at  firfl  familiar  to  our  ear  : 
But  if  you  write  of  things  abftrufe  or  new, 
Some  of  your  own  inventing  may  be  us'd, 
So  it  be  feldom  and  difcreetly  done  : 
But  he  that  hopes  to  have  new  words  allow'd, 
Muft  fo  derive  them  from  the  Grecian  fpring. 
As  they  may  feem  to  flow  without  conftraint. 
Can  an  impartial  reader  difcommend 
In  Varius,  or  in  Virgil,  what  he  likes 
In  Plautus  or  Caecilius  ?    Why  fhould  I 
Be  envy'd  for  the  little  I  invert. 
When  Ennius  and  Cato's  copious  flyle 
Have  fo  eiirith'd  and  fo  adorn'd  our  tongue  ? 
Alen  ever  had,  and  ever  will  have,  leave 
To  coin  «tw  words  well  fuited  to  the  age. 
Words  are  like  leave*;  fome  wither  every  year; 
And  every  year  a  younger  race  fucceeds. 
l>eath  is  a  tribute  all  things  owe  to  fate. 
The  I.ucrine  mole  (Cxfar's  flupendous  work) 
Protcds  our  navies  from  the  raging  north  j 


And  (fince  Cethegus  dr^in'd  the  Pontine  lake) 
We  plow  and  reap  where  former  ages  row'd. 
See  how  the  Tiber  (whofe  licentious  waves 
So  often  overflijw'd  the  neighbouring  fields) 
Now  runs  a  fmooth  and  inofTenfive  courfe, 
Confin'd  by  our  great  Emperor's  command. 
Yet  this,  and  they,  and  all,  will  be  forgot. 
Why  then  fhould  words  challenge  eternity, 
When  greatefl  men  and  greateft  anions  die  ? 
Ufe  may  revive  the  obfoleteft  words^ 
And  banifh  thofe  that  now  are  mofl  in  vogue ; 
Ufe  is  the  judge,  the  law,  and  rule  of  fpeech. 

Homer  firft  taught  the  world  in  epic  verfe 
To  write  of  great  commanders  and  of  kings. 

Elegies  were  at  firft  defign'd  for  grief. 
Though  now  we  ufe  them  to  exprels  our  joy; 
But  to  whofe  Mufe  wc  owe  that  fort  of  Verfe, 
Is  undecided  by  the  men  of  Ikill. 

Rage  with  kimbics  arm'd  Archilochus, 
Numbers  for  dialogue  and  adlion  fit, 
And  favourites  of  the  Dramatic  Mufe, 
Fierce,  lofty,  rapid,  whofe  commanding  found 
Awes  the  tumultuous  noil'es  of  the  pit. 
And  whofe  peculiar  province  is  the  flage. 

Gods,  heroes,  conquerors,  Olympic  crowns. 
Love's  pleafing  cares,  and  the  free  joys  of  wine. 
Are  proper  fubjedls  for  the  Lyric  fong. 

Why  is  he  honour'd  with  a  poet's  name. 
Who  neither  knows  nor  would  obferve  a  rule; 
And  choofes  to  be  ignorant  and  proud. 
Rather  than  own  his  ignorance,  and  learn  ? 
Let  every  thing  have  its  due  place  and  time, 

A  comic  fubjedl  loves  an  humble  verfe  : 
Thyeftes  fcorns  a  low  and  comic  flyle  : 
Y^t  Comedy  fometimes  may  raife  her  voice. 
And  Chremes  be  allow'd  to  foam  and  rail : 
Tragedians  too  lay  by  their  flate  to  grieve  } 
Peleus  and  Telephus,  exil'd  and  poor. 
Forget  their  fwelling  and  gigantic  words. 
He  that  would  have  fpedlators  fhare  his  grief, 
Mufl  write  not  only  well,  but  movingly. 
And  raife  men's  pafilons  to  what  height  he  will. 
We  weep  and  laugh,  as  we  fee  others  do  : 
He  only  makes  me  fad  who  fhews  the  way. 
And  firfl  is  fad  himfelf ;  then,  Telephus, 
I  feel  the  weight  of  your  calamities. 
And  fancy  all  your  raiferies  my  own  : 
But  if  you  a<ft  them  ill,  I  fleep  or  laugh  : 
Your  looks  mufl  alter,  as  your  fubjed  does, 
From  kind  to  fierce,  from  wanton  to  fevere ; 
For  nature  forms,  and  foftens  us  within. 
And  writes  our  fortune's  changes  in  our  face. 
Pleafure  inchants,  impetuous  rage  tranfports, 
And  grief  dejedls  and  wrings  the  tortur'd  foul  i 
And  thefe  are  all  interpreted  by  fpeech  : 
But  he  whofe  words  and  fortunes  difagree, 
Abjur'd,  unpity'd,  grows  a  public  jeft. 
Obferve  the  charadlers  of  thofe  that  fpeak. 
Whether  an  honeft  fervant,  or  a  cheat. 
Or  one  whofe  blood  boils  in  his  youthful  veins; 
Or  a  grave  matron,  or  a  bufy  nurfe. 
Extorting  merchants,  careful  hufbandmen, 
Argives  or  Thebans,  Afians  or  Greeks. 

Follow  report,  or  feign  coherent  things  j 
Dtfcribe  Achilles,  as  Achilles  was, 
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iBipatlent,  rafh,  inexorable,  proud, 
Scorning  all  judges,  and  all  law  but  arms ; 
Medea  muft  be  all  revenge  and  blood, 
Ino  all  tears,  Ixion  all  deceit, 
lo  muft  wander,  and  Orelles  mourn. 

If  your  bold  Mufe  dare  tread  unbeaten  paths. 
And  bring  new  charailers  upon  the  ftage, 
Be  fure  you  keep  them  up  to  their  firfl  height. 
New  fubjedls  are  not  eafily  explain'd. 
And  you  had  better  rhoofe  a  wcU-kjiown  theme 
Than  truft  to  an  invention  of  your  own  : 
For  what  originally  others  writ, 
May  be  fo  well  difguis'd,  and  fs  improv'd, 
That  with  fome  jufdce  it  may  pafs  for  yours ; 
But  then  you  muft  not  copy  trivial  things, 
Nor  word  for  word  too  faithfully  tranflate, 
Nor  (as  fome  fervile  imitators  do) 
Prefcribe  at  firft  fuch  ftrid;  uneafy  rules, 
As  you  mutt  ever  llaviflily  obferve, 
Or  all  the  laws  of  decency  renounce. 
Begin  not  as  th'  old  p'.'Ctafter  did, 
"  Troy's  famous  war,  and  Priam's  fate,  I  fing." 
In  what  will  all  this  oftentation  end  ?        [moufe  : 
1  he   labouring    mountain    fcarce   brings  forth  a 
How  far  is  this  from  the  Mxonian  ftik  ?      [Troy, 
"  Mufe,  fpeak  the  man,  who,  fince  the  fiege  of 
"  So  many  towns,  fuch  change  of  manners  faw." 
One  with  a  fiafh  begins,  and  ends  in  fmoke. 
The  other  out  of  fmoke  brings  glorious  light. 
And  (without  raifing  exped:arion  high) 
Surprifes  us  with  daring  miracles, 
The  bloody  Leftrygons,  Charybdis'  gulph, 
And  frighted  Greeks,  who  near  the  jEtna  ihore, 
Hear  Scylla  bark,  and  Polyphemus  roar. 
He  doth  not  trouble  us  with  Leda's  eggs. 
When  he  begins  to  write  the  Trojan  war  ; 
Nor,  writing  the  return  of  Dionied, 
Go  back  as  far  as  Meleager's  death  : 
Nothing  is  idle,  each  judicious  line 
Infenfibly  acij^uaints  us  witii  the  plot ; 
He  chooies  only  what  he  can  improve, 
And  truth  and  fiilion  aie  fo  aptly  mix'd 
That  all  fcems  uniform,  and  of  a  piece. 

Now  hear  what  every  auditor  expeiits; 
If  you  intend  that  he  fhould  flay  to  hear 
The  epilogue,  and  fee  the  curtain  fall ; 
Mind  how  our  tempers  alter  in  our  years. 
And  by  that  rule  form  ail  your  chara<Slers. 
One  that  hath  newly  learn'd  to  fpeak  and  go, 
Loves  childifh  plays,  is  footi  provok'd  and  plcas'd, 
And  changes  every  hour  his  wavering  mind. 
A  youth  that  firft  cafts  off  his  tutor's  yoke. 
Loves  horfes,  hounds,  and  fports,  and  exercife, 
Prone  to  all  vice,  impatient  of  reproof, 
Proud,  carelefs,  fond,  i.uconftant,  and  profuib. 
Gain  and  ambition  rule  our  riper  years, 
And  make  us  (laves  to  intereft  and  power. 
Old  men  are  only  walking  hofpitals, 
Where  all  defetSls  and  all  difeaJTes  crowd 
With  reftlefs  pain,  and  more  tormemixig  fear, 
Lazy,  morofe,  full  of  delays  and  hopes, 
Opprefs'd  with  riches  which  they  dare  not  ufe  ; 
lilnatt^'d  cenfors  of  the  prefent  age, 
Apd  fond  of  all  the  follies  of  the  paft. 
T^us  all  the  treafure  qif  our  flowing  yearsj 


Our  ebb  of  life  for  ever  takes  away. 

Boys  muft  not  have  th'  ambitious  care  of  men, 

Nor  men  the  weak  anxieties  of  age. 

Some  things  are  aAed,  others  only  toldj 
But  what  we  hear  moves  lefs  than  what  wc  Re  ; 
Spedlators  only  have  their  eyes  to  truft,    - 
But  auditors  muft  truft  their  cars  and^ou  ; 
Yet  there  are  things  improper  for  a  fccfhe. 
Which  men  of  judgment  only  will  relate. 
Medea  muft  not  draw  her  murdering  knife, 
And  fpiil  her  children's  blood  upon  the  ftage. 
Nor  Atreus  there  his  horrid  feaft  prepare. 
Cadmus  and  Prognc's  metaniorphofis, 
(She  to  a  fwallow  turn'd,  he  to  a  fnake) 
And  whatfoever  contradidls  my  fenfe, 
I  hate  to  fee,  and  never  can  believe. 

Five  aifls  are  the  juft  meafure  of  a  play. 
Never  prefume  to  make  a  God  appear, 
But  for  a  buhnefs  worthy  of  a  God  ; 
And  in  one  fcene  no  more  than  three  fhould  fpeak. 

A  chorus  fliould  fupply  what  acSion  wants. 
And  hath  a  generous  and  manly  part ; 
Bridles  wild  rage,  loves  rigid  honefty, 
And  ftriA  obfervance  of  impartial  laws. 
Sobriety,  fecurity,  and  peace,  [wheel, 

And  begs  the   Guds  who   guide  blind  fortune's 
To  raife  the  wretched,  and  pull  down  the  proud. 
But  nothing  muft  be  fung  between  tlic  ads. 
But  what  fome  way  conduces  to  the  pi' t. 

Firft  the  (brill  found  of  a  fmall  rural  pipe 
(Not  loud  like  trumpets,  nor  adoru'd  as  now)    ■ 
Was  entertainment  for  the  infant  ftage. 
And  pleas'd  the  thin  and  bafaful  audience 
Of  our  well  meaning,  frugal  anceftors. 
But  when  our  walls  and  limits  were  enlarg'd, 
And  men  (grown  wanton  by  profperity) 
Study'd  new  arts  of  luxury  and  eafe, 
The  verle,  the  muKc,  and  the  fccne  's  improv'd  > 
For  how  ihould  ignorance  be  judge  oj  wit. 
Or  men  of  Cenfe  applaud  the  jeQ.  of  fools  ? 
Then  came  rich  clotlxs  and  graceful  atSion  in. 
Then  inftruments  were  taught  more  moving  notes, 
And  eloquence  with  all  her  pomp  and  chajfijis- 
Foretold  us  ufeful  and  fententious  truths. 
As  thole  deliver'd  by  the  Delphic  God. 

The  firft  tragedians  found  that  ferious  ftyle 
Too  grave  for  their  uncultivated  age, 
And  f  >  brought  wild  ^nd  caked  fatyrs  in, 
Whole  motion,  words,  and  (hape,  were  all  3  farce, 
(Ai  oft  as  decency  would  give  them  leave) 
Btcaufe  the  mad  ungovernable  rout. 
Full  of  confufion,  and  the  fumes  of  wine, 
Lov'd  fuch  variety  and  antic  tricks. 
But  then  they  did  not  wrong  themfelves  £0  much 
To  make  a  god,  a  hero,  or  a  king, 
(Stript  of  his  golden  crown  and  purple  rpbe) 
Uefcend  to  a  mechanic  dialedl, 
Nor  (to  avoid  fuch  meannefs)  (baring  hlgl}. 
With  empty  found  and  airy  nations  fly ; 
For  tragedy  (hould  bluih  as  much  to  ftoop 
To  the  low  mimic  follies  of  a  farce, 
As  a  grave  matron  would  to  dance  with  gi,rl^: 
You  muft  not  think  that  a  fatiric  ftyle 
Allows  of  fcandalous  and  brutifli  words. 
Or  the  (;giU^o.UB4ing  of  your  charaiflcrs. 
E  e  iij 
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Begin  with  Truth,  then  give  Invention  fcope, 
And  if  your  ftyle  be  natural  and  fmooth, 
All  men  will  try,  and  hope  to  write  as  well ; 
And  (not  without  much  pains)  be  unueceiv'd. 
So  much  good  method  and  connexion  may 
Improve  the  common  and  the  plained  things, 
A  fatyr  th«t  comes  daring  from  the  woods, 
3S4uft  not  at  firft  fpcak  like  an  orator  : 
But,  though  his  language  fhould  not  be  refin'd, 
It  mnft  not  be  obfcene  and  impudent ;  ' 

The  better  fort  abhors  fcurrility, 
And  often  cenfures  what  the  rabble  likes, 
llnpolifli'd  verfes  pafs  with  many  men, 
And  Rome  is  too  indulgent  in  that  point ; 
But  then  to  write  at  a  loofe  rambling  rate, 
In  hope  the  world  will  wink  at  all  our  faults, 
Isfuch  a  ralh  ill-grounded  confidence. 
As  men  may  pardon,  but  will  never  praife. 
Be  perfedl  in  the  Greek  originals, 
Read  them  by  day,  and  think  of  them  by  night. 
But  Plautus  was  admir'd  in  former  time 
With  too  much  patience  (not  to  call  it  worfe): 
His  harfli,  unequal  verfe  was  niufic  then, 
And  rudenefs  had  the  privilege  of  wit. 

When  Thefpis  firft  expos'd  the  Tragic  Mufe, 
Rude  were  the  adlors,  and  a  cart  the  fcene, 
Where  ghaftly  faces  flain'd  with  lees  of  wine 
Frighted  the  children,  and  amus'd  the  crowd; 
This  iEfchylus  (with  indignation)  faw. 
And  built  a  flagc,  found  out  a  decent  drcfs, 
Brought  vizards  in  (a  civiler  difguife), 
And  taught  men  how  to  fpeak  and  how  to  aS. 
2>»ext  Comedy  appear'd  with  great  applaufe, 
Till  her  licentious  and  abufive  tongue 
Waken'd  the  niagiftrates  coercive  power, 
And  forc'd  it  to  fupprefs  her  infolence. 

Our  writers  have  attempted  every  way; 
And  they  deferve  our  praife,  whole  daring  Mufe 
Difdain'd  t»be  beholden  to  the  Greeks, 
And  found  fit  fuhjc>5ts  for  her  verfe  at  home. 
Nor  fhould  we  be  lefs  famous  for  our  wit. 
Than  for  the  force  of  our  victorious  arms  ; 
But  that  the  time  and  care  that  are  requir'd 
To  overlook,  and  file,  and  polilh  well, 
Fright  poets  from  that  neceiTary  toil. 

Democritus  was  fo  in  love  with  wit, 
And  fome  men's  natural  impulfe  to  write, 
That  he  defpis'd  the  help  of  art  and  rules. 
And  thought  none    poets  till  their  brains  were 

crackt ; 
And  this  hath  fo  intoxicated  fome. 
That  (to  appear  incorrigibly  mad) 
They  cleanlinefs  and  company  renounce 
For  lunacy  beyond  th-e  cure  of  art. 
With  a  long  beard,  and  ten  long  dirty  nails, 
Pafs  current  for  Apollo's  livery. 
O  my  unhappy  ftars  I  if  in  the  Spring 
Some  phyfic  had  not  cur'd  me  of  the  fplcen, 
None  would  have  writ  with  more  fuccefs  than  I  ; 
But  I  muft  refl  contented  as  I  am. 
And  only  fcrve  to  whet  that  wit  in  you, 
To  which  I  willingly  rcfign  my  claim. 
Yet  without  writing  I  may  teach  to  write, 
Tell  what  the  duty  of  a  poet  is  ; 
M^hercin  his  wealth  and  ornaments  confift, 


And  how  he  may  be  form'd,  and  how  iniprov'd, 
What  fit,  what  not,  what  excellent  or  ill. 

Sound  judgment  is  the  ground  of  writing  well ; 
And  when  Philofophy  diredls  your  choice 
To  proper  fubjedts  rightly  underflood, 
Words  from  your' pen  will  naturally  flow; 
He  only  gives  the  proper  characSers, 
Who  knows  the  duty  of  all  ranks  of  men. 
And  what  we  owe  our  country,  parents,  friends, 
How  judges  and  how  fenators  ihould  aft, 
And  what  becomes  a  general  to  do ; 
Thofe  are  the  Hkeft  copies,  which  are  drawn 
By  the  original  of  human  life. 
Sometimes  in  rough  and  undigefted  plays 
We  nT;-et  with  fuch  a  lucky  characfter. 
As,  being  humour'd  right,  and  well  purfued, 
Succeeds  much  better  than  the  (hallow  verfe 
And  chiming  trifles  of  more  fludious  pens. 

Greece  had  a  genius,  Greece  had  eloquence, 
Fur  her  ambition  and  her  end  was  fame. 
Our  Roman  youth  is  diligently  taught 
The  deep  myfterious  art  of  growing  rich, 
And  the  firft  words  that  children  learn  to  fpeak 
Are  of  the  value  of  the  names  of  coin  ; 
Can  a  penurious  wretch,  that  with  his  milk 
Math  fuck'd  the  bafeft  dregs  of  ufury, 
Pretend  to  generous  and  heroic  thoughts  ? 
Can  ruft  and  avarice  write  laftings  lines  ? 
But  you,  brave  youth,  wife  Nunia's  worthy  heir, 
Remember  of  what  weight  your  judgment  is, 
And  never  venture  to  commend  a  book. 
That  has  not  pafs'd  all  judges  and  all  tefts. 

A  poet  fliould  inlbuft,  or  pleafe,  or  both  : 
Let  all  your  precepts  be  fuccindl  and  clear. 
That  ready  wits  may  comprehend  them  foon. 
And  faithful  memories  retain  them  long; 
All  fuperfluities  are  foon  forgot. 
Never  be  fo  conceited  of  your  parts. 
To  think  you  may  perfuade  us  what  you  pleafe. 
Or  venture  to  bring  in  a  child  alive. 
That  cannibals  have  murder'd  and  devout 'd. 
Old  age  explodes  all  but  morality; 
Auft'jrity  offends  afpiring  youths  ; 
But  he  that  joins  inftrudion  with  delight. 
Profit  with  pleafure,  carries  all  the  votes  : 
'IMiefe  are  the  volumes  that  enrich  the  (hops, 
Thefe  pafs  with  admiration  through  the  world. 
And  bring  their  author  to  eternal  fame. 

Be  not  too  rigidly  cenforious, 
A  ftring  may  jar  in  the  beft  niafter's  hand. 
And  the  moil  (kilful  archer  mifs  his  aim; 
But  in  a  poem  elegantly  writ, 
I  would  not  quarrel  with  a  flight  miftake, 
Such  as  our  nature's  frailty  may  excufe ; 
But  he  that  hath  been  often  told  his  fault, 
And  ftill  perfifts,  is  as  impertinent 
As  a  mnfician  that  will  alway  play, 
And  yet  is  always  out  at  the  fame  note  : 
When  fuch  a  pofitive  abandon'd  fop 
(Among  his  numerous  abfurdities) 
Stumbles  upon  fome  tolerable  line, 
I  fret  to  fee  them  in  fuch  company, 
And  wonder  by  what  magic  they  came  there. 
But  in  long  works  fleep  will  fometimcs  furprifc ; 
Homer  bimfeli  hath  been  obferv'd  to  nod. 
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Poems,  like  piSures,  are  of  different  forts, 
Some  better  at  a  diftance,  others  near. 
Some  love  the  dark,  fome  choofe  the  cleareft  light, 
And  boldly  challenge  the  moft  piercing  eye  ; 
Some  pleaic  for  once,  fome  will  for  ever  pleafe. 
But,  Pifo,  (though  your  knowledge  of  the  world, 
Join'd  with  your  father's  precepts,  make  you  wife) 
Remember  this  as  an  important  truth  : 
Some  things  admit  of  mediocrity, 
A  counfellor,  or  pleader  at  the  bar, 
May  want  Mtffala's  powerful  eloquence, 
Or  be  lefs  read  than  deep  Cafcellius  ; 
Yet  this  indifferent  lawyer  is  efteem'd  ; 
But  no  authority  of  gods  nor  men 
Allow  of  any  mean  in  poefy. 
As  an  ill  concert,  and  a  coarfe  perfume, 
Difgrace  the  delicacy  of  a  feaft. 
And  might  with  more  difcretion  have  been  fpar'd ; 
So  poefy,  whofe  end  is  to  delight. 
Admits  of  no  degrees,  but  muft  be  flill 
Sublimely  good,  or  defpicably  ill. 
In  other  things  men  have  fome  reafon  left. 
And  one  that  cannot  dance,  or  fence,  or  run, 
Defpairing  of  fuccefs,  forbears  to  try  ; 
But  all  (without  confideration)  write; 
Some  thinking  that  th'  omnipotence  of  wealth 
Can  turn  them  into  poets  when  they  pleafe. 
But,  Pifo,  you  are  of  too  quick  a  fight 
Not  to  difcern  which  way  your  talent  lies, 
Or  vainly  with  your  genius  to  contend ; 
Yet  if  it  ever  be  your  fate  to  write, 
Let  your  produftions  pafs  the  fl;ri(5lefl;  hands, 
Mine  and  your  father's,  and  not  fee  the  light 
Till  time  and  care  have  ripen'd  every  line. 
"What  you  keep  by  you,   you  may   change  and 

mend ; 
But  words  once  fpoke  can  never  be  recall'd. 

Orpheus,  inipir'd  by  more  than  human  power, 
Did  not,  as  poets  feign,  tame  favage  beafts, 
But  men  as  lawlefs  and  as  wild  as  they, 
And  firfl  diffuaded  them  from  rage  and  blood. 
Thus,  when  Amphion  built  the  Theban  wall. 
They  feign'd  the  ftones  obey'd  his  magic  lute  : 
Poets,  the  firft  inllruiSlors  of  mankind. 
Brought  all  things  to  their  proper,  native  ufc  ; 
Some  they  appropriated  to  the  Gods, 
And  -fome  to  public,  fome  to  private  ends  : 
Promifcuous  love  by  marriage  was  reftrain'd. 
Cities  were  built,  and  ufeful  laws  were  made  : 
So  great  was  the  divinity  of  verfe, 
And  fuch  obfervance  to  a  poet  paid. 
Then  Homer's  and  Tyrtaeus'  martial  Mufe 
Waken'd  the  world,  and  founded  loud  alarms. 
To  verfe  we  owe  the  facred  oracles. 
And  our  beft  precepts  of  morality  : 
Some  have  by  verfe  obtain'd  the  love  of  kings, 
(Who,  with  the  Mufes,  eafe  their  weary'd  minds) 
Then  blufti  not,  noble  Pifo,  to  proteft 
What  Gods  infpire,  and  kings  delight  to  hear. 
Some  think  that  poets  may  be  form'd  by  art ; 
Others  maintain  that  Nature  makes  them  fo  : 
I  neither  fee  what  art  without  a  vein. 
Nor  wit  without  the  Ijelp  of  art  can  do  ; 
But  mutually  they  crave  each  other's  aid. 
He  that  intends  to  gain  th'  Olympic  prize, 
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Muft  ufe  himfelf  to  hunger,  heat,  and  cold. 
Take  leave  of  wine  and  the  foft  joys  of  love  • 
And  no  mufician  dares  pretend  to  {kiif, 
Without  a  great  expence  of  time  and  pains  : 
But  every  little  bufy  fcribbler  now 
Swells  with  the  praifes  which  he  gives  himfelf. 
And,  taking  fandtuary  in  the  crowd. 
Brags  of  his  impudence,  and  fcorns  to  mend. 
A  wealthy  poet  takes  more  pains  to  hire 
A  flattering  audience,  than  poor  tradefmen  do 
To  perfuade  cuftomers  to  buy  their  goods. 
'  Pis  hard  to  find  a  man  of  great  eflate. 
That  can  diftinguiili  flatterers  from  friends. 
Never  delude  yourfelf,  nor  read  your  book 
Before  a  brib'd  and  fawning  auditor  ; 
For  he'll  commend  and  feign  an  extafy. 
Grow  pale  or  weep,  do  any  thing  to  pleafe. 
True  friends  appear  lefs  mov'd  than  counterfeit ; 
As  men  that  truly  grieve  at  funerals, 
Are  not  fo  loud  as  thofe  that  cry  for  hire. 
Wife  were  the  kings  who  never  chofe  a  friend. 
Till  with  full  cups  they  had  unmalk'd  his  foul,' 
And  feen  the  bottom  of  his  deepcft  thoughts. 
You  cannot  arm  yourfelf  with  too  much  care 
Againft  the  fmiies  of  a  defigning  knave. 

Quintilius  (if  his  advice  were  aflc'd) 
Would  freely  tell  you  what  you  fhould  corredl. 
Or,  if  you  could  not,  bid  you  blot  it  out. 
And  with  more  care  fupply  the  vacancy ; 
But  if  he  found  you  fond  and  obftinate 
(And  apter  to  defend  than  mend  your  faults)^ 
With  fiience  leave  you  to  admire  yourfelf. 
And  without  rival  hug  your  darling  book. 
The  prudent  care  of  an  impartial  friend 
Will  give  you  notice  of  each  idle  line. 
Shew  what  founds  harih,  and  what  wants  orna- 
ment. 
Or  where  it  is  too  lavifhly  beftow'd ; 
Make  you  explain  all  that  he  finds  obfcure. 
And  with  a  ftridt  inquiry  mark  your  faults ; 
Nor  for  thefe  trifles  fear  to  lofe  your  love. 
Thofe  things  which  now  feem  frivolous  and  flight, 
Will  be  of  a  moft  ferious  confequence. 
When  they  have  made  you  once  ridiculous. 

A  poetafter,  in  his  raging  fit, 
(Follow'd  and  pointed  at  by  fools  and  boys) 
Is  dreaded  and  profcrib'd  by  men  of  fenfe  : 
They  make  a  lane  for  the  polluted  thing. 
And  fly  as  from  th'  infection  of  the  plague. 
Or  from  a  man  whom,  for  a  juft  revenge, 
Fanatic  phrenzy  fent  by  heaven  purfues. 
If  (in  the  raving  of  a  frantic  Mufe) 
And  minding  more  his  verfes  than  his  way, 
Any  of  thefe  fhould  drop  into  a  well, 
Though  he  might  burft  his  lungs  to  call  for  help, 
No  creature  would  afllift  or  pity  him. 
But  feem  to  think  he  fell  on  purpofe  in. 
Hear  how  an  old  Sicilian  poet  dy'd  ; 
Empeducles,  mad  to  be  thought  a  god. 
In  a  cold  fit  leap'd  into  Etna's  flames. 
Give  poets  leave  to  make  themfelvcs  away  ; 
Why  fhould  it  be  a  greater  fin  to  kill, 
Than  to  keep  men  alive  againft  their  will .' 
Nor  was  this  chance,  but  a  deliberate  choice; 
For  if  Empedodcs  were  now  reviv'd, 
E  e  iiij 
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He  would  he  at  liis 'frolic  once  again, 

And  his  preienfions  to  divinity. 

'Tis  hard  tolTay,  whether  for  facrilegc, 

Or  inceft,  or  frniie  more  unheard-cf  ci  ime, 

The  rhyming  fiend  is  fent  into  thefe  men : 

35ut  they  are  all  moll:  vilibly  pofieft, 

And,  like  a  baited  bear  when  he  breaks  bofe, 

Without  diftinflion  feize  on  all  they  meet  : 

2^one  ever  'fcgp'd  that  came  within  their  reach. 

Sticking  like  leeches,  till  they  burft  with  blood  ; 

"Without  remorfe  infetiably  they  read, 

lAnd  never  leave  till  they  have  read  men  dead. 


ON  MR.  DRYDEN'S  RELIGIO  LAICL 

Be  prone,  you  flaves,  you  Idle  vermin  go ; 
Tly  from  the  fcourges,  and  your  mafter  know. 
Xet  free',  impartial  men  from  Dryden  learn    ' 
^yfterJous  fecrets,  -of  a  high  cottcern, 
And  weighty  truths,  Tolid  convincing  fenfe, 
Ixplain*d  by  unaffected  eloquence. 
"What  can  you  (Reverend  Jjcvi)  here  talte  ill? 
!Men  ftill  had  faults,  and  men  will  have  them  ftill: 
jrie  that  hath  none,  and  lives  as  angels  do, 
^uft  be  an  angel ;  hilt  what's  that  to  you  ? 

While  mighty  Lewis  finds  the  Pope  too  great, 
And  dreads  the  yoke  of  his  impofing  feat, 
Our  fefts  a  more  tyrannic  pow'r  affume, 
And  would  for  fcorpiohs  change  the  rods  of  Rome; 
"I hat  church  detain'd  the  legacy  divine; 
panatics  call  the  pearls' of  heav'n  to  fwine  '• 
"What  then  have  thinking,  honeft  men  to  do, 
Jut  choofe  a  mean  between' th'ufurping  two  ? 

Nor   Can    th'  :ffigyptian  patriarch  Wamc  thy 
Mufe,  '1 

%Vhich  for  his  firlKnefs  does  his  be^«xcuTe  ; 


f    ROSCOMMON. 

Whatever  councils  have  approv'd  his  creed. 
The  preface  fure  was  his  own  a(5t  and  deed. 
bur  church  will  have  that  preface  read,  you'il'J 
fay.  / 

'Tis  true  :    but  fo  'Jhe  will  th'  Apocrypha :  A 

And  fuch  3s  can  t>elteve  them,  freely  may.  j| 

But  did  that  God  (fo  little  underftood) 
Whofe  darling  attribute  is  being  good, 
From  the  dark  womb  of  the  ritde  chaos  hring 
Such    various    creatures,   and   make    man   their 

kiog; 
Tfet  leave  his  favourite  man,  his  chiefeft  care, 
More  wretched  than  the  vikft  infeifts  are  ? 

O  !  how  much  happier  and  more  faf«  are  they  ? 
If  helplefs  millions  muft  be  doom'd  a  pr-ey 
To  yelling  furies,  and  for  tver  burn 
In  that  fad  place  from  whence  is  no  return. 
For  unbelief  in  one  they  never  knew, 
Or  for  not  doing  what  they  could  not  do  I 
The  very  fiends  know  for  what  crime  they  fell. 
And  fo  do  all  their  followers  that  rebel ; 
If  then  a  blind,  well-meahing  Indian  ftray. 
Shall  the  great ^ulf  be  fliew'd  him  for  the  way? 

For  better  ends  our  kind  Redeemer'  dy'tl, 
Or  the  fall'n  angels'  room  will  be  but  ill  fup- 
ply'd. 

That  Chrift,  who  at  the^great  deciding -day 
(For  he  declares  what  herefolves  to  fay) 
Will  damn  the  goats  for  their  ill-ratur'd  faults. 
And  fave  the  fhecp  for  ailions,  not  for  thoughts, 
Hath  too  much  mercy  to  fend  men  to  bcU, 
For  humble 'charity,  and  hoping  well. 

To  what  fluptdity  are  zealots  grown,  "1 

Whofe  inhumanity,  profufety  fli<rwn  f 

In  damning  crowds  ci  iouh,  -may  damn  their  C 
own.  J 

I'll  err  at  leaft  on  the  -fecurer  fifle, 
A  convert  free  i]:«im  >maiiee  and  from  {iride. 
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But  wherefore  need  I  wander  widq 
By  old  IlifTus'  verdant  fide. 

Defer  ted  ftream,  and  mute  ? 
Wild  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  ftrains. 
And  echo,  'midft;  thy  native  plains. 

Been  footh'd  by  Pity's  lute. 
There  firft  the  wren  thy  myrtles  filed 
On  gcntleft  Otway's  infant  head; 

To  him  thy  cell  was  Ihewn, 
And,  while  he  fung,  the  female  heart, 
"With  youth's  foft  notes  unfpoil'd  by  art. 

Thy  turtles  mix'd  their  own. 

Collin's  0d2  to  Pitk 
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THE   LIFE  OF  OTWAY. 


Thomas  Otwat,  one  of  the  moft  diftinguiflied  names  in  the  Englilh  drama,  was  the  fon  of  Mr. 
Humphrey  Otway,  Redtor  of  Woolbeding,  in  Suffcx;  and  was  born  at  Trottin  in  that  county, 
March  3.  165 1. 

He  received  his  education  at  Weftminfter  fchool,  and  was  entered  a  conjmoner  in  Chrift-Church- 
college,  Oxford,  in  1669;  but  left  the  univerfity  without  a  degree. 

It  feems  likely  that  he  was  eager  to  mingle  with  the  world,  and  defirous  of  being  oopfpicuous  ; 
for  he  went  to  London,  and  commenced  player ;  but  found  himfelf  unable  to  gain  any  reputation 
on  the  ftage. 

The  part  which  he  attempted  to  perform,  and  failed  in,  was  the  charader  of  the  King,  in  Mrs. 
"Bchn's  Forced  Afarriage  ;   or,    Tie    'Jealous   ^r»W^|-ro»OT,  which  was  exhibited  167*. 

It  is  not  to  be  fuppofed,  that  Otway  was  deficient  in  judgment ;  but  a  poet  may  be  fuppofed  to 
want  the  flexibility  of  countenance  and  variety  of  expreflion  which  belong  to  a  good  player ;  and 
which  wefe  adlually  wanting  in  Shakfpeare  and  Jenfon,  his  great  predeceffors  in  dramatic  ex- 
cellence. 

Though  Otway  could  not  gain  much  notice  as  an  aftor,  the  fprightlinefs  of  his  converfatien, 
and  the  acutenefs  of  his  wit,  gained  him  the  favour  of  the  Earl  of  Plymouth,  one  of  the  natural 
fons  of  Charles  II,,  who  procured  him  a  cornet's  commiflion  in  the  troops  which  then  ferved  in 
Flanders, 

All  who  have  written  of  Otway  obferve,  that  he  foon  returned  to  London,  in  extreme  indigence, 
but  give  no  account  how  that  reverfe  of  fortune  happened. 

He  was  probably  averfe  to  the  military  profeflion  ;  and  it  is  therefore  not  extraordinary,  all  things 
confidered,  that  he  left  his  commiflion  behind  him ;  and  exchanged  the  chance  of  reaping  laurels  in 
the  field  of  viflory,  for  the  equally  uncertain  and  more  barren  laurels  of  poetry. 

As  he  felt  in  himfelf  fuch  powers  as  might  qualify  for  a  dramatic  author,  he  had  recourfe  to 
writing  for  the  flage  ;  and  now  it  was  that  he  found  out  the  only  employment  that  nature  feems 
to  have  fitted  him  for. 

In  1675,  his  twenty-fifth  year,  he  produced  Alcibiades,  a  Tragedy,  his  firft  performance;  and  the 
year  following,  Don  Carles,  Prince  of  Spain,  a  Tragedy,  written  in  heroic  verfe ;  which  met  with 
very  great  applaufe.  It  is  afferted  to  have  been  played  thirty  nights  together ;  but  this  report  it  is 
leafonable  to  doubt,  as  fo  long  a  continuance  of  one  play  upon  the  flage  is  a  wide  deviation  from 
the  pratSlice  of  that  time.  Rochefter,  in  his  SeJJion  of  the  Poets,  has  malicioufly  recorded  the  fucc^fs 
of  this  play,  and  the  deplorable  circumftances  of  Otway. 

"  Tom  Otway  came  next,  Tom  ShadwelF  s  dear  Zany, 
And  fwears,  for  heroics,  he  writes  heft  of  any : 
Don  Carlos  his  pockets  fo  amply  had  fiU'd, 
6  That  bis  mange  was  quite  cur'd,  and  his  lice  were  all  kiU'dj 
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But  Apollo  had  feen  his  face  on  the  ftage,  "% 

And  prudently  did  not  think  fit  to  engage  > 

The  frtjm  of  a  playhoufe,  for  the  prop  of  an  age."  \ 

In  1677,  he  produced  Titut  and  Berenice,  tranflated  from  Racine;  with  the  Chesis  ef  Scaptn, 
lr«m  Moliere;  and,  in  1678,  Friendjbif  in  JFaJbinn,  a  Comedy,  which  met  with  fuccefs;  but,  upon 
its  revival  in  1740,  was  hifled  off  the  ftage  for  immorality  and  obfcenity. 

The  Orfdan  vfts  exhibited  in  1680,  and  has  ever  fince  kept  pofleffion^of  the  ftage,  through  all 
the  vicilTuudes  of  dramatic  fafliion.  It  is  not  without  blemilhes,  but  its  power  upon  the  affedKons 
is  irrefiftible ;  and  where  the  heart  is  intereftcd,  comprehenfion  of  thought  or  elegance  of  expreflion 
xnay  be  wanting,  yet  not  be  miffed. 

The  fame  year,  he  produced  Tde  Hifery  and  Fall  of  Caius  Marius,  in  which  the  charaders  of 
young  Marius  and  Lavinia  are  borrowed  from  the  Romeo  and  Juliet  of  Shakfpeare. 

In  1681,  was  exhibited,  The  Soldier's  Fortune,  a  Comedy,  which  may  have  been  popular  when  it 
Was  written,  for  licentioufnefs  then  polluted  the  court,  the  nation,  and  the  ftage,  but  is  now  en- 
tirely laid  afide ;  and,  in  168*,  his  great  dramatic  work,  Venice  Prejirved,  a  Tragedy,  which  ftili 
continues  to  be  one  of  the  favourites  of  the  public,  though  there  is  not  a  virtuous  charader  in  it 
but  that  of  Belvidera,  and  the  adion  is  abfurdly  divcrCfied  by  fcenes  of  low  comedy.  So  amazing, 
however,  is  the  force  of  his  flcill  in  drawing  the  charadlers  originally  from  nature,  and  in  blending 
public  and  private  calamities,  that  the  difirefs  of  Belvidera  melts  every  heart,  and  the  ruflBan  on 
the  wheel  is  as  much  an  objeft  of  pity  as  if  he  had  been  brought  to  that  unhappy  fate  by  fome  ho- 
nourable adion.  By  comparing  it  with  his  Orphan,  it  will  appear  that  the  images  are  ftronger,  the 
cbaraders  more  forcibly  drawn,  and  the  language  more  energetic ;  but  etjua^y  deformed  with  coarfe 
spd  indelicate  allufioos. 

In  1684  was  exhibited,  7he  Atheijl ;  or,  the  Sectnd  Part  of  the  Soldiers  Fortune,  a  Comedy, 
which  was  his  laft  dramatic  performance,  and  is  now  defervedly  negledled,  like  the  other,  for  its 
licentioufnefs. 

Otway  is  faid  to  have  been  a  favourite  companion  of  many  of  the  diffolutc  wits  who  frequented 
the  debauched  court  of  Charles  II. ;  but  their  fondnefs  appears  to  have  been  without  benevolence, 
and  their  familiarity  without  friendfliip  ;  for  he  received  no  favour  from  them,  but  to  (hare  their 
riots  and  debauchery,  from  which  he  was  difmiffed  to  his  own  narrow  circumftances. 

Thus  he  languiflied  in  poverty ;  and  having  been  compelled  by  his  neceffities  to  contradl  debts, 
he  retired  to  a  public  hoafe  on  Tower-hill,  to  avoid  the  preffiure  of  his  creditors,  where  he  died  on 
the  14th  April  1685,  in  the  34th  year  of  his  age.  Some  have  faid  that  downright  hunger  coob- 
pelling  him  to  fall  too  eagerly  upon  a  piece  of  bread,  of  which  he  had  been  fome  time  in  want,  and 
which  charity  fuppljed,  the  firft  mouthful  choked  hira,  and  put  a  period  to  his  days.  Pope,  wh» 
lived  near  enough  to  be  well  informed,  relates  in  Spence's  Memorials,  that  he  died  of  a  fever, 
caught  by  violent  purfuit  of  a  thief,  who  had  robbed  one  pf  his  friends. 

Whatever  may  have  been  the  immediate  caufe  of  his  death,  it  is  certain,  that  indigence,  and  it« 
concomitants,  forrow  and  defpondency,  preffed  hard  upon  him,  and  funk  him  to  the  grave. 

His  melancholy  fate  has  been  wept  by  many  fucceeding  poets,  with  the  genuine  tears  of  fenfi- 
bility ;  and  lately  byMr.  Prefton,  in  An  Fpifile  to  a  Young  Gentleman^  diffuading  him  from  the  ftudf 
of  poetry,  by  a  pathetic  enumeration  of  the  martyrs  of  the  lyre. 

"  The  ftings  of  want  when  famifli'd  Otway  bore. 
Oh,  think  what  pangs  the  gentle  fpirit  tore  ! 
Awake  to  mourn,  and  exquifite  to  feel, 
How  forrow  rives  him  with  her  hand  of  ftccl ! 
Thou  brighteft  fancy,  fofteft,  kindeft  foul. 
There  fway'd  the  tragic  Mufe  with  high  controul  j 
And  Venus  kifs'd  thy  lips,  and  bath'd  thy  lirjiu 
In  purcft  nedar ;  but  ihc  bath'd  in  vain. 


THE  LIFE   OF  OTWAt.  ^^^ 

Child  of  the  graces,  nurfling  of  the  loves, 

In  houfelefs  beggary  poor  Otway  roves. 

1.©,  fome  kind  hand  the  tardy  boon  fupplier, 

A  lickly  luftre  fills  his  hollow  eyes  ; 

With  trenabling  hafte  he  grafps  the  precious  meal. 

The  damps  of  death  his  weary  eye-lids  feal !" 

No  one,  Indeed,  can  reflefl  on  the  fate  of  Otvray,  without  regretting,  that  he,  who  could  make 
the  bofom  bleed  with  falutary  forrow,  ihould  be  fo  wretched,  as  to  excite  the  iame  compaflion  for 
himfelf  which  he  raifed  for  imaginary  heroes. 

From  his  example,  fuceeeding  poets  fhould  learn  to  be  attentive  to  decency,  and  zealous  for  vir- 
tue, to  hold  flattery,  even  to  kings,  a  Ihame,  to  ftruggle  nobly  for  independence,  by  the  means  o£ 
induflry,  and  to  place  no  confidence  in  the  patronage  of  the  Great,  who  exaA  homage  from  men 
cf  genius,  yet  fuffer  them  to  live  miferably,  and  die  neglecfted. 

Befidcs  his  Plays,  he  publiflicd  Tbe  Hi/lory  of  the  Triumvirate,  a  tranflation  from  the  French ;  and 
the  Poems  in  the  prefent  CollecSion ;  which,  like  the  fmaller  pieces  of  Shakfpeare  and  Rowe,  add 
nothing  to  his  reputation.  His  power  upon  the  paffions  was  limited  to  dramatic  dialogue ;  for  his 
verfes  have  neither  warmth  nor  tendernefs.  He  had  not  much  cultivated  verfification,  nor  much 
replenilhed  his  mind  with  general  knowledge.  Of  the  Poems,  the  longeft  is.  The  Poet's  Complaint  of 
bit  Mufe,  written  with  the  metrical  licence  and  metaphyfical  obfcurity  of  the  Pindaric  Ode.  The 
language  is  often  grofs,  and  the  verfification  inharmonious.  In  his  Windfor  Cafle,  his  loyalty  is 
pretty  confplcuous ;  but  the  poetry  is  feldom  commendable.  The  EfiJlU  to  Duke  has  fome  fprightli- 
jiefs,  but  little  elegance.     His  other  Pieces  merit  no  particular  notice. 

His  Tragedies  are  the  foundation  of  his  fame ;  on  which  it  is  unneceffary  to  enlarge,  as  the 
pathetic  paflages  are  in  every  mouth,  and  every  reprefentation  draws  tears  from  the  faireft  eyes 
in  the  caUon. 


POEMS. 


WINDSOR   CASTLE, 

IN  A  MONUMENT  TO  OUR  LATE  SOVEREIGN  KING  CHARLES  IL 
OF    EVER    BLESSED    MEMORY. 


"  Dum  juga  mentis  aper,  fluvios  dum  pifcis  amabit, 
"  Dumque  thymo  pafcentur  apes,  dum  rore  cicadas ; 
"  Semper  Honos,  Nomenque  tuum,  I-audefque  manebunt. 
"  Si  canimus  fylvas,  fylvae  fint  Confule  dignae." 


ViRff. 


To  the  immortal  fame  of  our  late  dread  Sovereign  King  Charles  II.  of  ever  bleffed  Memory ;  and 
to  the  facred  Majefty  of  the  mod  auguft  and  mighty  Prince  James  II.  now  by  the  Grace  of 
God  King  of  England,  Scotland,  France,  and  Ireland,  Defender  of  the  Faith,  &c.  this  fellowing 
Poem  is  in  all  humility  dedicated  by  his  ever  devoted  and  obedient  Subjed  and  Servant, 

Tho.  Otwat, 


Though  poets  immortality  may  give, 
And  Troy  does  ftill  in  Homer's  numbers  live  : 
How  dare  I  touch  thy  praife,  thou  glorious  frame. 
Which  muft  be  deathlefs  as  thy  raifer's  name  : 
But  that  I  wanting  fame  am  fure  of  thine^ 
To  eternize  this  humble  fong  of  mine  ? 
At  leaft  the  memory  of  that  more  than  man. 
From  whofe  vaft  mind  thy  glories  firft  began. 
Shall  ev'n  my  mean  and  worthlefs  verfe  commend, 
For  wonders  always  did  his  name  attend. 
Though  now  (alas!)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 
Yet  Ihall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from 
Jt  rife. 


Great  were  the  toils  attending  the  command 
Of  an  ungrateful  and  iliff-necked  land, 
Which,  grown  too  wanton,  'caufe  'twas  over- 

bleft. 
Would  never  give  its  nurfing  father  reft ; 
But,  having  fpoil'd  the  edge  of  ill-forg'd  law, 
By  rbds  and  axes  had  been  kept  in  awe ; 
But  that  his  gracious  hand  the  fceptre  held, 
In  all  the  arts  of  mildly  guiding  fkill'd; 
Who  faW  thofe  engines  which  unhi<tg'd  us  move, 
Griev'd  at  our  follies  with  a  father's  love, 
Knew  the  vile  ways  we  did  t'  afilicft  him  take, 
And  watch'd  what  hafte  we  did  to  ruin  make; 
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Yet  when  upon  Its  brink  we  feem'd  to  fiand. 
Lent  to  our  fuccour  a  forgiving  hand. 
Though  now  (alas')  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet  fcall  his   praifc   for   ever  live,    and  laurels 

thence  arife. 
Mercy  's  indeed  the  attribute  of  heaven, 
For  Gods  have  power  to  keep  the  balance  even, 
Which  if  kings  loofe,  how  can  they  govern  well  ? 
Mercy  fhould  pardon,  but  the  fvvord  compel : 
Compaffion's  elfc  a  kingdom's  greatefl  harm, 
Its  warmth  engenders  rebels  till  they  fwarm  ; 
And  round  the  throne  themfelves  intumultsfpread, 
To  heave  the  crown  from  a  long  fufFerer's  head. 
JBy  example  this  that  godlike  king  once  knew, 
And  after,  by  experience,  found  too  true. 
Under  Philiftian  lords  we  long  had  mourn'd, 
When  he,  our  great  Deliverer,  retnrn'd; 
But  thence  the  deluge  of  our  tears  did  ceafe. 
The  royal  dove  fhew'd  us  fuch  marks  of  peace  ; 
And  when  this  land  in  blood  he  might  have  laid. 
Brought  balfam  for  the  wounds  ourfelves  had 

made. 
Though  now  (alas !)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 
Yet  fhall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from 

it  rife. 
Then  matrons  blefs'd  him  as  he  pafs'd  along. 
And   triumpV.    echo'd    through   th*    enfranchis'd 

throng ; 
On  his  each  hand  his  royal  brothers  (hone, 
Like  two  fupporters  of  Great  Britain's  throne  : 
The  firft,  for  deeds  of  arms,  renown'd  as  far 
As  Fame  e'er  flew  to  tell  great  tales  of  war  ; 
Of  nature  generous,  and  of  fledfaft  mind. 
To  flattery  deaf,  but  ne'er  to  merit  blind, 
Referv'd  in  pleafures,  but  in  dangers  bold, 
Youthful  in  adtions,  and  in  condu<51;  old, 
True  to  his  friend,  and  watchful  o'er  his  foes, 
And  a  juft  value  upon  each  beftows  ; 
Slow  to  condemn,  nor  partial  to  commend. 
The  brave  man's  patron,  and  the  wrong'd  man's 

friend. 
ISow  jvflly  feated  on  th'  imperial  throne, 
la  which  high  fphere  no  brighter  ftar  e'er  ihoac  : 
Virtue's  great  pattern,  and  rebellion's  dread, 
Long  may  he  live  to  bruifc  that  ferpent's  head, 
Till  all  his  foes  their  juft  confufion  meet. 
And  growl  and  pine  beneath  his  mighty  feet ! 

The  fecpnd,  for  debates  in  council  fit. 
Of  fleady  judgment  and  deep  piercing  wit : 
To  all  the  nobleft  heights  of  learning  bred, 
Soth   men   arid  books  with  curious   fearch   had 

read  : 
Jathom'd  the  ancient  policies  of  Greece, 
And  having  form'd  from  all  one  curious  piece, 
JLearnt  thence  ivbat  fprings  bell  move  and  guide 

a  Hate, 
And  could  with  eafe  dircft  the  heavy  weight. 
But  our  then  angry  fate  great  Glo'fter  feiz'd. 
And  never  fince  iccm'd  perftilly  appeas'd  : 
For,  oh!  what  pity,  people  blefs'd  as  w-c 
With  plenty,  peace,  and  noble  liberty. 
Should  f)  lofc  -h  of  our  old  diL-afe  retain. 
To  make  us  lurfcit  into  ilaves  again  ! 
Slaves  to  thole  tyrant  lords  whofe  yoke  wc  lore. 
And  ferv'4  io  baife  a  bondage  to  bciort ; 


Yet  'twas  our  curfe,  that  bleflings  flow'd  too  faft^ 
Or  we  had  appetites  too  courfe  to  tafte. 
Fond  Ifraelites,  onr  manna  to  refufe;  [choofe„ 

And    Egypt's   loathfome    flcfh-pots    miirmuring 
Great  Charles  faw    this,    yet    hulh'd    his  rifinjj 

breaft, 
Thi5ugh  much  the  libn  m  his  bofom  preft : 
But  he  for  fway  feem'd  fo  by  nature  madej 
That  his  own  paffions  knew  him,  ahd  obey'd  : 
Mafter  of  them,  he  foften'd  his  command. 
The  fword  of  rule  fcarce  threaten'd  in  his  hand  i 
Stern  majefly  upon  his  brow  might  fit, 
But  fmiles,  ftill  playing  ro';nd  it,  made  it  fwcet : 
So  finely  mix'd,  had  Nature  dar'd  t'  afford. 
One  lead  perfedion  more  each  had  been  ador'd. 
Merciful,  juft,  good-natur'd,  liberal,  brave, 
Witty,  and  pleafnrc's  friend,  yet  hot  her  flavc  : 
The  paths  of  life  by  nobleft  methods  trod; 
Of  mortal  mold,  but  in  his  mind  a  god. 
Though  now  (alas!)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies,     ,, 
Yet  Ihall  his  praife  for  eve*  live,  and  laurels  from 
it  rife. 

In  this  great  mind  long  he  his  care5  revolv'd. 
And  long  it  was  ere  the  great  mind  refolv'd  : 
Till  wearinefs  at  laft  his  thoughts  compos'd ; 
Peace  was  the  choice,  and  their  debates  were  clos'd* 
But  oh  ! 

Through  all  this  ifle,  where  it  feems  moft  defign'd, 
Nothing  fo  hard  as  wiih'd-for  peace  to  find. 
The  elements  due  order  here  maintam, 
And  pay  their  tribute  in  of  warmth  and  rain  : 
Cool  fhades  and  ftreams,  rich  fertile  lands  abound. 
And  Nature's  bounty  floWs  the  feafons  round. 
But  we,  a  wretched  race  of  men,  thus  bleft. 
Of  fo  much  happinefs  (if  known,  pofleft) 
Miftaking  every  nobleft  ufe  of  life, 
Left  beauteous  Q^iet,  that  kind,  tender,  wife, 
For  the  unwholfome,  brawling  harlot.  Strife. 
The  man  in  power,  by  wild  ambition  led, 
Envy'd  all  honours  on  another's  head  ; 
And,  to  fupplant  fome  rival,  by  his  pride 
Embroil'd  that  ftate  his  wifdom  ought  to  .guide. 
The  priefts,  who  humble  temperance  (hould  poiref=;5 
Sought  fiiken  robes  and  fat  voluptuous  eafe ; 
So,  with  fmail  labours  in  the  vineyard  fhewn, 
Forfook  God's  harvcft  to  improve  their  own. 
That  dark  enigma  (yet  unriddled)  Law, 
Inftead  of  doing  right  and  giving  awe. 
Kept  open  lifts,  and  at  the  noify  bar, 
Four  times  a«year  proclaim'd  a  civil  war, 
Where  daily  kinfman,  father,  fon,  and  brother, 
Might  damn  their  fouls  to  ruin  one  another. 
Hence  cavils  i'ofe  'gainft  Heaven's  and  Casfar's 

caufe,  \. 

Fi^om  falfe  religions  and  corrupted  laws ; 
Till  fo  at  laft  rebellion's  bafe  was  laid. 
And  God  or  king  no  longer  were  obey'd. 

But  th.-it  good  angel  whofe  furmounting  power 
Waited  great  Charles  in  each  emergent  hour, 
Agaiuft  whofe  care  hell  vainly  did  decree, 
NiT  fafter  could  defign  than  that  forefee, 
Guarding  the  crown  upon  bis  facrcd  brow 
From  all  its  blackeft  arts,  was  with  him  noWj. 
Afltir'd  him  peace  niuft  be  for  him  defign'd, 
For  he  was  burn  to  give  it  all  mankind, 


^   d 

fey  pitience,  mercies  lar^e,  ancj  many  foils,' 

In.  his  own  realms  to  calm  inteftine  broils; 

Thence  every  root  of  drfcord  to  remove, 

And  plant  us  new  with  unity  and  love. 

Then  flrrtch   his    healing    hands   to  neighbour' 

iiip  (lores, 
Where  ilaughter  ragrfts,  and  wild  repine  roars; 
'Xo  cool  thi.'ir  ferments  with  the  charms  of  peace, 
Who,  fo  their  madiiefs  and  their  rage  might  ceafe, 
Grow  all  (embracing  what  fuch  friendfiiip  brings) 
L,ike  us  the  people,  and  like  him  their  kings. 
But  now  (alas!)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet   Ihall   his   praife   for  ever  live,    and  laurels 
from  it  rife. 

For  thi-!  affurance  pious  thanks  he  paid  ; 
Then  in  hi»  mind  the  beauteous  moiel  laid 
Of  that  rnajeflic  pile,  where  oft,  his  care 
A-while  forgot,  he  might  for  eafe  repair  : 
A  feat  for  fwcet  retirement,  health,  and  love, 
Britain's  Olympns,  where,  like  awful  Jove, 
He  pleas'J  could  fit,  and  his  regards  heftow 
On  the  vain,  bufy,  fwarnung  world  belovv. 
E'en  I,  the  meaneft  of  thofe  humble  fwains, 
Wh  >  fang  his  praifes  through  the  fertile  plaint. 
Once  in  a  happy  hour  was  thither  led. 
Carious  to  fee  what  fame  fo  far  had  fpread. 
There  tell,  my  Mufe;  what  wonders   thou  didft 
Worthy  thy  fong,  and  his  celeftial  mind.       [find, 

'Twas  at  that  joyful  hallow'd  day's  retctrn, 
On  which  that  man  of  miracles  was  born, 
At  whofe  great  birth  appear'd  a  noon-day  ftar, 

Which  prodigy  foretold  yet  many  more  ; 
Did  ftrange  efcapes  from  dreadful  fate  declare, 

Nor  Ihin'd,  but  for  one  greater  king  before. 
Thfough  now  (alas  !)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet  ftiall  his  ptaife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from 
it  rife. 

For  this  great  day  were  equal  joys  prepar'd, 
The  voice  of  triumph  on  the  hills  was  heard  ; 
Redoubled  fhoutings  wak'd  the  echo's  round. 
And  cheerful  bowls  with  loyal  vows  were  crown'd 
But,  above  all,  within  thofe  lofty  towers, 
Where  glorious  Charles  then  fpent  hishappy  hours, 
Joy  wore  a  folemn,  though  a  fmiling  face  ; 
'  Twas  gay,  but  yet  majelHc,  as  the  place  ; 
Tell  then,  my  Mufe,  wliat  wonders  thou  didft  find 
Worthy  thy  fong  and  his  celellial  mind. 

Within  a  gate  of  llrength,  whofe  ancient  frame 
His  outworn  Time,  and  the  records  of  Fame, 
A   reverend  *  dome   there  Hands,  where    twice 

each  day 
Affembling  prophets  their  devotions  pay. 
In  prayers  and  hymns  to  heaven's  eternal  King, 
The  cornet,  flute,  and  (hawme,  aflifting  as  they 
Here  Ifrael's  myftic  ftatutes  they  recount,     [fing- 
From  the  firft  tables  of  the  holy  mount. 
To  the  bleft  gofpel  of  that  glorious  Lord, 
Whofe  precious  death  falvation  has  reftor'd. 
Here  fpeak,  my  Mufe,  what  wonders  thou  didft 
Worthy  thy  fong  and  his  celeftlal  mind.         [finej 

Within  this  dome  a  fliining  f  chapel 's  rais'd, 
Too  noble  to  be  well  defcrib'd  or  prais'd. 
Before  the  door,  fix'd  in  an  awe  profound, 
I  ftood,  and  gaz'd  with  pleafing  wondtr  round, 
*  5:   Georpe'sChuvcli.  f  5t.  George's  Ch^f  el. 
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When  one  approach'd,  who  bore  much  foter  grtst' 

Order  and  ceremony  in  his  face  ; 

A  threatening  rod  did  his  dread  right  hand  poize, 

A  badge  of  rule  and  terror  o'er  the  boys; 

His  left  a  maffy  hunch  of  keys  did  fway, 

Ready  to  open  all  to  all  that  pay. 

This  courteous  fquire,  obferving  how  amaz'd 

My  eyes  betray'd  me  as  they  wildly  gaz'd, 

'Chus  geiitly  fpoke  :    "  Thofe  banners -j-  rais'd  on 

"  Betoken  noble  vows  of  chivalry  j  [high 

"   Wfjich  here  their  heroes  with  religion  makj, 

"  When  they  the  enfigns  of  this  order  take.  " 

Tiitn  in  due  method  made  me  uriderftand 

What  honour  fam'd  St.  George  had  done  our  hndi 

What  toils  he   vanquifh'd,   with  what  monftei's 

ftrove  ; 
Whofe  champions  fince  for  virtue,  truth,  and  love. 
Hang  here   their  tropnies,  while  their  generous 

arms 
Keep  wrong  fuppreft,  and  innocence  From  harms. 
At  this  m'  amazement  yet  did  greater  grow. 
For  I  had  been  told  all  virtue  was  but  ftiew  ; 
That  oft  bold  villainy  had  beft  fuccefs. 
As  if  its  afe  were  more,  nor  merit  lefs. 
But  here  I  faw  how  it  rewarded  fhin'd.  "| ' 

'  Tell  on,  ixiy  Mufe,  what  wonders  thou  didft  A 

find.  r 

Worthy  thy  fong,  and  Charles's  mighty  mind,  j 

I  turn'd  around  ttiy  eyes  and,  lo,  a  §  cell, 
Where  melancholy  ruin  feem'd  to  dwell ; 
The  door  unhing'd,  without  or  bolt  or  ward, 
Seem'd  as  what  lodg'd  within  found  fmall  regard. 
Like  fome  old  den,  fcarcc  vifited  by  day. 
Where    dark    oblivion    lurk'd   and    watch'd   for 

prey. 
Here,  in  a  heap  of  confus'd  vvafte,  1  found 
Negleiled  hatchments  tumbled  on  the  ground  j 
The  fpoils  of  Time,  and  triumph  of  that  fate 
Which  equally  on  all  mankind  does  wait. 
The  hero,  level'd  in  his  humble  grave, 
With  other  men,  was  now  nor  great  nor  brave ; 
Whi'e  here  hU  trophies,  like  their  mafter,  lay. 
To  darkuefs,  worms,  and  rottennefs,  a  prey. 
Urg'd  by  fuch  thoughts  as  guide  the  truly  great. 
Perhaps  his  fate  he  did  in  battle  meet. 
Fell  in  his  prince's  and  his  country's  caufc  ; 
But  what  his  recompence  .'    A  ihort  applaufe, 
Which  lie  ne"er  hears,  his  memory  may  grace. 
Till,  foon  forgot,  anothertakes  his  place. 

And  happy  that  marj's  chance  who  falls  in  time, 
Ere  yet  his  virtue  he  become  his  crime. 
Ere  his  abus'd  defert  be  call'd  his  pride, 
Or  fools  and  villains  on  his  ruin  ride. 
But  truly  bleft  is  he,  whofe  foul  can  bear 
The  wrongs  of  fate,   nor  think  them  worth  his 

care ; 
Whofe  mind  no  difappointment  here  can  fliake  ; 
Who  a  true  eftimate  of  life  does  make. 
Knows  'tis  uncertain,  frail,  and  will  have  end, 
So  to  that  profpe<5l  ftill  his  thoughts  does  bend  ; 
Who,  though  his  right  a  ftronger  power  invade. 
Though  fate  opprefs,  and  no  man  give  him  aid, 

t  Of  the  Ka'ghts  of  tlie  Garter.  ,    j     . 

k  An  oia  i(\i  in  the  caurch,  where  the  banner  of  a  dead 
tri"ht  is  carried,  when  another  fucceeds  lura. 
F  i 
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Cheer'd  with  -th'  affurance  that  he  there  fhall  find 
Reft  frdm  al!  toils,  and  no  remorfe  of  mind. 
Can  Fortune's  fmiles  defpife,  her  frowns  out-brave, 
For  who's  a  prince  or  beggar  in  the  grave  ? 

But  if  immortal  any  thing  remain, 
Rejoice,  my  Mufe,  and  ftrive  that  end  to  gain. 
Thou  kind  difiblver  of  encroaching  care,     , 
And  eafe  of  every  bitter  weight  I  bear, 
Kfep  from  my  foul  repining,  while  I  fmg 
The  praife  and  honour  of  this  glorious  king  ; 
And  farther  tell  what  wonders  thou  didfl  find 
Worthy  thy  fong  and  his  ctleftial  mind. 

Beyond  the  dome  a  *  lofty  tower  appears. 
Beauteous  in  flrength,  thi3  work  of  long-pafl  years, 
on  as  his  noble  ftcm,  wlio  there  bears  fvvay, 
And,  like  his  loyalty,  without  decay. 

This  goodly  ancient  frame  looks  as  it  flood 
The  mother  pile,  and  ail  the  reft  her  brood; 
So  careful  watch  feems  jnoufly  to  keep, 
While  under, *.ath  her  wings  the  mighty  fleep  ; 
And  they  may  refl,  fincc  f  Norfolk  there  com- 
mands. 
Safe  in  his  faithful  heart  and  valiant  hands. 

But  now  appears  the  ^  beauteous  feat  of  Peace, 
Large  of  extent,  and  frt  for  goodly  eafc  ; 
Where  noble  order  ftrikes  the  greedy  fight 
With  wonder,  as  it  fills  it  with  delight  : 
The  mafTy  walls  feem  as  the  womb  of  earth, 
Shrunk  when  fuch   mighty   quarries  thence  had 

birth  ; 
Or  by  the  Theban  founder  they'd  been  rais'd. 
And  in  his  powerful  numbers  fliould  be  prais'd  : 
Such  flrength  without  does  every  where  abound,/ 
Within  fuch  glory  ard  fuch  fplendor's  found. 
As  man's  united  fkill  had  there  ccmbin'd 
T'  exprtfs  what  one  great  genius  had  deCgn'd. 

Thus,  when  the  hapjiy  world  Auguftus  fway'd. 
Knowledge  was  cherifh'd,  and  improvement  made; 
Learning  and  arts  his  empire  did  adorn, 
Kor  did  there  one  negledled  virtue  mourn  ; 
But,  at  his  call,  from  fartheil  nations  catne, 
A^'^hile  the  immortal  Mufes  gave  him  fame. 
Though   when  her  far-ftretch'd  empire  flourlfli'd 

ruoft, 
Rrimc  never  yet  a  work  like  this  could  boafl  : 
No  Crefar  e'er  like  Charles  his  pomp  exprels'd, 
Nor  ever  were  his  nations  half  lb  bleft  ; 
Though  now  (alas  !)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet  fhall  his  praife  fur  ever  live,  arrd  laurels  from 
it  life. 
Here,  as  all  Nature's  wealth  to  court  him  preft, 
Sccm'd  to  attend  him  Plenty,  Peace,  and  Kclh 
TJirough  all  the  lofty  roofs  ^^  defcrib'd  we  find 
T)ie  toils  and  triumphs  of  his  god-like  mind  : 
A  thenie  that  might  the  nohlelt  fancy  warm, 
And  only  fit  for  ||  his  who  did  perform. 
The  walls  adorn'd  with  richeft  woven  gold, 
3'iqual  to  what  in  temples  fliin'd  of  old, 
<3rac'd  well  the  luftrc  of  his  royal  eafe,  [ftas ; 

"Whofe  etnpire   rtach'd  throughout  the  wealthy 

*  Tl-.e  cadle. 

+  'I'lic  Duke  of  Xorfolk,  ConfinWc  of  Windfor  callle. 
H  The  Moul'c.  ,  . 

^  Tlir  pAuitmcs  (loue  by   11  Tlie  Sicur  Vcrrio,  lusKa- 
jcily's  cliief  painter. 


Eafe  which  he  wifely  chofe,  when  raging  arms 
Kept  neighbouring  nations  waking  with  alarms; 
For  when  wars  troubled  her  foft  fountains  there, 
She  fwell'd  her  flreams,  and  flow'd  in  fafler  here: 
With  her  came  Plenty,  till  our  ifle  feem'd  blefs'd 
As  Canaan's  fliore,  where  Ifrael's  fons  found  refl. 
Therefore,  when  cruel  fpoilers,  who  have  harl'd 
Wafte  and  confuuon  through  the  wretched  world. 
To  after- times  leave  a  great  hated  name, 
The  praife  of  Peace  Ihall  wait  on  Charles's  fame  ; 
His  country's  father,  through  whofe  tender  care, 
Like  a  luU'd  babe  fhe  flept,  and  knew  no  fear  ; 
Who,  when  fh'  offended  oft  would  hide  his  eyes, 
Nor  fee,  becaufe  it  griev'd  him  to  chaflife. 
But  if  fubmiflion  brought  her  to  his  feet. 
With  what  true  joy  the  penitent  he'd  meet ! 
How  would  his  love  ftill  with  his  juflice  flrive! 
How  parent-like,  how  fondly  he'd  forgive  1  ■ 
But  now  (alas  !)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet  fliall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from 

it  rife. 
Since  after  all  thofe  toils  through  which  he 
By  every  art  of  moft  endearing  love,  [flrove 

For  his  reward  he  had  his  Britain  found, 
The  awe  and  envy  of  the  nations  round. 
Mufe,  then  fpeak  more  what  wonders  thou  didfl 
Worthy  thy  fong  and  his  celcflial  mind  ;         [find 
Tell  now  what  emulation  may  infpirc, 
And  warm  each  Britifli  heart  with  warlike  fire ; 
Call  all  thy  fiflers  of  the  facred  hill, 
And  by  the  painter's  pencil  guide  my  quill ; 
Defcribe  that  lofty  monumental  §  hall,  ~\ 

W'here  England's  triumphs  grace  the  fhiningf- 

wall,  [Gaul.r 

When    fhe  led  captive  kings  from   conquer'dj 
Here  when  the  fons  of  Fame  their  leader  meet. 
And  at  their  feafls  in  pompous  order  fit. 
When  the  glad  fparkling  bowl  infpires  the  board. 
And  high-rais'd  thoughts  great  tales  of  war  afford, 
Here  as  a  leffon  may  their  eyes  behold 
What  their  vidcorious  fathers  did  of  old, 
When  their  proud  neighbours  of  the  Gallic  fhore 
Trembled  to  hear  the  Englifn  lion  roar. 
Here  may  they  fee  how  good  old  ^  Edward  fat, 
And  did  his  §$  glorious  fon's  arrival  wait. 
When  from  the  fields  of  vanquifa'd   France  he 

came, 
Fo'.idw'd  by  fpoils,  and  ufhcr'd  in  hy  Fame. 
In  g  .'Men  chains  he  iheir  quell'd  monarch  led. 
Oh,  for  fuch  laurels  on  another  head  ! 
Unfoil'd  witii  floth,  nor  yet  o'ercloy'd  with  peace. 
We  had  not  then  learn'd  the  loofc  art<:  of  eafe. 
In  our  own  climes  our  vigorous  youth  Vi^ere  nurs'd. 
And  with  no  foreign  education  curs'd. 
Their  northern  metal  was  prtferv'd  with  care. 
Nor  font  for  foftening  into  hotter  a-r. 
Nor  did  they  as  now  from  fruitlefs  travels  come 
With  follje=,  vice-,  and  difcafes  home  ; 
But  in  full  purity  of  health  and  mind 
Kept  up  the  noble  virtues  of  their  kind. 
Had  not  falfc  fcnates  to  thofc  ills  dilpo^'d 
Which  long  h.ad  England's  liappinels  oppos'd 

,  ^  Where  St.  George's  fcaft  is  kept. 
II   tiUvarJ  ill,  ^  i  'the  BUcV  Prince, 
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'vVith  ftubborn  failion  and  rebellious  pride, 

All  means  to  fuch  a  noble  end  deny'd, 

To  Britain  Charles  this  glory  had  reftor'd, 

And  thofc  revolted  nations  cwn'd  their  lord. 

But  now  (alas  1)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies, 

Yet  (hall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from 

it  rife. 
And  now  furvey  what's  open  to  our  view, 
Bow  down  all  heads,  and  pay  devotion  due  ; 
The  ^temple  by  this  hero  built  behold, 
Adorn'd  with  carvings,  and  o'erlaid  with  gold ; 
Whofe  radiarlt  roof  fuch  glory  does  difplay, 
We  think  we  fee  the  heaven  to  which  we  pray  ; 
So  well  the  artift's  hand  has  there  delin'd 
The  merciful  redemption  of  mankind  ; 
The  bright  afcenfion  of  the  Son  of  God,    [roJe,") 
When  back  through  yielding  Ikies  to  heaven  he  / 
With   lightning  round  his  head,  and  thunder  T 

where  he  trod.  J 

Thus  when  to  Charles,  as  Solomon,  was  given 
Wifdom,  the  greatefl  gift  of  bounteous  heaven  : 
A  houfe  likS  his  he  built,  and  temple  rais'd, 
Where  his  Creator  might  be  fitly  prais'd  : 
With  riches  too  and  honours  was  he  crownM  ; 
Nor,  whilfl  he  liv'd,  was  there  one  like  him  found. 
Therefore  what  once  to  Ifrael's  lord  was  faid. 
When  Sheba's  queen  his  glorious  court  furvey'd, 
To  Charles's  fame  for  ever  Iball  remain. 
Who  did  as  wondrous  things,  who  did  as  greatly 

reign. 
"  Happy  were  they  who  could  before  him  ftand, 
"  And  faw  the  wifdom  of  his  dread  command  ;  " 
For  heaven  refolv'd,  that  much  above  the  reft 
Of  other  nations  Britain  Ihould  be  blefl ; 
Found  him  when  banifh'd  from  his  facred  right, 
Try'd  his  great  foul,  and  in  it  cook  delight ; 
Then  to  his  throne  in  triumph  him  did  bring, 
Where  never  rul'd  a  wifer,  jufter  king. 
But  now  (alas !)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet  fliall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from 

it  rife. 
Thus  far  the  painter's  hand  did  guide  the  Mufe, 
Now  let  her  lead,  nor  will  he  fui-e  refufe. 
Two  kindred  arts  they  are ;  fo  near  ally'd^ 
They  oft  have  by  each  other  been  fupply'd. 
Therefore,    great  man!    when  next  thy  thoughts 

incline 
The  vi'orks  of  Fame,  let  this  be  the  defign  : 
j'^s  thou  couldft  heft:  g?eat  Charles's  glory  fliew, 
Shew  how  he  fell,  and  whence  the  fatal  blow. 

In  a  large  fcene,  may  give  beholders  awe, 
The  meeting  of  a  numerous  fenate  draw  ! 
Over  their  heads  a  black  diftemper'd  Iky, 
And  through  the  air  Jet  grinning  Furies  fiy, 
Charg'd  with  commiffions  of  infernal  date, 
To  raife  fell  Difcord  and  inteftine  Hate  ; 
From  their  foul  heads  let  them  by  handfuls  tear 
The    uglieft    fnakes,    and    beft-loy'd    favourites 

there ; 
Then  whirl  them  (fponting  venorri  as  they  fall) 
'Mongft  the  affembled  numbers  of  the  hall ; 
There  into  murmuring  bofoms  let  them  go, 
Till  their  infediion  to  confufion  grow  ; 
?  The  dupe;  at  the  end  cf  the  ha'!. 


Till  fuch  bold  tumults  and  difjrders  rife, 
As  when   the  impious  fons  of  earth  afTail'd  the 
thrcaten'd  ilctes. 

But  then  let  mighty  Charles  at  diftancc  ftand, 
His  crown  upon  his  head,  and  fceptre  in  his  hand; 
To  fend  abroad  his  word,  or  with  a  frown 
Repel,  and  dafh  th'  afpiring  rebels  down  : 
Uaablc  to  behold  his  dreaded  ray. 
Let  theni  grow  blind;  difperfe,  and  reel  away  ; 
lyCt  the  dark  fiends  the  troubled  air  forfake. 
And  all  new  peaceful  order  leem  to  take. 

But,  oh,  imagine  Fate  t'  have  waited  long 
An  hour  like  this,  and  mingled  in  the  throng', 
Rous'd  with  thofe  furies  from  her  feat  below, 
T'  have  watch'd  her  only  time  to  give  the  blow  : 
When  cruel  cares,  by  faithlcfs  fabjetTcs  bred. 
Too  clofely  prefs'd  his  facred  peaceful  head : 
AVith  them  t'  have  pointed  her  defiroying  darf. 
And  through  the  brain  found  pafiage  to  the  heart, 
Deep-wounding  plagues  avenging  heaven  bellow- 
On  thofe  curs'd  heads  to  whom  this  lofs  we  owe  ! 
On  all  who  Charles's  heart  afflidlion  gave, 
And  fent  him  to  the  forrows  of  the  grave  ! 

Now,  painter,  (if  thy  griefs  can  let  thee)  draw 
The  faddcfh  fcenes  that  v^eeping  eyes  e'er  faw  ; 
Ho'.v  on  his  royal  bed  that  woeful  day 
The  much-lamented  mighty  monarch  lay; 
Great  in  his  fate,  and  ev'n  o'er  that  a  king. 
No  terror  could  the  Lord  of  Terrors  bring. 
Through  many  fleady  and  well-manag'd  years 
He'd  arm'd  his  mind  'gainfl  all  thofe  little  fears 
Which  common  mortals  want  the  power  to  hide^ 
When  their  mean  fouls  and  Valued  clay  divide. 
He'd  fludy'd  well  the  worth  of  life,  and  knew 
Its  troubles  many,  and  its  bleffings  few; 
Therefore  unmov'd  did  Death's  approaches  feej 
And  grew  familiar  with  his  dcfliny; 
Like  an  acquaintance  entertain'd  his  fate. 
Who,  as  it  knew  him,  feem'd  content  to  wait, 
Not  as  his  gaoler,  but  his  friendly  guide. 
While  be  for  his  great  journey  did  provide. 

Oh  couldfl  thou  exprefs  the  yearnings  of  hi^ 
mind 
To  his  poor  mourning  people  left  behind! 
Cut  that  I  fear  will  ev'n  thy  flcill  deceive  ; 
None  but  a  foul  like  his  fuch  goodnefs  could  con- 
ceive : 
For  though  a  flubborn  race  deferving  ill, 
Yet  would  he  fhew  himfelf  a  father  flill. 
Therefore  he  chafe  for  that  peculiar  care, 
His  crown's,  his  virtue's,  and  his  mercy's  h:ir, 
Great  James,  who  to  his  throne  does  now  fucceed, 
And  charg'd  him  tenderly  his  flocks  to  feed; 
To  guide  them  too,  too  apt  to  run  aRray, 
And  keep  the  foxes  and  the  wolves  away. 

Here,  painter,  if  thoa  cnnfi-,  thy  art  improve. 
And  {hew  the  wonders  of  fraternal  love ; 
How  mourning  James  by  fading  Charles  did  fcand, 
The  dying  grafping  the  furviving  hand  ; 
How  round  each  other's  necks  their  arms  they 
cart,  [brac'd ; 

Moan'd    with    endearing  riiurmtrings,    and  em- 
And  of  their  parting  pangs  fuch  marks  did  give, 
'Twas  hard  to  guefs  which  vet  could  longeil  live. 
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Both  their  fad  tongues  ^ulte  loft  the  power  to 

fpeafe,  [break. 

And  their  kind  hearts  feem'd  both  prepar'd  to 

Here  let  thy  curious  pencil  next  difplay, 
How  round  hi-i  bed  a  beauteous  offspring  lay, 
"With  their  great  father's  blefling  to  be  crown'd,"^ 
hike   young   fierce    lions   ftrctch'd    upon  thef 
ground,  C 

And  in  majeftic  filent  forrow  drown'd.  J 

This  done,  fuppofe  the  ghaftly  minute  nigh, 
And  paint  the  griefs  of  the  fad  ftanders-by  ; 
Th'  unweary'd  reverend  father's  pious  care, 
Offering  (as  oft  as  tears  could  flop)  a  prayer- 
Of  kindred  nobles  draw  a  forrowing  train, 
Whofe  looks  may  fpeak  how  much  they  (har'd 

his  pain ; 
How  from  each  groan  of  his,  deriving  fmart, 
Each  fetch'd  another  from  a  tortur'd  heart. 
Mingled  with  thefe,  his  faithful  fervants  place, 
■With  different  lines  of  woe  in  every  face  ; 
With  downcaft  heads,  fwoln  breafts,  and  flream- 

ingeyes, 
And  fighs  that  mount  in  vain  the  unrelenting  Ikles. 

But  yet  there  ftill  remains  a  tafk  behind, 
ta  which  thy  readieft  art  may  labour  find. 
At  diflance  let  the  mourning  queen  appear, 
(But  where  fad  news  too  foon  may  reach  her  ear); 
Defcribe  her  proftrate  to  the  throne  above, 
Pleading  with  prayer  the  tender  caufe  of  love : 
Shew  troops  of  angels  hovering  from  the  fky, 
(For   they,    whene'er   fhe    call'd,   were    always 

i)igh) ; 
liCt  them  attend  her  cries,  and  hear  her  moan. 
With  looks  of  beauteous  fadntfs  like  her  own, 
Becaufe  they  know  her  lord's  great  doom  is  feal'd, 
And  cannot  (though  fhe  afks  it)  be  repeal'd* 

By  this  time  think  thfe  work  of  Fate  is  done  j 
5o  any  farther  fad  defcription  fliun. 
Shew  him  not  pale  and  brcathlefs  on  his  bed  ; 
'Twould  make  all  gaZers  on  thy  art  fall  dead ; 
And  thou  thyfelf  ro  fuch  a  fcene  of  woe 
Add  a  new  piece,  and  thy  own  ftatue  grow. 

Wipe  therefore  all  thy  pencils,  and  prepare 
To  draw  a  profpedl  now  of  clearer  air. 
Paint  in  an  eaftern  Iky  new  dawning  day ; 
And  there  the  embryos  of  time  difplay ; 
The  forms  of  many  finiling  years  to  come, 
Juft   ripe   for  birth,    and  labouring  from  their 

womb ; 
Each  ftruggling  which  fliall  elderfhip  obtain, 
To  be  firft  grac'd  with  mighty  James's  reign. 
I^et  the  dread  monarch  on  his  throne  appear; 
Place  too  the  charming  partner  of  it  there. 
O'er  his  their  wings  let  Fame  and  Triumph  fpread. 
And  foft-ey'd  Cupids  hover  o'er  her  head  ; 
In  his,  paint  fmiling,  yet  majeftic  grace, 
But'  all  the  vvealth  of  beauty  in  her  face. 
Then  from  the  different  corners  of  the  earth 
Bcfcribe  applauding  nations  coming  fotth, 


Homage  to  pay,  or  humble  peace  to  gain, 
And  own  aufpicious  omens  from  his  reign. 
Set  at  long  diftance  his  concraifled  foes. 
Shrinking  from  what  they  dare  not  now  oppofe  ; 
Draw  fhame  or  mean  defpair  in  all  their  eyes, 
And  terror,  left  th'  avenging  hand  fiiould  rife. 
But    where   his  fmile*   extend,    draw  beauteous 

peace, 
The  poor  man's  cheerful  toils,  the  rich  man's  eafej 
Here  fliepherds  piping  to  their  feeding  fheep. 
Or  ftretch'd  at  length  in  their  warm  huts  alleep  ; 
There    jolly    hinds   fpread    through    the    fultry 

fields, 
Reaping  fuch  harvefts  as  their  tillage  yields, 
Or  fhelter'd  from  the  fcorchings  of  the  fun, 
Their  labours  ended,  and  repaft  begun, 
Rang'd  on  green  banks,  which  tiiey  themfelvcs 

did  raife,  ' 

Singing  their  own  content,  and  ruler's  praife. 
Draw  beauteous  meadows,  gardens,  groves,  and 

bowers. 
Where  Contemplation  beft  may  pafs  ber  hours  : 
Fill'd  with  chaftc  lovers  plighting  conftaiit  hearts, 
Rejoicing  Mufes,  and  encourag'd  Arts. 
Draw  every  thing  like  this  that  thought  can  frame, 
Beft  fuiting  with  thy  theme,  great  James's  fame. 
Known  for  the  man  who  from  his  youthful  years, 
By  mighty  deods  has  earn'd  the  crown  he  wears ; 
Whofe     conquering     arm     far-envy 'd     wonder? 

wrought, 
When  an  ungrateful  people's  caufe  he  fought. 
When  for  their  rights  he  his  brave  fword  em- 

ploy'd. 
Who  in  return  would  liave  his  rights  deftroy'd  : 
But  heaven  fuch  injur'd  merit  did  regard 
(As  heaven  in  time  true  virtue  will  reward)  : 
So  to  a  throne  by  Providence  he  rofe  ;  [foes. 

And  all  who  e  er  were  his,  werle  Providence's 
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I  DID  but  look  and  Iovb  a-while, 

'  I'was  but  for  one  half  hour  ; 
Then  to  refift  I  had  no  will, 

And  now  1  have  no  power. 
II. 
To  figh,  and  wifli,  is  all  my  eafc; 

Sighs,  which  do  heat  impart. 
Enough  to  melt  the  coldeft  ice. 

Yet  cannot  warm  your  heart. 
III. 
O  !  would  your  pity  give  my  heart 

One  corner  of  your  brcaft, 
'Twould  learn  of  yours  the  winning  art, 

Ai\d  quickly  fteal  the  reft. 


THE 


POET'S  COMPLAINT  OF  HIS  MUSE 


OR, 


A  SATIRE  AGAINST  LIBELS. 


»«  Si  quid  habent  veri  vatum  praefagia,  vivam." 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

THOMAS  EARL  OF  OSSORY, 

BARON  OF  MOOR  PARK,  KNIGHT  OF  THE  MOST  NOBLE  ORDER 
OF  THE  GARTER,  &c. 


Mt  Lord, 

Though  never  any  man  had  more  need  of  cx- 
cufe  for  a  prcfun.ption  of  this  nature  than  I 
have  now ;  yet,  when  I  have  laid  out  every  way 
to  find  one,  your  Lordfliip's  goodnefs  miift  be 
my  beft  refuge  ;  and  therefore  1  humbly  caft  this 
at  your  feet  for  protedlion,  and  myfelf  for  par- 
don. 

My  Lord,  I  have  great  need  of  proteftion ;  for 
to  the  beft  of  my  heart  I  have  here  publifhcd  in 
fome  meafure  the  truth,  and  I  would  have  it 
thought  honeftly  too  (a  pradice  never  more  out 
of  countenance  than  now) :  yet  truth  and  honoyr 
are  things  which  your  Lordfhip  muft  needs  be 
kind  to,  becaufe  they  are  relations  to  your  nature, 
and  never  left  you. 

'T^ould  be  a  fecond  prefumption  in  me  to 
f  rstend  in  this  a  paoegyrlc  on  your  Lordlbip ;  for 


it  would  require  more  art  to  do  your  virtue  juftice, 
than  to  flatter  any  other  man. 

If  I  have  ventured  at  a  hint  of  the  prefent  fuf- 
ferings  of  that  great  prince  mentioned  in  the  lat- 
ter end  of  this  paper,  with  favour  from  your 
Lordfhip  I  hope  to  add  a  fecond  part,  and  do  all 
thofe  great  and  good  men  juftice,  that  have  in  his 
calamities  ftuck  faft  to  fo  gallant  a  friend  and  fo 
good  a  mafter.  To  write  and  finifh  which  great 
fubjedl  faithfully,  and  to  be  honoured  with  your 
Lordfliips  patronage  in  what  I  may  do,  and  your 
approbation,  or  at  leaft  pardon,  in  what  I  have 
done,  will  be  the  greateft  pride  of. 
My  Lord, 
Your  ipoft  humble  admirer  and  fervant, 

THOMAS  OTWAY. 
Ffiii 
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\ 


To  a  high  bill,  where  psver  yet.  flood  tree, 

Where  only  heath,  coarfe  fern,  and  furzes  grew, 
Where  (nipt  by  piercing  air) 
The  flocks  in  tatttr'd  fleeces  hardly  gaze, 

Led  by  uncouth  thuuCThts  and  care, 

Which  did  too  much  his  pcr.five  mind  amaz^, 

A  wandering  bard,  whofe  iVIufe  was  crazy 

grown,  [tiiwn, 

Cloy'd  with  the  naufeous  follies  of  the  buzzino^ 

Came,  look'd  about  him,  iigh'd,  and  laid  him 

down.  J 

'Twas  far  from  any  path,.but  where  the  eartlr 
Was  bare,  and  naked  all  as  at  her  birth, 
When  by  the  word  it  firft  was  made, 
trc  God  had  faid, 
Let  grafs,  and  herbs,  and  every  green  thiiiggrow, 
"Vfith  fruitful  trees  after  their  kind,  and  it  wasfo. 
The  whiftling  winds   blew  fiercely  round  his 
head, 

Cold  was  his  lodging,  hard  his  bed  ; 
Aloft  his  eyes  on  the  wide  heavens  he  caft. 
Where  we  are  told  Peace  only  's  found  at  lafl : 
And  as  he  did  its  hopelefs  diftance  fee; 
Sigh'd  deep,  and  cry'd,  How  fat  is  Peace  fi  pm  me ! 
Ji. 
Nor  ended  there  his  moan  : 
The  diftance  of  his  fiuutc  joy 
Had  been  enough  to  give  him  pain  alone  ; 

But  who  can  undergo  [woe  ? 

Defpair  of  cafe  to  come,  with  weight  of  prefcnt 
Down  his  afflided  face  T 

The  trickling  tears  had  flream'd  fo  faft  apace,    ^ 
As  left  a  path  worn  by  their  briny  race.  J 

Swohi  was  his  brcaft  with  fighs,  his  well- 
Propurtion'd  limbs  as  ufclcfsftil, 
Wbilft  the  poor  trunk  (unable  to  fuftain 
Irfelf)  lay  rackt,  and  fhaking  *vitli  its  pain. 
J  licard  his  grcuna  as  1  was  v/alkiiig  by. 
And  (urg'd  by  pity)  went  afidc,  to  fee 

Whnt  the  fad  caul'e  could  be  [high, 

^lad  preL'd  his  llate  fo  low,  and  rais'd  his  phdnti  fo 
On  mc  lie  Ijx'd  hli  eyes.      I  cr.iv'd. 
Why  fo  forlorn  ?  ht;  vainly  rav'u. 
Peace  to  Iiis  mind  I  did  commend  : 
But,  oh  !  my  words  were  hardly  at  an  end, 
When  I  pt-rctiv'd  it  was  my  friend, 
•  '  My  mucli  lov'd  friend,  fo  down  1  fat, 

•'•  ■'■'   •  ■  'And  beg^'d  that  1  might  Ciarc  hi;;  fa;e : 

1  laid  my  cheek  to  hif,  when  with  a  gale 
01  fighs  he  cas'd  his  br«ft,  and  thus  be^an  his 


I  am  a  wretch  of  honefl  race  : 
My  parents  not  obfcure,  nor  high  in  titles  were  ; 
They  left  me  heir  to  no  difgrace. 
Aly  father  was  (a  tiling  now  rare) 
Loyal  and  brave,  my  mother  chafte  and  fair : 
The  pledge  of  marriage-vows  was  only  I ; 
Alone  1  liv'd  their  much-lov'd,  fondled  boy  : 
They  gave  me  getierous  education  ;  high 
They  firove  to  raife  my  mind  ;   and  with  it  grev^ 

their  joy. 
The  fages  that  inflrudled  me  in  arts  "> 

And  knowledge    oft  would  praife  my  parts,    > 
And  cheer  my  parents'  longing  hearts.  J 

When  1  was  call'd  to  a  difpute. 
My  fellow-pupils  oft  flood  mute  : 
Yet  never  Envy  did  di.-join 
Their  hearts  from  me,  nor  Pride  c.iftemper  mine. 
Thus  my  firfl  years  in  happinefs  I  pall. 
Nor  any  bitter  cup  did  talle  : 
But,  oh  !  a  deadly  portion  came  at  laft. 

As  I  lay  loofely  on  my  bed,  ~\ 

A  thoufand  pleafant  thoughts  triumphing  in  my  f 
head,  C 

And  as  my  fenfe  on  the  rich  banquet  fed,      J 
A  voice  (it  fecm'd  no  more,  fo  buly  I 
Vi'as  with  myfelf,  I  faw  not  who  was  nigh) 
Pierc'd  throuc  h    my  cars ;    Arife,  thy  good  Se- 

nander's  dtad. 
It  fhook  my  brain,  and  from  their  feall  my  fright- 
ed lenfes  fled. 


From  thence  fad  difcontent,  iineafy  fears, 
And  aniiou*  doubts  of  what  I  had  to  do. 

Grew  with  fuccceding  years. 
I'lie  world  Wiis  wide,  but  whither  fhi>uld  I  go  ? 
I,  whofe  blooming  hopes  all  wither'd  were. 
Who  'd  little  fortune,  and  a  deal  of  care  ? 
1"o  Britain's  great  metropolis  I  fliv.y'd. 

Where  Fortune's  general  game  isplay'd  ;. 
Where  honelly  and  wit  are  often  prais'd, 
But  fools  and  I'.naves  arc  iortunate  and  raia'd  ; 
My  forward  fpirit  ]iromptcd  me  to  find 

A  coiiverie  equal  to  my  mind  : 
But  by  raw  judgment  cafily  miiled, 

(As  giddy  callow  boys 

Are  very  fond  of  toys) 
I  mifs'd  the  brave  and  \vile,  and  in  their  (lead 
Oil  every  fort  oi  vanity  I  fed.  [fools, 

Gay  coxcombs,  cowards,  knivrf,  and   prating 
iJuUicu  of  o'cTt^rown'bulks  and  little  tbub, 
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Gamellers,  half-wits,  and  fpendthrifts  (fuch  as 

think 
Mifchievous  midnight  frolics,  bred  by  drink 

Arc  gallantry  and  wit, 
Becaufe  to  their  lewd  underftandings  fit) 
Where  thofe  wherewith  two  years  atleaft  I  fpent, 
To  all  their  fulfome  follies  moft  incorrigibly  bent; 
Till  at  the  hft,  myftll  more  to  abufe, 
I  grew  in  love  with  a  deceitful  Mufe. 


No  fair  deceiver  ever  us'd  fuch  charms, 
T'  enfnare  a  tender  youth,  and  win  his  heart ; 
Or,  when  fhe  had  him  in  her  arms, 
Secur'd  his  love  with  greater  art. 
I  fancy'd,  or  I  dream'd  (as  poets  always  do) 

No  beauty  with  my  Mufe's  might  compare.  "] 
Lofty  fhe  feem'd,  and  on  her  front  fat  a  ma-  / 
jeftic  air,  1 

Awful,  yet  kind;  feverc,  yet  fair.         J 
Upon  her  head  a  crown  Ihe  bore. 
Of  laurel,  which  fhe  told  me  fhould  be  mine  : 
And  round  her  ivory  neck  Ihe  wore 
A  rope  of  largeft  pearl.  Each  part  of  her  did  fhine 
With  jewels  and  with  gold, 
Numberlefs  to  be  told ; 
Which  in  imagination  as  I  did  behold, 

And  lov'd  and  wonder'd  more  and  more, 
Said  Ihe,  thefe  riches  all,  my  darling,  fliallbe  chine, 

Riches  which  never  poet  had  before. 
She  promis'd  me  to  raife  my  fortune  and  my  name, 
By  royal  favour,  and  by  endlefs  fame  ; 
But  never  told 
How  hard  they  v/ere  to  get,  how  difficult  to  hold. 
Thus  by  the  arts  of  this  moft  fly 
Deluder  was  I  caught. 
To  her  bewitching  bondage  brought. 
Eternal  conftancy  we  fwore, 
A  thoufand  times  our  vows  were  doubled  o'er  : 
And  as  we  did  in  our  entrancements  lie,  "^ 

I  thouglit  no  pkafure  e'er  was  wrought  fo  > 
No  pair  fo  happy  as  my  Mufe  and  I.   [high,  j 

VI. 

Ne'er  was  young  lover  half  fo  fond 
When  firll  his  pufilage  he  loft. 
Or  could  of  half  my  pleafure  boaft. 
We  never  met  but  we  cnjoy'd. 
Still  tranfported,  never  cloy'd. 
Chambers,  clofets,  fields  and  groves. 
Bore  witnefs  of  our  daily  loves  ; 
And  on  the  bark  of  every  tree 

You  might  the  marks  of  our  endearments  fee. 
Uiftichs,  pofies,  and  the  pointed  bits    T 

Oi  fatire  (v^'ritten  when  a  poet  meets  > 

His  Mufe's  caterwauling  fits)  J 

You  might  on  every  ihind  behold,  and  fvifear 

1  and  my  Ciio  had  been  at  it  there. 

Nay,  by  my  Jvlufe  too,  I  was  bleft 
With  offsprings  of  the  choiccft  kinds. 
Such  as  have  ]  Icas'd  the  nolilcft  mind?, 

And  been  approv'dby  judgments  of  the  beil. 
But  in  this  moft  tranfportiug  height, 
Whence  1  look'd  dawn,  and  laught  at  fate, 

All  of  a  fudden  I  v/as  nlter'd  grown  ;  ~i 

1  round  me  look'd,  and  found  myfclf  alone  ;    f 

My  faithltfs  Male,  my  faithkfs  Mufe,  wasf  '■ 
gone ;        '  J 


I  try'd  if  1  a  verfe  could  frame  : 
Oft  I  in  vain  involi'd  my  Clio's  naniv.-. 

The  more  I  ftrove,  the  more  I  f.ul'd,  -»  1 
I  chaf 'd,   I  bit  my  pen,  curft  my  dull  fkuU,  j 
and  rail'd,  L 

Refolv'd  to  force  m'  untoward  thought,  and  at  I 
the  laft  prevail'd.  J 

A  line  came  forth,  but  fuch  a  one, 
No  travelling  matron  in  her  child-birth  painn, 
Full  of  the  joyful  hopes  to  bear  a  fon. 
Was  more  aftonifti'd  at  th'  unlock'd-for  fnape 
Of  fome  deform'd  baboon,  or  ape. 
Than  I  was  at  the  hideous  iflue  of  my  brains. 
1  tore  my  paper,  ftabb'd  my  pen. 
And  fwore  I  \d  never  write  again, 
Refolv'd  to  be  a  doating  fool  no  more. 
But  when  my  reckoning  1  began  to  make,     "^ 
1  found  too  long  1  'd  flept,  and  was  too  late  f 
awake;  [fa.ke  I 

I  found  m'  ungrateful  Mufe,  for  whole  falfe  J 
I  did  myfelf  undo, 
Had  robb'd  me  of  my  deareft  ftnre. 
My  precious  time,  my  friends,  and  reputation  too; 
And  kft  me  helplefs,  frienditfs,  very  proud,  and 
poor. 

VII. 

Reafon,  which  in  bafc  bonds  my  folly  had  en- 
1  ftraight  to  council  caO'd  ;        [thrall'd, 
Like  fome  old  faithful  friend,  whom  long  ago 
I  had  cafhier'd,  to  pleafe  my  flattering  fair. 
To  me  with  readinefs  lie  did  repair, 
Exprefs'd  much  tender  cheerfulnefs,  to  find 
Experience  had  reftor'd  him  to  njy  mind ; 
And  loyally  did  to  me  fhew. 
How  much  himfelf  he  did  abufe, 
Wlio  credited  a  flattering,  falfe,  deftruiftive,  trea- 
c'lerous  Mufe. 
I  aflc'd  the  caufes  why.    He  faid, 
'Twas  never  kn  jwn  a  Mufe  e'er  ftaid 
When  Fortune  fled;  for  Fortune  is  a  bawd 
To  all  the  Nine  that  on  ParnafTus  dwell, 
Where  thofe  fo  fam'd  delightful  fountains  fvvcll 
Of  poetry,  which  there  does  ever  flow  ; 

And  where  wit's  lufty,  fliining  god 
Keeps  his  choice  fsraglio. 
So  whilft  our  fortune  fmiles,  our  thoughts  afpii  e, 
Pleafure  and  fame's  our  bufmefs,  and  defire, 

Then,  too,  if  we  find  ~\ 

A  proraptnefs  in  the  mind,  y 

The  Mufe  is  always  ready,  always  kind.  j 

But  if  th'  old  harlot,  Fortune,  once  denies       '~t 
Her  favour,  all  our  pleafure  and  rich  fancy  dies.  ( 
And  then  th'  young,  fiipt)cry  jilt,  the  Iviufe  too  C 
fiom  us  flits.  3j 

vni. 
To  the  whole  talc  I  gave  attention  due; 
And  as  right  f^arch  into  myfelf  1  made, 
I  found  all  he  had  f '.id 
Was  very  honcft,  very  true. 
O  how  1  hugg'ri  my  welcome  friend  .' 
And  much  my  Mule  I  could  not  difcommend! 
For  I  ne'er  liv'd  in  Fortune's  grace,    "\ 
She  always  turn'd  her  back,  and  fled  from  me^ 

apace. 
And  never  once  vcuclif.if 'd  tolet  me  fee  herface. 
Then,  to  cujifirm  me  more, 
F  f  iiij 
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He  drew  tlie  veil  of  dotage  from  my  eyes :     ~i 

See  here,  my  fon,  (faid  he)  the  valued  prize:  / 

Thy  fulfomc  Mufe  behold,  be  happy,  and  be  T 

wife.  3 

I  look'd.and  faw  the  rampant,  tawdry  quean, 

With  a  more  horrid  train 
Than  ever  yet  to  fatire  lent  a  tale. 

Or  haunted  Chloris  in  the  mall. 
The  firft  was  he  who  ftutik  of  that  rank  verfc 
In  v.'hich  he  wrote  his  Sodom  Farce  ; 
A  wretch  whom  old  dileafes  did  fo  bite,         T 
That  he  writ  bawdry  fure  in  ipite,     > 
To  ruin  and  difgrace  it  quite.  j 

Philofnpheis  of  old  did  fo  cxrrefs 
Their  art,  and  Ihew'd  it  in  their  naftinefs. 

Next  him  appear'd  that  biisndering  lot, 
Who  a  late  Seflion  of  the  Poets  wrote.' 
Nature  has  mark'tl  him  for  a  heavy  fool ; 

By  's  flat  broaa  i.izr.  you'll  know  theowl. 
The  other  birds  have  hoated  him  from  light ; 
Much  buffeting  has  niade  him  love  the  night, 
And  only  in  the  dark  he  ftrays ; 
Still  wretch  enough  to  live;  with  worfe  fools 
fpends  his  days. 
And  for  old  fhoes  and  fcraps  repeats  dull 

plays. 
The  next  there  followed,  to  make  up  the 
throng, 
Lord  Lampoon  and  Monfieur  Sonj;, 
Who  fought  her  love,  and  promis'dfor't, 
To  make  her  famous  at  the  court. 
The  city  poet  too  was  there, 
In  a  black  fattin  cap  and  his  own  hair,       [nour 
And  begg'd  that  he  might  have  the  ho- 
To  beget  a  pageant  on  her 
For  the  city's  next  lord  mayor. 
Her  favours  fbe  to  none  deny'd : 
They  took  her  all  by  turns  afide. 
Till  at  the  lafl  up  in  the  rear  there  came 
The  Poets'  fcandal,  and  the  Mufts'  fhame 
A  beaft  of  monftrous  guife,  and  Libel  wab 

his  name. 

But  let  me  paufe,  for  'twill  aflc  time  to  tell 
How  he  was  born,  how  bred  and  where,  and 
where  he  now  does  dwell. 
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He  paus'd,  and  thus  renew'd  his  tale. 
Down  in  an  obfcure  vale,  [^iff, 

'Midft  fogs  and  lens,  where  niifts  and  vapours 
Where  never  fun  was  fcen  by  eyes, 
Under  a  defcrt  wood,  ['orcd. 

Which  no  man  own,  but  all  wild  hearts  were 
And  kept  their  horrid  dens,  by  prey  farforag'd  fed, 
An  ill  pil'd  cottage  flood, 
Built  of  men's  bones  llaughter'd  in  civil  war, 
By  magic  art  brought  thither  from  afar, 

1'hcrc  liv'd  a  widow'd  witch, 
Thai  iis'd  to  mumble  curfes  eve  and  morn. 

Like  one  whom  wants  and  care  had  worn; 
Meagre  her  looks,  and  funk  her  eyes, 
Yet  mlfchiefs  fludy'd,  difcords  did  devife. 
Sh'  appeared  humble,  but  it  was  her  pride  : 
Slow  in  her  fpeech,  in  femblance  fandify'd. 
Still  when  (he  fpoke  flie  meant  another  way  ; 

And  when  flic  curs'dj  fhc  fcem*4  topra  y 


ace.     J 


OF    OTWAY, 

Hci  hellifh  charms  had  all  a  holy  drefs, 
And  bore  the  name  of  godlinefs, 
All  her  familiars  fcem'd  the  fons  of  Peace. 

Honeft  habits  they  all  wore. 

In  outward  fhcw  moft  lamb-like  and  divine : 

But  inward  of  all  vices  they  had  flore. 

Greedy  as  wolves,  and  feniual  too  as  fwine. 

Like  her,  the  lacrcd  fcriptures  they  had  all  by 

heart, 
Moll  eafily  could  quote,  and  turn  to  any  part. 
Backward  repeat  it  all,  as  witches  their  prayers  do. 
And,  for  their  turn,  interpret  backward  too. 
Idolatry  with  her  was  held  impure, 
Bscaufe,  befides  herfelf,  no  idol  fhe  'd  endure. 

I'hough  not  to  paint,  fhe  'd  arts  to  change 
the  face. 
And  alter  it  in  heavenly  fafliion. 
Lewd  whining  (he  defin'd  a  mark  of  grace, 
And  making  ugly  faces  wa«  mortification. 

Her  late  dcadpander  was  of  well  known  fame, 
Old  Prefbyter  Rebellion  was  his  name : 
She  a  fworn  foe  to  kin;3;,  his  pesce,  and  laws. 
So  will  be  ever,  and  was  cali'd  (bk-fs  us !)  the 
good  old  caufe. 

X. 

A  time  there  was  (a  fad  one  too) 
When  all  things  wore  the  face  of  woe. 
When  many  horrors  rag'd  in  this  our  land, 
And  a  deflroying  angel  was  fent  down, 
To  fcourge  the  pride  of  this  rebellious  town. 
He  came,  and  o'er  all  Britain  ftretch'd  his  con- 
quering hand : 
Till  in  th'  untrodden  ftreets  unwholfome  grafs 
Grew  of  great  ftalk,  its  colour  grofs, 
And  melancholic  poifonous  green ; 
Like  thofe  coarfe  fickly  weeds  on  an  old  dunghill 
fecn, 
Where  fome  murrain-murder'd  hoe, 
Poifon'd  cat,  or  ftrangled  dog, 
In  rottenneis  had  long  unbury'd  laid. 
And  the  cold  foil  produdive  made. 
Birds  of  ill  omen  hovcr'd  in  the  air. 
And  by  their  tries  bade  i;s  for  graves  prepare; 
And,  as  our  deftiny  they  feem'd  t'  unfold, 
Dr'opt  dead  of  the  lame  fate  they  had  foretold. 
That  dire  commilTion  ended,  down  there  came 
Another  angel  with  a  fword  of  flame  : 

Defolation  foon  he  made. 
And  our  new  Sodom  low  in  aflies  laid. 
Diflradtions  and  diflrufls  then  did  amongft  ns  rife, 
Wiicn,  in  her  pious  old  difguife. 
This  witch,  with  all  her  mifchief-making  train 
Began  to  fhew  herfelf  again.  [all; 

The  fons  of  Old  Rebellion  ftraight  fhe  fumtnon'd 
Straight  they  were  ready  at  her  call  : 
Once  more  th'  old  bait  before  their  eyes  fhc'^ 

That  and  her  love  they  lorg'd  to  tafle;  Q 
And  to  her  luft  fhe  drew  them  all  at  laft,       J 
So  Reuben  (we  may  read  of  heretofore) 
Was  led  aflray,  and  had  pollutions  with  his  fa« 
ther's  whore. 

XI. 

The  better  to  conceal  her  lewd  intent 
In  fafety  from  obfcrving  eyes, 
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Th'  old  ftrumpet  did  hcrfelf  difguifc 
in  comely  weeds,  and  to  the  city  went, 
Affedled  truth,  much  modcfty  and  grace, 
And  (like  a  worn  out  fuburb  trull)  paft  there  for 
a  new  face. 

Thither  all  her  lovers  flock'd. 
And  there  for  her  fupport  (lie  found 
A  wight,  of  whom  Fame's  trumpet  much  docs 

foijnd, 
With  all  ingredients  for  his  bufinefs  flock'd, 
Not  unlike  him  whofe  ftory  has  a  place 
In  th'  annals  of  Sir  Hudibras. 
Of  all  her  bufinefe  he  took  care,  ") 

And  every  knave  or  foul  that  tp  her  did  repair,  > 
Had  by  him  admittance  there.  j 

By  his  contrivance  to  her  did  refort 
All  who  had  been  difgufted  at  the  court. 

Thofe  whofe  ambition  had  been  croft, 
X3r  by  ill  manners  had  preferments  loft, 
"Were  thofe  on  whom  ftie  praiflis'd  mod  her 
charms. 
Lay  neareft  to  her  heart,  and  ofteneft  in  her  arms, 
Intereft  in  every  faftion,  every  fei5t,  fne  Cuught; 
And  to  her   lure,  flattering  their    hopes,   flie 

brought 
All  thofe  who  ufe  religion  for  a  fashion. 
Ail  fuch  as  pradife  forms,  and  take  great  pains 

To  make  their  godlinefs  their  gains, 
And  thrive  by  the  diftradlions  of  a  nation, 
She  by  her  art  infnar'd,  and  fetter'd  in  her  chains. 
Through  her  the  Atheift  hop'd  to  purchafe  to- 
leration. 
The  rebel  power  the  beggar'd  fpendihrift  lands. 
Out  of  the  king's  or  bifhop's  hands. 
Nay,  to  her  fide  at  laft  (he  drew  in  all  the  rude, 
Ungovernable,  headlong  multitude  : 
Promis'd  ftrange  liberties,  and  fure  redrefs 
Of  never-felt,  unheard-of  grievances  : 
Pamper'd  their  follies,  and  indulg'd  their  hopes. 
With  May-day  routs,  November  fquibs,and  burn- 
ing pafteboard  popes. 

XII. 

With  her  in  common  iuft  did  mingle  all  the  crcvir, 
Till  at  the  laft  flje  pregnant  grew. 
And  from  her  womb,  in  little  time,  brought 
forth 

This  monftrous,  and  detcfted  birth. 
Of  children  born  with  teeth  we'veheard. 
And  fome  like  comets  with  a  beard ; 
Which  feem'd  to  be  forerunners  of  dire  change : 

But  never  hitherto  was  feen, 
Bornfrom  a  Wapping  drab,  or  Shoreditch  quean, 
A  form  like  this,  fo  hideous  and  fo  ftrange. 
To  help  whofe  mother  in  her  pains,  there  came 
Many  a  well-known  dame. 
The  bawd  Hypocrify  was  there, 
And  madam  Impudence  the  fair  : 
Dame  Scandal  with  her  fquinting  eyes, 
That  loves  to  fet  good  neighbours  at  debate, 
And  raife  commotions  in  a  jealous  fiate. 
Was  there,  and  Malice,  queen  of  far  fpread  lies, 
With  all  their  train  of  frauds  and  forgeries. 
Put  midwife  Mutiny,  that  bufy  drab, 

That's  always  talking,  always  loud. 
Was  flie  that  firft  took  up  the  babe, 


And  of  the  o£Gce  moft  was  froud. 
Behold  its  head  of  horrid  form  appears : 
To  fpite  the  pillory,  it  had  no  ears. 
When  ftraight  the  bawd  cry'd  out,  'twas  furely 

To  the  bleft  family  of  Pryn.  [tin 

But  Scandal  cffer'd  to  depofe  her  word. 

Or  oath,  the  father  was  a  lord. 

The  nofe  was  ugly,  long,  atid  big,      ■) 

Broad,  and  fnouty,  like  a  pig  ;     [dig;C 
Which  ftiew'd  he  would  in  dunghills  love  toj 
l.ov'd  to  caft  ftinking  fatiresupin  ill-pil'd  rhymes. 
And  live  by  the  corruptions  of  unhappy  times. 

ZIII. 

They  promis'd  all  by  turns  to  take  him. 

And  a  hopeful  youth  to  make  him. 
To  nurfe  he  ftraight  was  fent 
To  a  fifter-witch,  though  of  another  fort. 
One  who  profeft  no  good,  nor  any  meant : 
All  day  Ihe  pradis'd  charms,  by  night  (he  hardly 

flept, 
Yet  in  the  outcafls  of  a  northern  fadious  town, 
A  little  fmoaky  manfion  of  her  own. 
Where  her  familiars  to  her  did  refort, 

A  cell  Ihe  kept. 
Hell  (he  ader'd,  and  Satan  was  her  god  ; 

And  many  an  ugly  loaihfome  toad 
Crawl'd  round  her  walls,  and  croak'd. 
Under  her  roof  all  difmal,  black,  and  fmok'd, 
Harbour 'd  beetles,  and  unwholfome  bats, 
Sprawling  nefts  of  little  cats; 
All  which  were  imps  Ihccherilh'd  with  her  blood. 
To  make  her  fpells  fucceed  and  good. 
Still  at  her  flirivel'd  beafts  they  hung,  whene'er 
mankind  (he  curft,  [nur(J. 

And  with  thefe  fofter-brethren  wasourmonfter 
In  little  time  the  hell-bred  brat 

Grew  plump  and  fat, 
Without  his  leading  ftrings  could  walk. 
And  (as  the  forcerefs  taught  him)  talk. 
At  feven  years  old  he  went  to  fchool. 
Where  firft  he  grew  a  foe  to  rule. 
Never  would  he  learn  as  taught. 
But  ftill  new  ways  a(rci5led,  and  new  methods 
Not  that  he  wanted  parts  [fought. 

T'  improve  in  letters,  and  proceed  in  arts ; 
But,  as  negligent  as  fly, 
Of  all  pervcrfenefs  brutifhly  was  full, 
(By  nati^re  idle)  lov'd  to  (hift  and  lie, 

And  was  obftinately  dull. 
Till,  fpite  of  Nature,  through  great  pains,  the  fot 
(And  th'  influence  of  th'  ill  genius  of  our  land) 
At  laft  in  part  began  to  undcrftand. 
Some  infight  in  the  Latin  tongue  he  got ; 
Could  fmatter  pretty  well,  and  write  too  a  plain 
hand. 

For  which  his  guardians  all  think  fit. 
In  compliment  to  his  moft  hopeful  wit. 

He  (hould  be  fent  to  learn  the  laws. 
And  out  of  the  good  old  to  raife  &  daom'd  ocw 
caufe. 

XIV. 

In  which  the  better  to  improve  his  mind. 

As  by  Nature  he  was  bent  [fiod. 

To  fearch  in  hidden  paths,  and  things  long  bwy'd 

A  wrstch'j  converfe  mucl;  he  (Jid  frc<iucnt ': 
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One  Who  this  •woild,  as  that  did  him,  difowu'd, 
And  ill  an  unfrequented  corner,  where 
Nothing  was  pleafant,  hardly  healthful  found, 

He  led  his  hated  life. 
Needy,  and  ev'n  of  neceflaries  bare, 
No-fervant  had  he,  children,  friend,  or  wife  : 
But  of  a  little  remnant,  got  by  fraud, 
/Tor  all  iL'l  turns  he  lov'd,  all  good  detefted,  and 
befiev'd  no  God) 
Thrice  in  a  week  he  chang'd  a  hoarded  groat,*^ 
With  which  of  beggarsfcrapshebought.  / 
Then  from  a  neighbouring  fountain  water  T 
gt't,  J 

Not  to  be  clean,  but  flake  his  thirft. 
Henever  bled  himfelf,  and  all  things  elfe  he  curfl. 
The  cell  in  which  he  (though  but  feldom)") 
Qept, 

Lay  like  a  den,  uncleans'd,  unfwept :  y 
And  there  thofc  jewels  which  he  lov'd  he  j 
kept ;  J 

Old  worn  out  flatutes,  and  records 
Of  common  privileges,  and  the  rights  of  lords. 
But  bound  up  by  themfclves  with  care  were  laid 
All  the  a61:s,  refolves,  and  orders,  made 
By  the  old  long  Kump-parliament, 
'    Through  all  the  changes  of  its  government  : 
from  which  with  readinefs  he  could  debate  ~i 
Concerning  matters  of  the  ftate,  f 

All  down  from  goodly  forty-one  to  horrid  forty- T 
eight.  J 

XV. 

His  friendfhip  much  our  nionfter  fought 
By  inllineft,  and  by  inclination  too  : 
So  without  much  ado 
They  were  together  brought. 
To  him  obedience  Libel  fwore,  and  by  hina  was 
he  taught. 
He  learn'd  of  him  all  goodnefs  to  deteft  ; 
To  be  afham'd  of  no  difgrace  ; 
•  In  all  things  but  obedience  to  be  beall: ; 
To  hide  a  covirard's  heart,  and  fhevv-  a  hardy  face. 
He  taught  him  to  call  government  a  clog, 

But  to  bear  beatings  like  a  dog  : 
T'  have  no  religion,  honefly,  or  fenfc. 
But  to  profefs  them  all  for  a  pretence. 

Fraught  with  thefe  morals,  he  began 
To  complete  him  more  for  man  : 
■  Diftinguilh'd  to  him  in  an  hour 
•"Twixt  Icgiflative  and  judicial  pov/er  ; 
H'.w  to  frame  a  commonwealth, 
And  democracy,  by  ftealth ; 
To  palliate  it  at  firft,  and  try,  T 

'Twas  but  a  well  mixt  monarchy,        C- 
And  tT<:a.(onfaliis  pofuii ;  j 

Into  rebellion  to  divide  the  nation, 
'By  fair  eomriiittees  of  aflociation  ; 

How  by  a  lawful  means  to  bring 
In  arms  againfl  himfelf  the  king, 
With  a  diflinguifliiiig  old  trick, 
'Twixt  perfons  natural  and  poli'it ; 

How  to  malce  faithful  fcrvaiits  trr.itors,  "J 

Thorough-pac'd  rebels  Icgillators,        C 

And  at  laft  troopers  adjutators.  j 

Thus  well  inform'd,  and  fiiriiilh'd  with  enough 

\Of  ftich  like  worjy,  canting  ftuiP, 


Our  blade  fct  forth,  and  quickly  grew 
A  leader  in  a  fa<3:iou3  crew. 
Where'er  he  came,  'twas  he  firft  filence  broke, 
And  fwell'd  with  every  word  he  fpoke. 
By  which  becoming  faucy  grace. 
He  gain'd  authority  and  place  : 
By  many  for  preferments  was  thought  fit, 
'     For  talking  trealbn  without  fear  or  wit ; 

For  opening  failings  in  the  flate ;        '^ 

For  loving  noify  and  unfound  debate,  ( 

And  wearing  of  a^myftical  green  ribband  in  r^ 

his  hat.  ^ 

XVI. 

Thus,  like  Alcides  in  his  Irion's  Ikin, 

He  very  dreadful  grew. 
But,  like  that  Hercules  when  Love  crept  in. 

And  th'  hero  to  his  diflaff  drew. 
His  foes  that  found  him  faw  he  was  but  man : 
So  when  my  faithlefs  Clio  by  her  fnare 
Had  brcught  him  to  her  arms,  and  I  furpris'd 
him  there, 
A.t  once  to  hate  and  fcorn  him  I  began ; 
To  fee  how  foolifhly  flie  'd  dreft, 
And  for  diverfion  trick'd  the  beaft. 
He  was  poetry  all  o'er. 
On  every  fide,  behind,  before  : 
About  him  nothing  could  I  fee 
But  party-colour'd  poetry. 
Painter's  advices,  litanies, 
Ballads,  and  all  the  fpurious  excefs 

Of  ills  that  malice  could  devife, 
Or  ever  fwarm'd  from  a  licentious  prei's, 

Hung  round  about  him  like  a  fptll : 
And  ia  his  own  hand  too  was  writ, 
That  worthy  piece  of  modern  wit. 
The  country's  late  appeal. 
But  from  futh  ills  when  will  our  wretched  ftate 
Be  freed?  andwhofhall  crufh  this  ferpent's  head? 
'Tis  laid  we  may  in  ancient  legends  read 
Of  a  huge  dragon  fent  by  fate 
To  lay  a  linful  kingdom  waflc  :  "y 

So  through  it  all  he  rang'd,  devouring  as  he  pafl,  > 
And  each  day  with  a  virgin  broke  his  fall :  3 
I'ill  wretched  matrons  curft  their  womb. 
So  hardly  was  their  lofs  endur'd  : 
The   lovers  all  defpair'd,   and  fought  their 
tombs  [cur'd. 

In  the  fame  monfler's  jaws,  and  of  their  pains  were 
Till,  like  our  monfler  too,  and  with  the  fa.mt; 
Curft  ends,  to  the  metropolis  he  came  ; 
His  cruelties  rcnew'd  again, 
And  every  day  a  maid  was  flain.     ' 
The  curfe  through  every  fair.ily  had  part. 

When  to  the  facrifice  at  lull 
Th*  unhappy  monarch's  only  child  muft  bow: 
A  royal  daughter  needs  niufl  fufTcr  then,  a  royal 
brother  now. 

XVII. 

On  him  this  dragon  Libel  needs  will  prey  ; 
On  him  has  tall 
His  lotdid  venom,  and  profan'd 
With  I'purious  veilc  his  fpotlcls  fame, 
Which  fti?.ll  for  ever  fiand 
Unblemifli'd,  and  to  ages  laft. 
When  r.li  his  foes  lie  buried  in  their  r.iamc. 
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Elfe  tell  me  why  (fome  prophet  that  is  wife) 
Heaven  took  fuch  care 
To  make  him  every  thing  that's  rare. 
Dear  to  the  heart,  defirous  to  the  eyes. 
Why  do  ail  good  men  blefs  him  as  he  goes  ? 
Wli.y  at  his  prefence  fhrink  his  foes  ? 
yhy  do  the  brave  all  ilrive  his  honour  to  defend  ? 
Why  through  the  world  is  he  diftinguilh'd  moft 

By  titles,  which  but  few  can  boaft, 
A  moft  ju(t  mailer,  and  a  faithful  friend  i 
One  who  never  yet  did  wrong 
To  high  or  low,  to  old  or  young  ? 
Of  him  what  orphan  can  complain  ? 

Of  him  what  widow  make  her  moan  ? 
But  fuch  as  wilh  him  here  again. 
And  mifs  his  goodnefs  now  he's  gone. 
If  this  be  (as  I  am  fure  'tis)  true  ; 
Then  pr'ythee,  prophet,  tell  me  too, 
Why  lives  he  in  the  world's  efteem, 
Not  one  man's  foe  ?  and  then  why  are  not  all 
men  friends  with  him  ? 

XVIII. 

Whene'er  his  life  w«s  fet  at  ftake 
For  his  ungrateful  country's  fake, 
What  dangers  or  what  labours  did  they  ever  ftiun? 
Or  what  wonders  has  not  done  ? 
Watchful  all  night,  and  bufy  all  the  day, 
(Spreading  his  fleet  in  fight    of  Holland's 
Ihore) 
Triumphantly  ye  faw  his  flags  and  ftreamers  play. 
Then  did  the  Englllh  lion  roar, 
Whilft  the  Belgian  couchant  lav. 
Big  with  the  thoughts  of  conqueft  and  renown, 

Of  Britain's  honour,  and  his  own, 
To  them  he  like  a  threatening  comet  fhin'd, 
Rough  as  the  fea,  and  furious  as  the  wind  ; 
But  conftant  as  the  liars  that  never  move, 
Or  as  women  would  have  love. 
The  trembling  genius  of  their  flate 
Look'd  out,  and  itraight  fhrunk  back  his 
head. 
To  fee  our  daring  banners  fpread  : 
Whilft  in  their  harbours  they 
Like  batte 
The  winds,  when  our 

their  flags  to  play 

But  drooping  like  their  captains'  hearts. 
Each  pendant,  every  ftreamer  hung  : 
The  feamen  feem'd  t'  have  loft  their  arts : 
Their  fhips  at  anchor  now, of  which  w'  had  heard 

them  boaft. 
With  ill  furl'd  fails  and  rattling  loofe,  by  every 

billow  toft, 
;         Lay  Uke  negled:ed  harps,  untun'd,  unftrung  ; 
Till  at  the  laft,  provok'd  with  fhanie. 
Forth  from  their  dens  the  baited  foxes  came  ; 
Foxes  in  council,  and  in  fight  too  grave; 
Seldom  true,  and  now  not  brave  : 
.  They  blufter'd  out  the  day  with  ftiew  of  fight, 
And  ran  away  in  the  good-natur'd  night. 

XIX. 

A  bloody  battle  next  was  fought,  T 

And  then  in  triumph  home  a  welcome  fleet  he  ^ 

brought,  ( 

With  Jpoils  of  vi&orj  and  glory  fraught.  J 


r  daring  banners  Ipread  : 
their  harbours  they  T 

en'd  mnnfters  weltering  lay;  ( 
ir's  th'  ad  kifs'd  fcorn'd  with  C 
I  play ;  J 


To  him  then  every  heart  was  open,  down 
From  the  great  man  to  the  clown : 
In  him  rejoic'd,  to  him  inclin'd; 
And  as  his  health  round  the  glad  board  did  pafs. 
Each  honeft  fellow  cry'd,  Fill  full  my  glafs ; 
And  ftiew'd  the  fulnefs  of  his  mind. 
No  difcontented  vermin  of  ill  times 

Durft  then  affront  him  but  in  fliew ; 
Nor  Libel  dalh  him  with  his  dirty  rhymes; 
Nor  may  he  live  in  peace  that  does  it  now. 

And  whofe  heart  would  not  wilh  fo  too. 
That  had  but  feen 
When  his  tumultuous  mifled  foes 

Againft  him  rofe. 
With  what  heroic  grace 
He  chofe  the  weight  of  wrong  to  undergo  ! 
No  tempeft  on  hi<ibtow,  unalter'd  in  his  face. 
True  witncfs  of  the  innocence  within. 
But,  when  the  meflengers  did  mandates  bring 
For  his  retreat  to  foreign  land. 
Since  fent  from  the  relenting  hand 
Of  the  moft  loving  brother,  kindeft  king  ; 
If  in  his  heart  regret  did  rife, 
It  never  fcap'd  his  tongue  or  eyes; 
With  fteady  virtne  'twas  allay'd, 
And  like  a  mighty  conqueror  he  obey'd. 

XX. 

It  was  a  dark  and  gloomy  day. 

Sad  as  the  bufinefs,  fullen  too 

As  proud  men,  when  in  vain  they  woo, 

Or  foldiers  cheated  of  their  pay. 

The  Court,  where  pleafures  us'd  to  flo\T, 
Became  the  fcene  of  mourning  and  of  woe  : 

Defolate  was  every  room, 
Where  men  fur  news  and  buCnefs  us'd  to  come  : 
With  folded  arms  and  downcaft  eyes  men  walk'd 

In  corners,  and  with  caution  talk'd. 

All  things  prepar'd,  the  hour  drew  near 
When  he  muft  part :  his  laft  (hort  time  was  fpent 
In  leaving  blelTings  on  his  children  dear  : 
I'o  them  with  eager  hafte  and  love  he  went ; 
The  eldeft  firft  embrac'd. 

As  new-born  day  in  beauty  bright. 

But  fad  in  mind  as  deepeft  night :  [paft. 
What  tendereft  hearts  could  fay,  betwixt  them 

Till  grief  too  dole  upon  them  crept ; 
So  fighing  he  withdrew,  ftie  turn'd  away  and  wept. 
Much  of  the  father  in  his  brealt  did  rife, 

V/hen  on  the  next  he  fix'd  his  eyes, 
A  tender  infant  in  the  nurfe's  arms, 

Full  of  kind  play,  and  pretty  charms : 
And  as  to  give  the  farewell  kifs  he  near  it  drew. 
About  his  maniy  neck  two  little  arms  it  threw; 
Smli'd  in  his  eyes,  as  if  it  begg'd  his  ftay, 

And  iock'd  kind  things  it  could  not  fay. 

XXI. 

But  the  great  pomp  of  grief  was  yet  to  come. 
Th'  appointed  time  was  almoft  paft, 
Th'  impatient  tides  knock'd  at  the  fliore,  and  bi4 
him  hafte 
To  feek  a  foreign  home  ; 
The  fummons  he  rcfolv'd  t'obey, 
Difdaining  of  his  fuffcrings  to  complain. 

Though  every  fttp  feem'd  trod  with  pain  i 
So  forth  he  came,  stteuced  on  his  way 
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By  a  fad  lamenting  throng, 
That  bleft  him,  and  about  him  hung. 
A  weight  his  generous  heart  could  hardly  bparj 

But  for  the  comfort  that  was  near, 
His  beauteous  Mate,  the  fountain  of  his  joys, 

That  fed  his  foul  with  love ; 
The  cordial  that  can  mortal  pains  remove, 
To  which  all  worldly  bleflings  elfe  are  toys. 
I  faw  thenn  ready  for  departure  ftand ;  n 

Jull  when  approach'd  the  Monarch  of  our/ 
land,  [hand  :  T 

And   took   the  charming  Mourner   by  thej 
T'  exprefs  all  nobleft  offices  he  fin  ve, 
Of  royal  goodnefs,  and  a  brother's  love. 
Then  down  to  the  {bore  fide. 
Where  to  convey  them  did  two  royal  barges  ride. 
With  folemn  pace  they  pafs'd. 
And  there  fo  tenderly  embrac'd. 
All  griev'd  by  fympathy  to  fee  them  part. 
And  their  kind  pains  touch'd  each  by-ftander's 
heart. 
Then  hand  in  hand  the  pity'd  pair 
Turn'd  round  to  face  their  fate ; 
She  ev'n  amidil  affliftions  fair, 
He,  though  opprefl,  flill  great. 
Into  th*  expefting  boat  with  hafte  they  went, 
Where,  as  the  troubled  Fair-one  to  the  fhore  fome 
tvifhes  fent 
For  that  dear  pledge  fh'ad  left  behind, 
And'as  her  paffion  grew  too  mighty  for  her  mind, 
She  of  fome  tears  her  eyes  beguil'd. 
Which,  as  upon  her  cheek  they  lay. 
The  happy  hero  kifs'd  away. 
And,  as  (he  wept,  blufh'd  with  difdain,  and  fmil'd. 
Strait  forth   they  launch    into    the    high-fwoln 

Thames ; 
The  well-ftruck  oars  lave  up  the  yielding  flreams. 
All  fix'd  their  longing  eyes,  and  wifhing  flood. 
Till  they  were  got  into  the  wider  flood ; 
Till  lefTen'd  out  of  fight,  and  feen  no  more, 
Then  figh'd,  and  turn'd  into  the  hated  fhore. 


PH^DRA  TO  HIPPOLYTUS. 

TRANSLATED  OUT  OF  OVID. 
7Af  ArgUKicnf, 
Thefcus,  the  fon  of  jEgeus,  having  flain  the  Mi- 
notaur, promifed  to  Ariadne,  the  daughter  of 
Minos  and  Pafiphae,  for  the  afliflance  which 
fhe  gave  him,  to  carry  her  home  with  him,  and 
make  her  his  wife  ;  fo  together  with  her  fifter 
Phsdra  they  went  on  board  and  failed  to  Chios, 
•where  being  warned  by  Bacchus,  he  left  Ari- 
adne, and  married  her  fifter  Phsedra,  who  after- 
w.ards,  in  Thefcus  her  hufband's  abfence,  fell 
in  love  with  Hipjiclytus  her  fon-in-law,  who 
had  vow'd  celibacy,  and  was  a  hunter  ;  where- 
iore,  fince  fhe  could  not  conveniently  otherwifc, 
fhe  chofe  by  this  epiflle  to  give  him  an  account 
of  her  paffion. 

If  thou'rt  unkind  I  ne'er  fhall  health  enjoy, 
T".t  much  1  -wjfh  to  thee,  my  lovely  boy : 


and 


Read  this,  and  reading  how  my  foul  i*  feiz'J, 
Rather  than  not,  be  with  my  ruin  pleas'd  : 
Thus  fecrets  fafe  to  farthefl  fhores  may  mov?  ; 
By  letters  f  jcs  converfe,  and  learn  to  love. 
Thrice  my  fad  tala,  as  I  to  tell  it  fry'd, 
Upon  my  faultering  tongue  abortive  dy'd  ; 
Long  Shame  prevail'd,  nor  could  be  conquer'4 

quite. 
But  wh^t  I  blufh'd  to  fpeak.Love  made  me  write. 
'Tis  dangerous  to  refifl  the  power  of  Love, 
The  g()ds  obey  him,  and  he's  king  :*bove  ; 
\{c  clear'd  the  doubts  that  did  my  niinJ  confound, 
And  promis'd  me  to  bring  thee  hither  bound  ; 
Oh  may  he  come,  and  in  that  breaft  of  thine 
Fix  a  kind  dart,  and  make  it  flame  like  mine  ! 
Yet  of  my  vvedlock  vows  I'll  lofe  no  care, 
Search  back  through  all  my  fame,  thou'lt  find  it 

fair. 
But  Love  long  breeding  to  worft  pain  does  turn  y 
Outward  unharm'd,  within,  within  I  burn  ! 
As  the  young  bull  or  courfer  yet  untam'd, 
When   yok'd   f.r   bridled   firft,  are    pinch'd 

maimd  ; 
So  my  unpradlis'd  heart  In  love  can  find 
No  refl,  th'  unwonted  weight  fo  toils  my  mind  ; 
When   yoin^.    Love's    pangs   by   arts   we  may 

remove. 
But  in  our  riper  y^'ars  with  rage  we  love. 
Jo  thee  I  yield  then  all  my  dear  renown. 
And  pr'ythee  let's  together  be  undone.  [roffe, 

Who  would   not  pluck  the  new-blown  bluihing 
Or  the  ripe  fruit  that  courts  him  as  it  grows  ? 
But  if  my  virtue  hitherto  has  gain'd 
Efleem  for  fpotlefs,  fhall  it  now  be  ftain'd  ? 
Oh,  in  thy  love  I  fhall  no  hazard  run  ; 
'Tis  not  a  fin,  but  when  'tis  coarfely  done. 
And  now  fliouhl  Juno  leave  her  Jove  to  me, 
I'd  quit  that  Jove,  Hippolytus,  f (  r  thee  : 
Believe  me  too,  with  flrange  defires  I  change, 
Amongft  wild  beafts  I  Ion?  with  thee  to  range. 
To  thy  delights  and  Delia  I  incline, 
Make  her  my  goddefs  too,  becatife  fhe's  thine  : 
I  long  to  know  the  woods,  to  drive  the  deer. 
And  o'er  the  mountain's  tops  my  hounds  to  cheer, 
Shaking  my  dart ;  then,  the  chafe  ended,  lie    [by? 
Stretch'd  on  the  grafs ;  and  would'ft  not  thou  be 
Oft  in  light  chariots  I  with  pleafurc  ride. 
And  love  myfelf  the  furious  fleeds  to  guide. 
Now  like  a  Bacchanal  more  wild  i  flray. 
Or  old  Cybele's  priefls,  as  mad  as  they 
When  under  Ida's  hills  they  offerings  pay  : 
Ev'n  mad  as  thofe  the  deities  of  night 
And  water,  Fauns  and  Dryads,  do  affright. 
But  flill  each  little  interval  \  gain. 
Eafily  find  'tis  love  breeds  all  my  pain. 
Sure  on  our  race  love  like  a  fate  does  fall, 
And  Venus  will  have  tribute  of  us  all 
Jove  lov'd  Europa,  whence  my  father  came. 
And,  to  a  bull  transform'd,  enjoy'd  the  dame  : 
She,  like  my  mother,  languifh'd  to  obtain. 
And  fiU'd  her  womb  with  fhame  as  well  as  pain, 
The  faithlefs  Thefeus  by  my  filler's  aid 
The  monfler  flew,  and  a  fafe  conquefl  made : 
Now,  in  that  family  my  right  to  favc, 
I  3,m  at  hft  on  the  fsune  terme  a  Have  t 
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'Twas  fatal  to  mv  fi(>er  and  to  me, 

She  lov'd  -hy  father  bu   my  ch.  ice  was  thee. 

X^er  mcnumer.ts  of  triumph  then  be  fhown 

Ff"  ■  fvv  J  unhappy  nymphs  by  you  undone. 

Wli.ii  firft  our  vows  wtre  to  tlcufis  P^'<J» 

■Mould  I  had  in  a  Cretan  grave  been  laid ; 

'Twas  there  thou  didft  a  perfedl  conqueft  gain, 

Whilft  love's  fierce  fever  rag'd  in  every  vein  -. 

W-i'-e  was  thy  robe,  a  garland  deck'd  thy  head, 

A    .Todell  blufli  thy  comely  face  o'erfjiread  : 

Tl'.st  face,  which  niay  be  terrible  in  arms. 

But  graceful  feem'd  to  me,  and  full  of  charms  : 

1  jovf-  the  mar  whofe  fafhion's  leaft  his  care, 

Ai:d  batf  my  fex's  coxcombs  fine  and  fair  ; 

tor  V  hilft  'hus  plain  thy  carelefs  locks  let  fly, 

Th'  utipolifli'd  form  is  beauty  in  my  eye. 

If  I   ou  but  ride,  or  fliake  the  trembling  dart, 

I  fix  my  eyes,  and  Wonder  at  thy  art : 

T^'  fee  thee  poife  the  javelin  moves  delight. 

And  all  thou  doft  is  lovely  in  my  fight : 

But  to  the  woods  thy  cruelty  refign. 

Nor  treat  it  with  fo  poor  a  life  as  mine. 

Mufl  cold  Diana  be  ador'd  alone, 

Muft  ftie  have  all  thy  vovi^s,  and  Venus  none  ? 

That  pleafure  palls,  if  'tis  enjoy 'd  too  long ; 

Love  makes  the  weary  firm,  the  feeble  flrong. 

For  Cynthia's  fake  unbend  and  eafe  thy  bow, 

£lfe  to  thy  arm  'twill  weak  and  ufekfs  grow. 

Famous  was  Cephalus  in  wood  and  plain, 

And  by  him  many  a  boar  and  pard  was  flain, 

Yet  to  Aurora's  love  he  did  incline, 

Who  wifely  left  old  age  for  youth  like  thine. 

Under  the  fpreading  (hades  her  amorous  boy. 

The  fair  Adonis,  Venus  could  enjoy ; 

Atalanta's  love  too  Meleager  fought, 

And  to  her  tribute  paid  of  all  he  caught : 

Be  thou  and  I  the  next  bleft  fyjvan  pair  ; 

"Where  love's  a  ftranger,  woods  but  deferts  are. 

With   thee,  through   dangerous   ways   unknown 

before, 
I'll  rove,  and  fearlefs  face  the  dreadful  boar. 
Between  two  leas  a  little  iflhmus  lies, 
WTicre  on  each  fide  the  beating  billows  rife. 
There  in  Trazcna  I  thy  love  will  meet, 
More  bleft  and  pleas'd  than  in  my  native  Crete. 
As  we  could  wifti,  old  Thefeus  is  away 
At  ThefTaly,  where  always  let  him  ftay 
With  his  Perlthoiis,  whom  well  I  fee 
Preferr'd  above  Hippolytus  or  me. 
N'T  has  he  only  thus  expreft  his  hate  ; 
We  both  have  fuffer'd  wrcngs  of  mighty  weight : 
My  brother  firft  he  cruelly  did  flay,  ") 

Then  from  my  fitter  falfly  ran  away,  > 

And  left  expos'd  to  every  beafl  a  prey :  3 

A  warlike  queen  to  thee  thy  being  gave, 
A  mother  worthy  of  a  fon  lb  brave. 
From  cruel  Thefeus  yet  her  death  did  find. 
Nor,  though  fhe  gave  him  thee,  could  make  him 

kind. 
Unwedded  too  he  murdet'd  her  in  fpight, 
To  baftardize,  and  rob  thee  of  thy  right : 
And  if,  to  wrong  thee  more,  two  fons  I've  brought, 
Believe  it  his,  and  none  of  Phaedra's  fault : 
Rather,  thou  faireft  thing  the  earth  contains, 
1  wifh  at  firft  fd  dy'd  of  mother's  paijis. 


How  canfl  thou  reverence  then  thy  father's  bed. 

From  which  himfelf  fo  a^jeAly  is  fled  ? 

The  tl-.ought  afirights  not  me,  but  me  inflames; 

Mother  and  fon  are  notions,  very  names 

Qf  vs'orn-nut  piety,  in  fafhion  then 

When  old  dull  Saturn  rul'd  the  race  of  men  ; 

But  braver  Jove  taught  pleafure  was  no  fin. 

And  with  his  fifter  did  himfelf  begin. 

Nearnefs  of  blwod  and  kindred  beft  we  prow, 

When  we  exprefs  it  in  the  clofeft  love. 

Nor  need  we  fear  our  fault  fhonld  be  reveal'd ; 

'Twill  under  near  relation  be  conccal'di      [crown 

And  all  who  hear  our  loves,  with  praife  fhall 

A  mother's  kindnefs  to  a  grateful  fon. 

No  aeed  at  midnight  in  the  dark  to  ftray,  "y 

T'  unlock  the  gates,  and  cry,  My  love,  this  way '.  V 

No  bufy  fpies  our  pleafures  to  betray.  y 

But  in  one  houfe,  as  heretofore,  we'll  live ; 

In  public,  kifles  take ;  in  public,  give  ; 

Though  in  ray  bed  thou'rt  feen,  'twill  gain  applaufe 

From  all,  whilft  none  have  fenfe  to  gucfs  the  caufc : 

Only  make  hafte,  and  let  this  league  be  fign'd ; 

So  may  my  tyrant  Love  to  thee  be  kind. 

For  this  I  am  a  humble  fuppliant  grown ; 

Now  where  are  all  my  boafts  of  greatnefs  gone  ? 

I  fwore  I  ne'er  would  yield,  refolv'd  to  fight, 

Deceiv'd  by  Love,  that's  feldom  in  the  right  ; 

Now  on  my  own  I  crawl  to  clafp  thy  knees; 

What's  decent  no  true  lover  cares  or  fees  : 

Shame,  like  a  beaten  foldier,  leaves  the  place. 

But  beauty's  blufhes  ftill  are  in  my  face. 

Forgive  this  fond  confeflion  which  I  make, 

And  then  fome  pity  on  my  fufferings  take. 

What  though  'midft  feas  my  father's  empire  lies; 

Though  my  great  grandfire  thunder  from  the  Ikies ; 

What  though  my  father's  fire  in  beams  dreft  gay 

Drives  round  the  burning  chariot  of  the  day; 

Their  honour  all  in  me  to  Love's  a  flave, 

Then,  though  thou  wilt  not  me,  their  honour  fave. 

Jove's  famous  ifland,  Crete,  in  dower  Fil  bring. 

And  there  ftiall  my  Hippolytus  be  king  : 

For  Venus'  fake  then  hear  and  grant  my  prayer, 

So  niay'il  thou  never  love  a  fcornful  fair  ; 

In  fields  fo  may  Diana  grace  thee  ftill. 

And  every  wood  afford  thee  game  to  kill ; 

So  may  the  Mountain  Gods  and  Satyrs  all 

Be  kind,  fo  may  the  boar  before  thee  fall ; 

So  may  the  Water-nymphs  in  heat  of  day, 

Though  thou  their  fex  defpife,  thy  thirft  allay. 

Millions  of  tears  to  thefe  my  prayers  I  join, 

Which  as  thou  read'ft  with  thofe  dear  eyes  i 

thine,  [mine,  j 

Think  that  thou  fee'ft  the  ftreams  that  flow  from,, 
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Mr  much  loy'd  friend,  when  thou  art  from  my 

eyes. 
How  do  I  loathe  the  day,  and  light  defpife ! 
Night,  kinder  night's  the  much  more  welcome 

gueft. 
For  though  it  bring  fmall  eafe,  it  hides  at  leaft ; 

«  See  the  Aofvrer,in  "  Duke's  t(j<Kni.'[ 
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Or  if  e'er  lumbers  and  my  eyes  agree,  [thee. 

'Tis  when  they're  crown'd  with  pleafing  dreams  of 
Laft  night  mcthought  (heaven  make  the  next  as 

kind ! 
Pree  as  firfl  innocence,  and  uncnnfin'd 
As  our  firft  parents  in  their  Eden  were. 
Ere  yet  condemn'd  to  eat  their  bread  with  care; 
We  two  together  wander'd  through  a  grove,     T 
Twas  green  beneath  us,  and  all  fhade  above,      V 
Mild  as  our  friendfhip,  fpringing  as  our  love ;    J 
Hundreds  of  cheerful  birds  fiU'd  every  tree, 
And  fung  their  joyful  fongs  of  liberty  ; 
While  through  the  gladfome  choir  well  pleas'd  we 

walk'd. 
And  of  our  prefent  valued  flate  thus  talk'd  : 
How  happy  are  we  in  this  fweet  retreat .' 
Thu5  humbly  blefty  who'd  labour  to  be  great  ? 
Who  for  preferments  at  a  court  would  wait. 
Where  every  gudgeon's  nibbling  at  the  bait  ? 
What  filh  of  fenfe  would  on  that  flial'.ow  lie, 
Amongft  the  little  ilarving  wriggling  fry, 
That  throng  and  crowd  each  other  for  a  tafte 
Of  the  deceitful,  painted,  poifon'd  pafle  ; 
When  the  wide  river  he  behind  him  fees. 
Where  he  may  launch  to  liberty  and  eafe  ? 
No  cares  or  bufinefs  here  difturb  our  hours, 
While,  underneath  thefe  fiiady  peaceful  bowers, 
In  cool  delight  and  innocence  we  flray. 
And  midft  a  thoufand  p!eafure3  wafte  the  day; 
Sometimes  upon  a  river's  bank  we  lie, 
"Where  fkimming  fwallows  o'er  the  furface  fly, 
Juft  as  the  fun,  declining  with  his  beams, 
iviffis  and  gently  warms  the  gliding  ftreams; 
Amidfl  whofe  current  rifing  fifiies  play. 
And  roll  in  wanton  liberty  away. 
Perhaps  hard  by  there  grows  a  little  bufh, 
On  which  the  linnet,  nightingale,  and  thruflt. 
Nightly  their  folemn  orgies  meeting  keep. 
And  fmg  their  vefpers  e'er  they  go  to  fleep  : 
There  we  two  lie,  between  us  may  he's  fpread 
Some  books,  few  underfland,  though  many  read. 
Sometimes  we  Virgil's  facred  leaves  turn  o'er, 
Still  wondering,  and  ftill  finding  caufc  for  more. 
How  Juno's  rage  did  good  jtineas  vex. 
Then  how  he  had  revenge  upon  her  fex 
In  Dido's  ftare,  whom  bravely  he  cnjoy'd. 
And  quitted  her  as  bravely  too  when  cloy'd ; 
He  ki-.ew  the  fatal  danger  of  h'er  charms, 
And  fcnrn'd  to  melt  his  virtue  in  her  arms. 
Next  Nifus  and  Enryalus  we  admire. 
Their  gentle  friendfliip,  and  their  martial  fire; 
We  praife  their  valour,  'caufe  yet  match'd  by  none, 
And  love  their  friendfhip,  fo  much  like  oar  own. 
Put  when  to  give  our  mii:ds  a  feaft  indeed, 
Horace,  bed  known  and  lov'd  bythee,  we  read, 
Who  can  our  tranfports,  or  our  lungings.tel). 
To  talT-c  of  pleafuves,  prais'd  by  him  fo  well  ? 
M'ith  tlioughts  of  love  and  wine  by  him  we're  fir'd, 
'I'wo  things  in  fweet  retirement  much  defir'd  : 
A  generous  bottle  and  a  lovefome  flie, 
Arc  th'only  joys  in  nature  next  to  'hce  : 
To  which  retiring  quietly  at  night. 
If  (as  that  only  can  J  to  add  delight, 
When  to  our  little  cottage  we  repair. 
We  fmd  a  friend  or  two,  we'd  wifh  foi'  tlicrc, 
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Dear  Beverly,  kind  as  parting  lovers  tearS, 
Adderly,  honefl  as  the  fword  he  wears, 
Wilfon,  profefling  friendfhip  yet  a  friend. 
Or  Short,  beyond  what  numbers  can  commend. 
Finch,  full  of  kindnefs,  generous  as  his  blood, 
Watchful  to  do,  to  modefl  merit,  good  ; 
Who  have  forfook  the  vile  tumultnous  town, 
And  for  a  tafte  of  life  to  us  cbme  down ; 
With  eager  arms,  how  clofely  we  embrace  ! 
What  joys  in  every  heart,  and  every  face ! 
The  moderate  table's  quickly  cover'd  o'er. 
With  choiceft  m.eats  at  leaft,  though  not  with  ftore  f 
Of  bottles  next  fucceeds  a  goodly  train, 
Full  of  what  cheers  the  heart,  and  fires  the  brain  : 
Each  waited  on  by  a  bright  virgin  glafs. 
Clean,  found,  and  (hining  like  its  drinker's  lafs. 
Then  down  we  fit,  while  every  genius  tries 
T'  improve,  till  he  deferves  his  facrifice  : 
No  faucy  hour  prefumes  to  ftint  delight,      [night. 
We  laugh,  love,  drink,  and  when  that's  done  'tis 
Well  warm'd  and  pleas'd,  as  we  think  fit  we'll  part. 
Each  fakes  th'  obedient  treafure  of  his  heart. 
And  leads  her  willing  to  his  filent  bed. 
Where  no  vexatious  cares  come  near  hi 
But  every  fenfe  with  perfe<5l  pleafure'i 
Till  in  full  joy  diflblv'd,  each- falls  afleep 
With  twining  limbs,  that  flill  love's  pofture  keep  j 
At  dawn  of  niorning  to  renew  delight. 
So  quiet  craving  Love,  till  the  next  night  : 
Then  we  the  drowfy  cells  of  fleep  forfake. 
And  to  our  books  our  earlieft  vifit  make  ; 
Or  elfe  our  thoughts  to  their  attendance  call, 
And  there,  methinks.  Fancy  fits  queen  of  all ; 
While  the  poor  under-faculties  refort, 
And  to  her  fickle  majefly  make  court ; 
The  i!nderflandlng  firfl  comes  plainly  clad. 
But  ufefully;  no  entrance  to  be  had. 
Next  comes  the  will,  that  bully  of  the  mind. 
Follies  wait  on  him  in  a  troop  behind  ; 
He  meets  reception  from  the  antic  queen,  "y 

Who  thinks  her  majefty's  moft  honour'd,  when  >- 
Attended  by  thcfe  fine-drefl  gentlemen.  j 

Reafon,  the  honefl  counfellor,  this  knows, 
And  into  court  with  refolute  virtue  goes  ; 
I^ets  Fancy  fee  her  loofe  irregular  fway. 
Then  how  the  flattering  follies  fneak  away  I 
This  image,  when  it  came,  too  fiercely  fhoofc 
My  brain,  which  its  foft  quiet  flraight  forfook; 
When  waking  as  I  tad  my  eyes  around, 
Nuthing  but  old  loath'd  vanities  I  found  ; 
No  grove,  no  freedom,  and,  what's  worfe  to  me. 
No  friend  ;  for  I  have  none  ccmpar'd  with  thee. 
Soon  then  my  thoughts  with  their  old  tyrant  Care 
Were  feiz'd  •  which  to  divert,  I  fram'd  this  prayer  : 
Gods!  life's  your  gift,  then  feafon't  with  fuck 
fate. 
That  v.'hat  ye  meant  a  blefiing  prove  no  weight. 
Let  me  to  the  remoteft  part  be  whirl'd. 
Of  this  your  play-thing  made  in  hafte,  the  world  j 
But  grant  me  quiet,  liberty,  and  peace. 
By  day  what's  needful,  and  at  night  foft  Cafe  ; 
The  friend  I  truft  in,  and  the  fhc  I  love. 
Then  fix  me ;  and  if  e'er  I  wifh  remove, 
Make  me  as  great  (that's  wretched)  as  ye  can, 
Set  me  in  power,  the  woefull'fb  flate  of  man; 


To  be  by  fools  mifled,  to  knaves  a  prey, 
But  make  life  what  I  aflc,  or  tak't  away. 
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TO  MR.  CREECH, 

UPON  ins 

7RANSLAriON  OF  LUCRETIU3. 

Sir,  when  your  book  the  firfl.  time  came  abroad, 
1  muft  confefs  I  flood  amaz'J  and  aw'd  ; 
For,  as  to  fome  good-nature  I  pretend, 
I  fear'd  to  read,  left  I  fhould  not  commend. 
Lucretius  Englifh'd  !  'twas  a  work  might  (hake 
The  power  of  Englilb  verfe  to  undertake. 
This  all  men  thought ;  but  you  are  born,  we  find, 
T'  outdo  the  expedtations  of  mankind  ; 
Since  you've  fo  well  the  noble  tafk  perform'd, 
Envy's  appeas'd,  and  prejudice  difarm'd  : 
For  when  the  rich  original  we  perufc. 
And  by  it  try  the  metal  you  produce, 
Though  there  indeed  the  pureft  ore  we  find, 
Yet  flill  in  you  it  fomething  feems  refin'd  : 
Thus  when  the  great  Lucretius  gives  a  loofe. 
And  laflies  to  her  fpeed  his  fiery  Miife ; 
Still  with  him  you  maintain  an  equal  pace, 
And  bear  full  ftretch,upon  him  all  the  race  ; 
But  when  in  rugged  way  we  find  him  rein 
His  verfe,  and  not  fo  fmooth  a  ftroke  maintain  ; 
There  the  advantage  he  receives  is  found, 
By  you  taught  temper,  and  to  choofc  his  ground. 
Next,  his  philofophy  you've  fo  expreft 
In  genuine  terms,  fo  plain,  yet  neatly  dreft, 
Thofe  murderers  that  now  mingle  it  all  day 
In  fchools,  may  learn  from  you  the  eafy  way 
To  let  us  know  what  they  would  mean  and  fay 
If  Ariflotle's  friends  will  Ihevv  the  grace 
To  wave  for  once  that  ftatute  in  their  cafe* 
Go  on  then,  Sir,  and  fince  you  could  afpire, 
And  reach  this  height,  aim  yet  at  laurels  higher  : 
Secure  great  injur'd  Maro  from  the  wrong 
He  uuredcem'd  has  labour'd  with  fo  long 
In  Holbourn  rhyme,  end,  left  the  book  fiiould") 
fail,  / 

Expcs'd  with  piiJtures  to  promote  the  fale  :         (" 
So  tapfters  fet  out  figns,  for  muddy  ale.  j 

You're  o^nly  able  to  retrieve  his  doom. 
And  make  him  here  as  fam'd  as  once  at  Rome : 
For  fure,  when  Julius  firft  this  ifle  fubdued. 
Your  anceftors  then  mixt  with  Roman  blood  ; 
Some  near  ally'd  to  that  whence  Ovid  came, 
Virgil  and  Horace,  thofe  three  fons  of  Fame  ; 
Since  to  their  memory  it  is  fo  true. 
And  fliews  their  poetry  fo  much  in  you. 
Go  on  in  pity  to  this  wretched  ifle. 
Which  ignorant  poetafters  do  defile 
With  loufy  madrigals  for  lyric  verfe  ; 
Inftead  of  comedy  with  nafty  farce. 
Would  Plautus,  Terence  e'er,  have  been  fo  lewd 
T'  have  dreft  Jack-pudding  up  to  catch  the  crowd? 
Or  Sophocles  five  tedious  a«5i:s  have  made,  ~) 

To  flicw  a  whining  fool  in  love  betray'd  > 

By  forne  falfe  friend  or  flippery  chambermaid,   J 
Then,  e'er  he  hangs  himfclf,  bemoans  his  fall 
In  a  dull  iptcch,  and  that  fine  language  call  I 


I 


.,  .      [ftage; 
When  nonfenfc  loads  the  pr  ;fs,  and  chokes  the 
When  blockheads  will  claim  ^  ^it  in  nature's  fpight 
And  every  dunce,  that  ftarve;  i,  prefumes  to  write 
Exert  yourfelf,  defend  the  M  ufe's  caufe, 
Proclaim  their  right,  and  to    maintain  their  laws 
Make  fhe  dead  ancients  fpeal  t  the  B'ritifli  tongue  • 
That  fo  each  chattering  daw  ,  who  aims  at  fong. 
In  his  own  mother  tongue  n-  lay  humbly  read      -\ 
What  engines  yet  are  wantii  Ig  in  his  head  ' 

To  make  him  equal  to  the  n  lighty  dead,  j 

For  of  all  Nature's  works  w  5  moft  fhould  fcorn 
The  thing  who  thinks  himf  ;jf  a  poet  born. 
Unbred,  untaught,  he  rhym  :■;,  yet  hardly  fpells, 
And  fenfelefsly,  asfquirrels  jaDgle  bells. 
Such  tihings.  Sir,  here  abour;d  ;  may  therefore  yea 
Be  ev  rr  to  your  friends,  the  Mufep,  true  ! 
May  our  defedts  be  by  your  powers  fupply'd, 
Till,  as  our  envy  now,  you  {;tow  our  pride  ; 
Till  l-iy  your  pen  reftor'd,  in  triumph  borne,. 
The  majcfty  of  poetry  retui  ii ! . 


E  P  I  L  O   G  U  E» 

SPOKEN  rroN 

I  lis  Royal  Highnefs  th  e  DUKE  OF  YORK, 

Coming  io  the  Theatre,  Friday,  April  ai,  l68s. 

Wh  kN  too  much  plenty,  luxury,  and  eafe, 
Had  furfeited  this  ifle  to  ri  difeafe  ; 
Whe  n  noifome  bJains  did  its  heft  parts  o'erfpread, 
And  on  the  reft  their  dire  infedion  flied  ; 
Our    »^reat  Phyfician,  who  the  nature  knew  "> 

Of  th  e  diftemper,  and  from',  whence  it  grew,       C 
Fix'd  ,  for  three  kingdoms'  yuiet,  Sir,  on  you  :      j 
He  C£  ft  his  fearching  eyes  o 'cr  all  the  frame, 
And  1  inding  whence  before  one  Ccknefs  came, 
How  I  )nce  before  our  mifchitXsfofter'd  were. 
Knew  well  your  virtue,  and  a;opIy'd  you  there  : 
Where -.fo  your  goodnefs,  fo  yo.'jr  juftice  fway'd, 
You  b'.  It  appear'd,  and  the  wild',  plague  was  llay'd.- 

Wh'  ;n,  from  the  filthy  dunghill-faccion  bred,  "J 
New-f  srm'd  rebellion  durft  rear  up  its  head,       \- 
Anfvvex  me  all :  Who  ftruck  the  inonfter  dead  ?3 
'ice,  fee,  the  injur'd  prince,  and  biefs  his  name, 
T!  link  on  the  martyr  from  whofe  loins  he  came ; 
T  nink  on  the  blood  was  fhed  for  you  before, 
A  jid  curfe  the  parricides  that  thirft  for  more. 
1  fis  foes  are  yours,  then  of  their  wiles  beware  : 
I  ^ay,  lay  him  in  your  hearts,  and  guard  him  there, 
'^  ^'here  let  his  wrongs  your  seal  for  him  improve  j, 
I  Me  wears  a  fvi'ord  will  juftify  your  love. 

IVith  blood  ftlll  ready  for  your  good  t'  expend, 

And  has  a  heart  that  ne'er  forgot  his  friend. 
His  duteous  loyalty  before  you  lay. 

And  learn  of  him,  unmurmuring  to  obey. 

Think  what  he 'as  borne,  your  quiet  to  reftore,- ; 
Repent  your  madnefs,  and  r^bel  no  more. 

No  more  let  Boutefeus  hope  to  lead  petiticiis, 

Scriveneis  to  be  treafurers  ;  pedlars,  politicians; 

Nor  every  fool,  whofe  wHie.  ha^  tript  at  court;,        , 

Pluck  up  a  fpirifj'and  turn  rebel  for'c. 
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In  lands  where  iuckoWs  multiply  like  ours, 
What  prince  can  h:  too  jealous  of  their  powers, 
Or  can  too  often  think  himfelf  alarm'd  ? 
They're  mal-contents  that  every  where  go  arm'd  : 
And  when  the  horned  herd's  together  got, 
JJothing  portends  a  commonwealth  like  that. 

Cafl,  caft  your  iddls  ofF,  your  gods  of  wood. 
Ere  yet  Philiftines  fatten  with  your  blood  : 
Renounce  your  priefte  of  Baal  with  amen  faces. 
Tour  Wapping  feafli,  and  your  Mile-end  high 
places. 

Nail  all  your  med.sls  on  the  gallows  poft. 
In  recompence  th' original  was  loft  : 
At  thefe,  illuftrious  repentance  pay, 
In  his  kind  hands  your  humble  offerings  lay  ; 
Let  royal  pardon  be  by  him  implor'd, 
th'  atoning  brother  of  your  anger'd  lord  : 
He  only  brings  a  medkine  fit  t'  affuage 
A  people's  folly,  and  rpuz'd  monarch's  rage. 
An  infant  prince,  yet  |ibouring  in  the  womb^     ~) 
Fated  with  wondrous  Sappinefs  to  come,  ^ 

He  goes  to  fetch  the  njighty  bleflings  hontte  :      j 
Send  all  your  wifhes  with  him,  let  the  air  "^ 

With  gentle  breezes  w:ift  it  fafely  there,  > 

The  feas,  like  what  they'll  carry,  calm  and  fair  :  j 
Let  the  illuftrious  mothtr  touch  our  land 
Mildly,  as  hereafter  ma  f  her  fon  command ; 
While  our  glad  monarcli  welcomes  her  to  fhorie, 
With  kind  affurance  fhe  fhall  part  no  more. 

Be  the  majeftic  babe  then  fmiling  born. 
And  all  good  fignsof  fatt  his  birth  adorn, 
So  live  and  grow,  a  conftant  pledge  to  ftand 
•f  Csfar's  love  to  an  obedient  land. 


SPOKEN  TO 

HER  ROYAL  HIGHNESS, 

ON  HER 

RETURN  FROM  SCOTLAND, 

IN  •^HE  VEAR  l68a. 

AtL  you,  who  this  day's  jubilee  attend, 

And  every  loyal  Mufe's  loyal  friend. 

That  come  to  treat  your  longing  wifhes  here. 

Turn  your  defiring  eyes,  and  feaft  them  there. 

Thus  falling  on  your  knees  with  me  implore. 

May  this  poor  land  ne'er  lofe  that  prefeoce  more! 

But  if  there  any  in  this  circle  be. 

That  come  fo  curft  to  envy  what  they  fee, 

from  the  vain  fool  that  would  be  great  too  foon, 

T.o  the  dull  knave  that  writ  the  laft  lampoon  ! 

Let  fuch,  as  vidlims  to  that  beauty's  fame. 

Ha  tig  their  vile  blafted  heads,  and  die  with  fhame. 

Our  mighty  blefling  is  at  laft  return'd, 

The  loy  arriv'd  for  which  fo  long  we  mourn'd  : 

From  whom  ©ur  prefent  peace  we  expedl  encreas'd, 

And  all  our  future  generations  bleft, 

Tiaie,  have  a  care  :  bring/afe  the  hour  of  joy, 

Vbeo  fome  bleft  tongue  proclaims  a  royal  boj  : 


And  when  'tis  born,  let  nature's  hand  be  {Trorfg  i 
Blefs  him  with  days  of  ftrength,  and  make  thenJi 

long; 
Till  charg'd  with  honours  we  behold  him  ftand, Ti 
Three  kingdoms  banners  waiting  his  command,  C 
His  father's  conquering  fword  within  his  hand  :  Jt 
Then  th'  Englifti  lions  in  the.  air  advance,  ~) 

And  with  them  roaring  mufic  to  the  dance^        > 
Carry  a  Quo  Warranto  into  France.  j 
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How  vain  have  prov'd  the  labours  of  the  ftage, 

In  ftriving  to  reclaim  a  vicious  age  ! 

Poets  may  write,  the  mifchief  to  impeach ; 

You  care  as  little  what  the  poets  teach, 

A.S  you  regard  at  church  whatparfon^  preach. 

But  wTiere  fuch  follies  and  fuch  vices  reign, 

What  hdneft  pen  has  patience  to  refraip  ? 

At  church,  in  pews,  ye  mpft  devoutly  fnore. 

And  here,  got  dully  drunk,  ye  come  to  roar ; 

Ye  go  to  church,  to  glout  aiid  ogle  there. 

And  come  to  meet  more  lewd  convenient  here ; 

With  equal  zeal  ye  honour  either  place,  "> 

And  run  fo  very  evenly  your  race,  > 

Y'  improve  in  wit  juft  as  ye  do  in  grace.  j 

It  muft  be  fo ;  fome  daemon  has  poffcft 

Our  land,  and  we  have  never  fmcc  been  bleft. 

Y'  have  fcen  it  all,  and  heard  of  its  renown,       "% 

In  reverend  fhape  it  f^alk'd  about,  the  town,        C 

Six  yeomen  tall  attending  on  its  frbwn.  J> 

Sometimes,  with  humble  note  and  zealous  lore,'^ 

'Twould  play  the  apoftolic  fundtion  o'er  :  > 

But  heaven  have  mercy  on  us  when  it  fwore  !   j 

Whene'er  it  fwore,  to  prove  the  oaths  were  true, 

Out  of  his  mouth  at  random  halters  flew 

Round  fome  unwary  neck,  by  magic  thrown. 

Though  ftill  the  cunning  devil  fav'd  its'  own  t 

For  when  th'  enchantment  could  no  longer  laft, 

The  fubtle  Pug,  moft  dcxtroufly  uncaft, 

Left  awful  form  for  one  more  feeming  pious,     "> 

And  in  a  moment  vary'd  to  defy  us  ;  > 

From  filkcn  doflor,  home-fpun  Ananias  ;  j 

Left  the  lewd  court,  and  did  in  city  fix. 

Where  ftill  by  its  old  arts  it  plays  new  tricks, 

And  fills  the  heads  of  fools  with  policies. 

This  djemon  lately  drew  in  many  a  gueil, 

To  part  with  zealous  guinea  for — no  feart. 

Who,  but  the  moft  incorrigible  fops, 

For  ever  doom'd  in  difmal  cells,  call'd  (hops. 

To  cheat  and  damn  themfelves  to  get  their  livings. 

Would  lay  fweet  money  out  in  ftiam  thankfgivings.*  ^^ 

Sham  plots  you  may  have  paid  for  o'er  and  o'er ; 

But  who  e'er  paid  for  a  ftiam  treat  before  ? 

Had  you  not  better  fent  your  offerings  all 

Hither  to  us,  than  Sequettrators'  Hall  ? 

I  being  your  fteward,  juftice  had  been  done  yc; 

I  could  have  entcitain'd  you  worth  your  money. 


ricks,     > 
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THE  SIX  TEENTH  ODE 

OF   THE 

SECOND  BOOK  OF  HORACE. 

In  florins  when  clouds  the  moon  do  hide, 

And  no  kind  fiars  *he  pilot  guide, 

f5hew  me  at  fea  the  holdeft  there, 

Who  does  not  wij>,.  for  quiet  here. 

For  quiet,  friend,  the  folditr  fights. 

Bears  weary  marches,  fleeplefs  nights, 

For  this  feeds  hard,  and  lodges  cold; 

Which  can't  be  bought  with  hills  of  gold. 

Since  wealth  and  power  too  weak  wc  find, 

To  quel!  the  tumults  of  the  mind; 

O^  from  the  monarch's  roofs  of  fta^c 

Drive  thence  the  cares  that  round  him  wait ; 

Happy  the  man  v/ith  little  bleft. 

Of  what  his  father  left  poffsft  ; 

No  bafe  defires  corrupt  his  head. 

No  fears  difti'.rb  him  in  his  bed. 

Vi'h.it  then  in  life,  which  foon  mull  end, 

Can  all  our  vai;i  defigns  intend  ? 

I'roni  Ihore  to  Ihore  why  fhoiild  we  run. 

When  none  his  tirefome  felf  can  Ihun  .' 

For  baneful  care  will  ftill  prevail, 

And  overtake  us  under  fail, 

'  Fwill  dodge  the  great  man's  train  behind, 

Out-run  the  roe,  out-fly  the  wind. 

If  theii  thy  foul  rejoice  to-day. 

Drive  far  to-morrow's  cares  away. 

In  laughter  let  them  all  be  drown'd  : 

Iso  ptrfecS  gocd  is  to  be  found. 

One  mortal  feels  Fate's  fodden  blow, 

Another's  lingering  death  comes  flow  ; 

And  what  of  life  they  take  from  thee. 

The  gods  may  give  to  puniih  me. 

Thy  portion  is  a  wealthy  ftock, 

A  fertile  glebe,  a  fruitful  flock, 

Horfes  and  chariots  for  tliy  eafe. 

Rich  robes  to  deck  and  make  thee  pleafe. 

For  me,  a  little  ceil  [  choofe. 

Fit  for  my  mind,  fit  for  my  Mufe, 

''iVhich  foft  content  does  heft  adorn, 

F'lunnin^  the  knaves  and  fools  I  fcorn. 


THE    COMPLAINT: 

A    SONG. 

To  a  Scotch   Tune, 

1  LOVE,  I  doat,J  rave  with  pain. 

No  quiet's  in  my  mind. 
Though  ne'er  could  be  a  happier  fvvain. 

Were  Sylvia  lefs  unkind. 
For  when,  as  long  her  chains  I've  worn, 

I  aik  relief  from  fmart, 
She  only  gives  me  looks  of  fcorn  ; 

Alas  ;  'twill  break  my  hean ! 

My  rivals,  rich  in  worldly  flore, 
May  offer  heaps  of  gold, 
Vol.  VI. 


But  furely  I  a  heaven  adore. 

Too  precious  to  be  fold  ; 
Gan  Sylvia  fuch  a  coxcomb  prize, 

For  wealth,  and  not  defert; 
And  my  poor  ftghs  and  tears  defpife  ? 

Alas !  'twill  break  my  heart  '. 

When,  like  fome  panting,  hovering  dove, 

I  for  my  blefs  contend, 
Atid  plead  the  caufe  of  eager^love. 

She  coldly  calls  me  friend. 
Alas  !   Sylvia  !  thus  vain  you  ftrive 

To  adl  a  healer's  part, 
'Twill  keep  but  lingering  pain  alive, 

Alas !  and  break  my  heart. 

When,  on  my  lonely,  penfive  bed 

I  lay  me  down  to  reft, 
In  hope  to  calm  my  raging  head. 

And  cool  my  burning  breafl. 
Her  cruelty  all  eafe  denies  : 

With  fome  fad  dream  1  flart, 
All  drown'd  in  tears  I  find  my  eyes. 

And  breaking  feel  my  heart. 

Then  rifing,  through  the  path  I  rove, 

That  leads  me  where  fhe  dwells. 
Where  to  the  fenfelefs  waves  my  love 

Its  mournful  {lory  tells : 
With  fighs  I  dew  and  kifs  the  door, 

Till  morning  bids  depart  ; 
Then  vent  ten  thoufand  fighs  and  more  : 

Alas!  'twill  break  my  heart! 

But,  Sylvia,  when  this  conquefl's  won. 

And  1  am  dead  and  cold. 
Renounce  the  cruel  deed  you've  done. 

Nor  glory  when  'tis  told  ; 
For  every  lovely  generous  maid 

Will  take  my  injur'd  part, 
And  curfe  thee,  Sylvia,  I'm  afraid. 

For  breaking  my  poor  heart. 


PROLOGUE 

T  O 

N.LEE'S  CONSTANTINE  THE  GREAT. 

WHifT  think  ye  meant  v/ife  Providence,  when 

firft 
Poets  were  made  ?  I'd  tell  you,  if  I  durft, 
That  'twas  in  contradiction  to  heaven's  word. 
That  when  its  fpirit  o'er  the  waters  ftirr'd, 
When  it  faw  all,  and  faid  that  all  was  good. 
The  creature  poet  was  not  underftood 
For,  were  it  worth  the  pains  of  fix  long  days. 
To  mould  retailers  of  dull  third  day  plays. 
That  flarve  out  threefcore  years   in  hopes 

bays? 
'Tis  plain  they  ne'er  were  of  the  firft:  creation, 
But  came  by  mere  equivocal  generation  ? 
Like  rats  in  fhips,  without  coition  bred, 
As  hated  too  as  they  are,  and  unfed. 
Gg 


lays,    ■^ 
pes  ofr^ 
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Nature  their  fpecies  fure  muft  needs  difown, 
Scarce  knowings  pncts,  lefs  by  poets  known. 
Yc-t  this  poor  fhing,  fo  fcorn'd  and  fet  at  nought, 
Ye  all  pretend  to,  and  would  fain  be  thought. 
Difabled  wafting  whore-mafter-  are  not 
Prouder  to  own  the  brats  they  never  got, 
Than  fumbling,  itching  rhymers  of  the  town 
T'   adop'    fome  bafe-born  fong  that's  not  their 

own. 
Spite  of  his  ftate,  my  Lord  fonietimes  defcends, 
To  pleafe  the  imporrumty  "f  friends. 
The  duUefl  he,  fhought  mod  for  bufinefs  fit, 
Will  venture  his  bought  vlace  to  aim  at  wit ; 
And  thi'Ugh  he  finks  with  his  employs  of  ftate. 
Till  common  fenfe  forfake  him,  he'll  tranflate. 
The  Poet  and  the  Whore  alike  c-  mplains,  "^ 

Of  trading  quality,  that  Ipoil  their  gains  ;  / 

The   lords    will    write,   and   ladies   will  haveT 

iwains !  J 

Therefore  all  you  who  have  male-iffue  born 
Under  the  ftarving  fign  "f  Capricorn, 
Prevent  the  irialice  of  their  ftars  in  time. 
And  warn  them  early  from  the  fin  of  rhyme  : 
Tell   them   how    Sj  enfer   ftarv'd,    how    Cowley 

mourn'd, 
How  Butler's  fairh  and  fervjce  was  return'd ; 
And  if  fuch  warring  they  refufe  to  take. 
This  laft  experimerit,  O  parents  make  ! 
With  hands  behind  them  fee  th'  offender  ty'd. 
The  parifli  whip  and  beadle  by  his  fide  ; 
Then  lead  him  to  fome  ftall  that  does  ex;>ofe 
The  authors  he  loves  moft;  there  rub  his  nofe, 
Till,  like  a  fpaniel  lafh'd  to  know  command,      T 
He  by  the  due  cor-etftion  underftand,  > 

To  keep  his  brain  clean,  and  not  foul  the  land  -,3 
Till  he  ag;iinft  his  nature  learn  to  ftrive. 
And  get  the  knack  of  dulnefs  how  to  thrive, 

I 


THE  BEGINNING  OF  A  PASTORAL 

ON    THE 

DEATH  OF  HIS  L  iTE  M-'JESTT. 

What  horror's  this  that  dwells  upon  the  plain,' 
And  thus  difturbs  the  ftiepherd's  peaceful  reign  ? 
A  difmal  found  breaks  through  the  yielding  air, 
Forewarning  us  fome  dreadful  ftorm  is  near. 
The  bleating  flocks  in  wild  confufion  ftray,        "y 
The  early  larks  forfake  their  wandering  way,     > 
And  ceafe  to  welcome  in  the  new-born  day.        j 
Each  nymph  poffeft  with  a  diftradted  fear, 
Difordcr'd  hangs  her  loofe  difhevel'd  hair. 
Difeafes  with  her  ftrong  convulfions  reigu,  ") 

■■'■  nd  deities,  not  known  before  to  pain,  > 

Are  now  with  apopledic  feizures  flain.  j 

Hence  flow  our  forrows,  hence  increafe  our  fears 
Each  humble  plant  does  drop  her  filver  tears. 
Ye  tender  lambs,  ftray  not  fo  faft  away, 
To  weep  and  mourn  let  us  together  ftay ; 
O'er  all  the  univcrfe  let  it  be  fpread, 
That  WW  the  fhepherd  of  the  flock  is  dead. 
The  royal  Pan,  that  ftiepherd  of  the  fheep,  "^ 

He,  who  to  leave  his  flock  did  dying  weep,         { 
Is  gone,  ah  gone  !  nt'er  to  return  from  death's  C 
eternal  fleep  I  J 

Begin,  Damela,  let  thy  numbers  fly 
Aluft  where  the  foft  milky  way  does  lie  ; 
Mopfus,  who  Daphnis  to  the  ftars  did  fing. 
Shall  join  with  you,  and  thither  waft  our  king. 
Play  gently  on  vour  reeds  a  mournful  ftrain, 
And  tell  in  notes,  through  all  th'  Arcadian  plain. 
The  royal  Pan,  the  fliepherd  of  the  fheep,  "J 

He,  who  to  leave  his  flock  did  dying  weep,        f 
Is  gone,  ah  gone  !  ne'er  to  return  from  death's  T 
eternal  fleeo !  5 
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JOHN     POMFRET. 


Cjontaining  his 


CHOICE, 

PROSPECT  OF  DEATH, 

HEAfON, 


LAST    EPIPHANT, 

\ 
DIVINE    ATTRIBUTES, 

CRUELTY    AND    LUST. 


Vc.  \^c.  ISfc. 


To  which  it  prefixed 


THE    LIFE   OF   THE   AUTHOR. 


I'd  be  concern'd  in  no  litigious  jar; 
JBelov'd  by  all,  not  vainly  popular. 
Whate'er  afliftance  I  had  power  to  bring, 
T'  oblige  my  country,  or  to  ferve  my  king, 
Whene'er  they  call,  I'd  readily  afford 
My  tongue,  my  pen,  my  counfel,  or  my  fword.— 
If  Heaven  a  date  of  many  years  would  give. 
Thus  I'd  in  pleafure,  eafc,  and  plenty  live.— 
And  when  committed  to  the  duft,  I'd  have 
Few  tears,  but  friendly,  dropp'd  into  my  grave : 
Then  would  my  exit  fo  propitious  be, 
All  men  would  wifli  to  live  and  die  like  me. 

'  The  Choice. 
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THE    LIFE    OP    POMFRET. 


John  Pomfret  was  the  foii  of  the  Reverend   Mr.   Pomfret,  Rciflov  of  Luton,  in  Bedford IhirCj 
where  he  was  born  in  1677. 

He  was  inftruited  in  grammatical  learning  at  an  eminent  fchool  in  tlie  country  ;  from  whence  he 
was  fent  to  Queen's  College,  Cambridge  ;  where,  as  appears  by  the  uuiverficy  rcgifter,  he  took  his 
Bachelor's  degree  in  1684,  and  his  Matter's  degree  in  1698. 

On  his  leaving  the  univerfity,  he  entered  into  orders,  and  was  preferred  to  the  living  of  Maiden, 
jn  Bedfordlhire. 

About  this  time,  he  appears  to  have  been  reproached  with  fanaticifm  ;  an  afperfion  from  which  he 
is  fully  cleared  by  a  nanielcfs  friend,  in  a  narrative  prefixed  to  liis  poems,  in  1724. 

About  1703,  he  applied  to  Dr.  Compton,  Bifliop  of  London,  -for  inflitution  to  a  living  of  confi=' 
derable  value,  to  which  he  had  been  prefented  ;  bnt  was  retarded  for  fonie  time  by  a  malicious  in» 
terpretation  of  a  paflage  in  his  Choke, 

And  as  I  near  approach'd  the  verge  of  life, 

Some  kind  relation  (for  1  'd  have  no  wife)  , 

Should  take  upon  ^im  all  my  worldly  care, 

While  I  did  for  a  better  ftate  prepare." 

Though  thefe  verfes  imply  no  more  than  his  preference  of  a  fingle  life  to  marriage,  it  was  infef'' 
red  from  the  parenthefis,  that  he  confidered  happincfs  as  more  likely  to  be  found  in  the  company  o£ 
a  miftrefs  than  of  a  wife. 

The  reproach  was  ealily  obliterated  ;  for  he  was  then  married  :  but  the  malics  of  his  enemieshad 
a  very  fatal  confequence  ;  for  the  delay  occafioned  by  the  obftri-.tfbion  he  met  with,  conftrained  his 
attendance  in  London  ;  where  he  caught  the  friiall-pcx,  and  died  in  1703,  in  the  the  thirty-fixth 
year  of  his  age. 

This  is  all  that  is  known  of  Pomfret ;  a  man  not  dcftitute  either  of  erudition  or  genius,  and  who 
feems  to  have  fpent  his  life  in  innocence,  eafe,  and  tranquillity ;  but  his  Otuation  being  obfcure,  and 
his  life  fnort  and  inadive,  there  are  few  incidents  recorded  concerning  him. 

The  firft  edition  of  his  pctms  was  printed  in  1699;  to  which  he  prefixed  a  very  modeft  and 
fenfible  preface.  Kis  Remains,  confiding  of  Mccfon,  a  Satire,  and  Dies  Novijfttr.a,  a  Pindaric 
Ode,  were  inferted  in  the  edition  1724;  the  firft  from  a  copy  printed  in  I70i?r2hd  the  other 
from  a  manufcript  in  thepofftfiion  of  a  friend.     The  fubfequent  editions  have  been  numerous. 

The  poems  of  Pomfret  have  always  been  held  in  very  great  efleem  by  the  common  readers  of 
pceiry  ;  ly  whcm  the  n.crit  of  every  pcetic&l  produdlion  muft  ultimately  be  decided. 
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47©  THE   LIFE   OF   POMFRET. 

When  tried  by  a  ftandard  that  reconciles  criticifm  with  common  fenfe,  Pomfret  has  fomething 
to  fear ;  but  the  declfion,  however  unfavourable  it  may  be,  will  not  diminifh  his  reputation ;  for, 
though  he  has  little  vigour  of  thought,  or  energy  of  expreffion,  the  fubjedts  he  writes  upon  are 
eminently  popular,  and  his  verfification  fufEciently  fmooth  and  mufical  for  that  numerous  clafs 
of  readers,  who,  without  vanity  or  criticifm,  feek  only  their  own  amufement. 

There  is  perhaps  no  compoGtion  in  our  language  that  has  been  oftener  perufed  than  his  Choice, 
as  it  exhibits  a  fyftem  of  life  adapted  to  common  notions,  and  equal  to  common  exped:a- 
tlons ;  fuch  a  flate  as  affords  plenty  and  tranquillity,  without  exclufion  of  intellectual  pleafures. 

"  In  his  other  poems,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  there  is  an  eafy  volubility  ;  the  pleafure  of  fmooth 
metre  is  afforded  to  the  ear,  and  the  mind  is  not  cppreffed  with  ponderous,  or  entangled 
with  intricate  fentixnent.  He  plcafes  many ;  and  he  who  pleafes  many  muft  have  fome  fpecies 
of  merit." 


PREFACE. 


It  will  be  to  little  purpofe,  the  Author  prefumes, 
to  offer  any  reafons,  why  the  following  jjocms 
appear  in  public  ;  for  it  is  ten  to  cne  wheiher  he 
gives  the  true  ;  and  if  he  does,  it  is  much  greater 
odds,  whether  the  gentle  reader  is  lo  ciurteous  as 
to  believe  him.  He  could  tell  the  world,  accord- 
ing to  the  laudable  ciftom  of  prefaces,  that  it  was 
through  the  irrefiftible  importunity  of  friends,  or 
fome  excufe  of  ancient  renown,  that  he  ventured 
them  to  the  prefs ;  but  he  tbousihr  ir  much  better 
to  leave  every  maa  to  guef^  for  himfclf,  and  then 
lie  would  be  fure  to  fatisfy  himlelt ;  foi ,  let  what 
will  be  pretended,  people  are  grown  fo  very  apt 
to  fancy  they  are  always  in  the  right,  that,  unlefs 
it  hit  their  humour,  it  is  immediately  condemned 
for  a  (ham  and  hypocrify. 

In  Ihort,  that  which  wants  an  excufe  for  being 
in  print,  ought  not  t«  have  been  pri-  ted  at  all ; 
but  whether  the  enfuing  poems  defervc  to  fland 
in  that  clafs,  the  world  muft  have  leave  to  deter- 
mine. What  faults  the  true  judgment  >  f  the  Gen- 
tleman may  find  out,  it  is  to  be  hoped  his  candiur 
and  good  humour  will  eafily  pardon;  but  thofe 
which  the  peevifbnefs  and  ill-nature  of  the  Critic 
may  difcovcr,  muft  expe(fl  to  be  unmercifully  uf- 
ed  :  Though,  methinks,  it  is  a  very  prep  (leious 
pleafure,  to  fcratch  othei  perfon-.  till  the  blood 
comes,  and  then  laugh  at,  and  ridicule  them. 

Some  perfons,  perhaps,  may  wontJer  huw  things 
of  this  nature  dare  co.ne  inro  the  world  without 
the  proteilion  of  fome  great  name,  as  they  call 


it,  and  a  fulfome  Epiftle  Dedicatory  to  his  Grace, 
or  Right  Honourable  :  f-  r,  if  a  Poem  (Iruts  out 
under  my  Lord's  patronage,  the  Auihor  imagines 
it  is  no  k'fs  than  fcandalum  viagnatum  to  diflike  it; 
efpecially  if  he  thinks  fit  to  tell  the  world,  that 
this  fame  Lord  is  a  pcfon  of  wonderful  wit  and 
underftandiiig,  a  notaole  judge  of  poetry,  and  a 
very  confideiable  poet  hinjfclf.  But  if  a  poem, 
have  no  intrirfic  excellencies,  and  real  beauties, 
the  greateft  uame  in  the  world  will  never  induce 
a  man  of  fenfe  to  approve  it ;  and  if  it  has  them, 
Tom  Piper's  is  as  good  as  my  Lord  Duke's ;  tiie 
orly  difference  is,  Tom  claps  half  an  ounce  of 
fnuffinto  the  poet's  hand,  and  his  Grace  twenty 
■  guii.cas ;  for,  indeed,  there  lies  the  flreugth  of  a 
I  great  name,  and  the  greateft  protedlion  an  author 
I  can  receive  from  it. 

(       To  pleafe  every  one,  would   be  a  new  thing; 

and  to  write  fo  as  tr  pleafe  nobody,   would  be  as 

new  :  for  even   Quarles  ard  Withers  have   their 

admin  rs.      The  'Author  is  not  fo  fond  of  fame, 

to  defi'C  it  from  the  injudicious  Many;   nor  of  i'o 

mortified  a  temper,  not  to  wifh  it  from   the   dif- 

cei'i  ing  Few.     It  is  ni  t  tiie  niuititide  of  apjikvles, 

1  bi't  the  good  fenfe  of  the  applauders,  which  efta- 

i  blifhes  a   valuable  reputation  ;    and    if  a  Rymer 

i  or  a  Congrtve  fay  it  is  wel',  he  will  not  be  at  all 

i  felicitous  how  great  the  majority  be  to  the  con- 

'  traiy. 

Londtit)  1699. 
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THE    CHOICE. 


If  Heaven  the  grateful  liberty  would  give, 
That  I  might  choofe  my  method  how  to  live ; 
And  all  thofe  hours  propitious  Fate  fhould  lend, 
In  blif^ful  eafe  and  fatisfaftion  fpend  ; 

Near  fome  fair  town  I'd  have  a  private  feat, 
Built  uniform,  not  little,  nor  too  great ; 
Better,  if  on  a  rifing  ground  it  flood  ; 
On  this  fide  fields,  on  that  a  neighbouring  wood. 
It  fhould  within  no  other  things  contain, 
But  what  are  ufeful,  necelTary,  plain  : 
Methinks  'tis  naufeous ;  and  I'd  ne'er  endure 
The  needlefs  pomp  of  gaudy  furniture. 
A  little  garden,  grateful  to  the  eye; 
And  a  cool  rivulet  run  murmuring  by  : 
On  whofe  delicious  banks  a  ftately  row 
Of  fhady  limes,  or  fycamores,  fhould  grow. 
At  th'  end  of  which  a  filent  fludy  plac'd. 
Should  be  with  all  the  nobleft  authors  grac'd  : 
Horace  and  Virgil,  in  whofe  mighty  lines 
Immortal  wit,  and  folid  learning,  Ihines  ; 
Sharp  Juvenal,  and  amorous  Ovid  too. 
Who  all  the  turns  of  love's  foft  paflion  knew  : 
He  that  with  judgment  reads  his  charming  lines, 
In  which  ftrong  art  with  flronger  nature  joins, 
Muft  grant  his  fancy  does  the  befl  excel ; 
His  thoughts  fo  tender,  and  exprefs'd  fo  well : 
"With  all  thofc  moderns,  men  of  fleady  fenie, 
Efleem'd  for  learning,  and  for  eloquence. 
In  fome  of  thefe,  as  fancy  fhould  advife, 
I'd  always  take  my  morning  exercife  : 
Por  fure  no  minutes  bring  us  more  content. 
Than  thofe  in  pleafing,  ufeful  fludies  fpent. 

I'd  have  a  clear  and  competent  eftate. 
That  I  might  live  genteely,  but  not  great  : 
As  much  as  I  could  moderately  fpend  ; 
A  little  more,  fometimes  t'  oblige  a  friend. 
Nor  fhould  the  fons  of  poverty  repine 
Too  much  at  fortune,  they  Ihould  tafte  of  mine  ; 
And  all  that  objedls  of  true  pity  were. 
Should  be  reliev'd  with  what  my  wants  could  fparc ; 


For  that  our  Maker  has  too  largely  given. 

Should  be  return'd  in  gratitude  to  Heaven. 

A  frugal  plenty  fhould  my  table  fpread  ; 

With  healthy,  not  luxurious,  difhcs  Ipread  ; 

Enough  to  fatisfy,  and  fomething  more. 

To  feed  the  ftranger,  and  the  neighbouring  poor. 

Strong  meat  indulges  vice,  and  pampering  focd 

Creates  dileafes,  and  inflames  the  blood. 

But  what's  fi.fncient  to  make  nature  ftrong, 

And  the  bright  lamp  of  life  continue  long, 

i'd  freely  take  ;  and,  as  1  did  polTefs, 

The  bounteous  Author  of  my  plenty  blefs. 

I'd  have  a  little  vault,  but  always  flor'd 
With  the  beft  wines  each  vintage'  coidd  afford. 
Wine  whets  the  wit,  improves  its  native  force. 
And  gives  a  plealant  flavour  to  difcourfc  : 
By  makit'ig;  all  our  fpirits  debonair, 
Thr('ws  off  the  lees,  the  fcdiment  ef  care. 
But  as  the  greatefc  blcffing;  heaven  lends 
May  be  debauch'd,  and  fcrve  ignoble  ends  ; 
So,  but  too  oft,  the  grape's  relrefliing  juice 
Docs  many  miicjMtVi'Us  eiVeOii  produce. 
My  houfe  fliojuld  no  fiich  rude  difciders  know» 
As  from  liigh  drir.king  couiniv.ently  flow  ; 
Kor  would  I  ufe  what  wa>  lo  kindly  given. 
To  the  diflionour  of  indulgent  Heaven. 
If  any  neighbour  came,  he  fhouKi  be  free,  ~\ 

Ub'd  with  refpedl,  and  n'  t  uneafy  be,  V 

In  my  retreat,  or  to  himiclf  or  me.  J 

What  freedom,  prudence,  and  right  rcafon  gave, 
All  men  may,  with  impunity,  receive  : 
But   the    lend   fvverving   from    ihcir    rule's    too 

mucli  ; 
For  what's  forbidden  us,  'tis  death  to  toKch. 

That  life  may  be  more  comfortable  yet, 
And  all  my  joys  refin'd,  finccre,  and  great; 
I'd  choofe  tvv'o  friends,  whole  company  would  be 
A  great  advance  to  my  felicity: 
Well-born,  of  humours  fuited  to  my  own, 
Difcreet,  and  men  as  well  as  books  have  known ;. 
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Srave,  generous,  witiy,  and  cxatSly  free 
From  loofe  behaviour,  or  formali'y  : 
Airy  and  prudent ;  merry,  but  not  light ; 
Quick  in  difcerring,  and  in  judjring  right  : 
Secret  rhey  iliould  be,  faithful  to  their  truft  ; 
In  reafoning  coo),  ftrong,  temperate,  and  jult ; 
Obliging,  open,  without  huffing,  brave  ; 
Briflc  in  gay  talking,  and  in  iober,  grave  : 
Clofe  in  difpute,  but  not  tejiacious  ;  try'd 
By  fohd  reafon,  and  let  that  deci.'e  : 
Not  prone  to  luft,  revenge,  or  envious  hate  ; 
Nor  bufy  medleis  with  intrigues  of  ftate  : 
Strangers  to  fiander,  and  fworn  foes  to  Ipite  ; 
Not  quarrejfomc,  but  fiout  enough  to  fight  ; 
Loyal,  and  pious,  friends  to  Csfar ;  true 
As  dying  Martyrs,  to  their  Maker  too. 
In  their  fociety  I  could  not  mifs 
A  permanent,  fmcere,  fubflarnial  hlifs. 

Would  bounteous  Heaven  once  more  indulge,  I'd 
choofe 
(For  wio  would  fo  much  fatisfatSion  lofe. 
As  witty  nymph?,  in  couverfaiion,  give) 
Near  fome  obliging  modefl  fair  to  live  : 
For  there's  that  fweetnels  in  a  female  mind, 
Which  in  a  man's  we  cannot  hope  to  find  ; 
That,  hy  a  fecret,  but  a  p  iwerful  art,  "y 

Winds  up  the  fpring  of  life,  and  does  impart      > 
Frefh  vital  heat  to  the  tranfported  heart.  J 

I'd  have  her  reafon  all  her  paffion  fway  : 
Eafy  in  company,  in  private  gay  : 
Coy  to  a  fcp,  to  the  deferving  free  ; 
Still  conftaiu  to  herfclf,  and  juft  to  me. 
A  foul  {he  fhould  have  for  great  aiftions  fit ; 
Prudence  and  wifdom  to  diretS:  her  wit : 
Courage  to  look  bold  danger  in  the  face ; 
No  fear,  but  only  to  be  proud,  or  bafe; 
Quick  to  advifc,  by  an  emergence  preft. 
To  give  good  counfcl^or  to  take  the  beft. 
I'd  have  th'  exprefilon  of  her  thoughts  be  fuch. 
She  might  not  fecm  referv'dynor  talk  too  mucii : 
That  fhews  a  v/ant  of  judgment,  and  of  feuic  ; 
Mote  than  enough  is  but  impertinence. 
Her  conduvft  regular,  her  mirth  rcfiti'd  ; 
Civil  to  firarigers,  to  her  neighbours  kind  : 
Averfe  to  vanity,  revenge,  and  pride; 
In  all  the  methods  of  deceit  untry'd  : 
So  faithful  to  her  friend,  and  good  to  all, 
No  cenfure  might  upon  heradlions  fajl  : 
Thtn  would  ev'n  envy  be  compell'd  to  fay, 
She  goes  the  leafl  of  womankind  aftray. 

To  this  fair  creature  I'd  fometimes  retire  ; 
Her  converfation  would  new  joys  infoire  ; 
Give  life  an  edge  fo  keen,  no  furly  care  '^ 

Would  venture  to  affault  my  foul,  or  dare,  > 

Near  my  retieat,  to  hide  one  fecret  fnare.  j 

But  fo  divine,  fo  noble  a  repafl 
I'd  feldom,  and  with  moderation,  tafte  : 
For  higheft  cordials  all  their  virtue  lofe. 
By  a  too  frequent  and  too  bold  a  ufe  ; 
And  what  would  cheer  the  fpirits  in  diftrefs. 
Ruins  our  health,  when  taken  to  excefs. 

I'd  be  coiicern'd  in  no  litigious  jar; 
Belov'd  by  all,  not  vainly  popular. 
Whate'er  afliftance  I  had  power  to  bring, 
T'  oblige  my  country,  or  to  ferve  my  king. 
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W'hene'er  they  call,  I'd  readily  afford 

My  tongue,  my  pen,  my  counfel,  or  my  fword. 

Law  fuits  I'd  fhun,    *  ith  as  much  ftudious  care 

As  I  would  dens  where  hungry  lions  are ; 

And  J  ather  put  up  injuries,  than  be 

A  plague  to  him,  who'd  be  a  plague  to  me. 

I  value  qtiiet  at  a  price  too  great. 

To  give  f-.ir  my  revenge  fn  dear  a  rate  : 

For  what  do  we  by  all  our  buftle  gain. 

But  counterfeit  delight  for  real  pain  .' 

If  Heaven  a  date  of  many  years  would  give, 
Thus  I'd  in  plcafure,  eafe,  and  plenty  live. 
And  as  !  near  approach'd  the  verge  of  life. 
Some  kind  relation  (for  I'd  have  no  wife) 
Should  take  upon  him  all  my  worldly  care, 
Whilft  1  did  for  a  better  ftate  prepare. 
Then  I'd  not  be  with  any  trouble  mcx'^. 
Nor  have  the  evening  of  my  days  perpltx'd  ; 
But  by  a  Cient  and  a  peaceful  death, 
Without  a  figh,  refign  my  aged  breath. 
And  when  committed  to  the  duft,  I'd  have 
Few  tears,  but  friendly,  dropt  into  my  grave. 
Then  would  my  ciit  fo  propitious  be, 
All  men  would  wifh  to  live  and  die  like  me. 
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LOVE  TRIUMPHANT  OVER  REASON. 

A  VISION. 

TuotJGH  gloomy  thoughts  diflurb'd  my  anxious 

breaft 
All  the  long  night,  and  drove  away  my  refl; 
Jufl  as  the  dawning  day  began  to  rife, 
A  grateful  {lumber  clos'd  my  waking  eyes; 
But  a<flivc  fancy  to  firange  regions  flew, 
And  brought  furprifing  obje<2s  to  my  view. 

Methought  I  walk'd  in  a  delightful  grove, 
The  foft  retreat  of  gods,  when  gods  make  love. 
Each  beauteous  objetft  my  charm'd  foul  aniaz'd, 
And  [  Of.  each  with  equal  wonder  gaz'd ; 
Nor  knew  which  mofl  delighted  :  all  was  fine  : 
The  noble  produ6I  of  fome  Power  Divine. 
But  as  I  travers'd  the  obliging  {hade, 
Which  myrtle,  jelTamine,  and  rofes,  made, 
I  faw  a  perfon  whofe  celeftial  face 
At  firfl  declared  her  goddefs  of  the  place  : 
But  I  difcover'd,  when  approaching  near. 
An  afpeci  full  of  beauty,  but  fevere. 
Bold  and  majcflic  ;  every  awful  look 
Into  my  foul  a  fecret  horror  {truck. 
Advancing  farther  on,  fhe  made  a  fland. 
And  beckon'd  me  ;  I,  kneeling,  kifs'd  her  hand  : 
Then  thus  began — Bright  Deity  !  (for  fo 
You  are,  no  mortals  iuch  perfections  knowj 
I  may  intrude;  but  how  I  was  convey  "d 
To  this  ftrange  place,  or  by  what  powerful  aid. 
I'm  wholly  ignorant ;  nor  know  I  more. 
Or  v/here  1  am,  or  whom  I  do  adoie, 
Infti  Q<ft  me  then,  that  i  no  longer  may 
In  darkncfi.  ferve  the  goddefs  I  obey. 

Youth !  fne  reply'd,  this  place  belongs  to  one. 
By  whom  you'll  be,  and  thoufands  are  undone. 
Thefe  picaiant  walks,  and  all  thefe  fliady  bowers. 
Are  in  the  government  of  dangerous  powers. 
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Love's  the  capricious  mafter  of  this  coaft  ; 

This  fatal  labyrinth,  where  fools  are  loft. 

I  dwell  not  here  amidft  theife  gaudy  things, 

Whofe  ftiort  enjoyment  no  true  pleafure  brings ; 

But  have  an  empire  of  a  nobler  kind  : 

My  regal  feat's  in  the  celeftial  mind  ; 

Where,  with  a  godlike  and  a  peaceful  hand, 

1  rule,  and  make  thofe  happy  I  command. 

For,  while  I  govern,  all  within's  at  reft  ; 

TTo  ftormy  paffion  revels  in  my  breaft  : 

But  when  my  power  is  defpicable  grown, 

And  rebel  appetites  ufurp  the  throne. 

The  foul  no  longer  quiet  thoughts  enjoys ; 

But  all  is  tumult,  and  eternal  noife. 

Know,  youth  I  I'm  Reafon,  which  you've  oft  de- 

fpis'd ; 
I  am  that  Reafon,  which  you  never  priz'd  : 
And  though  my  argument  fuccefslefs  prove, 
(For  Reafon  feems  impertinence  in  love) 
Yet  I'll  not  fee  my  charge  (for  all  mankind 
Are  to  my  guardianfhip  by  Heaven  aflign'd) 
Into  the  grafp  of  any  ruin  run, 
That  I  can  warn  them  of,  and  they  may  fliun. 
Fly,  youth,  thefe  guilty  {hades ;  retreat  in  time, 
Ere  your  miftake's  converted  to  a  crime  : 
For  ignorance  no  longer  can  atone. 
When  once  the  error  and  the  fault  is  known. 
You  thought  perhaps,  a«  giddy  youth  inclines, 
Imprudently  to  value  all  that  fiiines, 
In  thefe  retirements  freely  to  poffefs 
■True  joy,  and  ftrong  fubftantial  happinefs  : 
Euc  here  gay  Folly  keeps  her  court,  and  here, 
In  crowds,  her  tributary  Fops  appear; 
Who,  blindly  lavifh  of  their  golden  days, 
Confume  them  all  in  her  fallacious  ways. 
Pert  l^ove  with  her,  by  joint  commiffion,  rules 
In  this  capacious  realm  of  idle  fools; 
Who,  by  falfe  hearts,  apd  popular  deceits. 
The  carelefs,  fond,  unthinking,  mortal  cheats. 
'Tis  eafy  to  defccnd  into  the  fnare, 
Ey  the  pernicious  coiiducfl  of  the  fair  ; 
But  fafely  to  return  from  this  abode, 
Requires  the  wit,  the  prudence  of  a  god: 
Though  you,  who  have  not  tafted  that  delighf, 
Which  only  at  a  diftance  charms  your  fight. 
May,  with  a  little  toil,  retrieve  your  heart  : 
Which  loft  is  fubjedl  to  eternal  fmart. 
Bright  Delia's  beauty,  I  muft  needs  confefs, 
Is  truly  great ;  nor  would  I  make  it  lefs  : 
That  were  to  wrong  her,  where  ftie  merits  moft  ; 
But  dragons  guard  the  fruit,  and  rocks  the  coaft. 
And  who  would  run,  that's  modesately  wife, 
A  certain  danger,  for  a  doubtful  prize  ? 
If  you  mifcarry,  you  are  loft  fo  far 
(For  there's  no  erring  twice  in  love  and  war) 
You'll  ne'er  recover,  but  muft  always  wear 
Thofe  chains  you'll  find  it  difficult  to  bear. 
Delia  has  charms,  I  own  ;  fuch  charms  would  move 
Old  age,  and  frozen  impotence  to  love  : 
But  do  not  venture,  where  fuch  danger  lies; 
Avoid  the  fight  of  thofe  vidtorious  eyes, 
Whofe  poifonous  rays  do  to  the  foul  impart 
Delicious  ruin,  and  a  pleafing  fmart. 
You  draw,  infenfibly,  deftruftion  near; 
And  love  the  danger,  which  you  ought  to  fear. 


If  the  light  pains  you  labour  Under  now, 
Deftroy  your  eafe,  and  make  your  fpirits  bow; 
You'll  find  them  much  more  grievous  to  be  borne, 
When  heavier  made  by  an  imperious  fcorn  : 
Nor  can  you  hope,  flie  will  your  paffion  hear 
With  fofter  notions,  or  a  kinder  ear. 
Than  thofe  of  other  fwains  ;  who  always  found, 
She  rather  widen'd  than  clos'd  up  the  wound. 
But  grant,  flie  ftiould  indulge  your  flame,  and 

give 
Whate'er  you'd  aflc,  nay,  all  you  can  receive  ; 
The  fliort-liv'd  pleafure  would  fo  quickly  cloy, 
Bring  fuch  a  weak,  and  fuch  a  feeble  joy, 
You'd  have  but  fmall  encouragement  to  boaft 
The  tinfel  rapture  worth  the  pains  it  coft. 
Confider,  Strephon,  foberly  of  things. 
What  ftrange  mquietudes  Love  always  brings  ! 
The  foolifti  fears,  vain  hopes,  and  jealoufies. 
Which  ftill  attend  upon  this  fond  difeafe  : 
How  you  muft  cringe  andbow,fubmit  and  whine; 
Call  every  feature,  every  look,  divine  : 
Command  each  fentence  with  an  humble  fmile ; 
Though  nonfenfe,  fwear  it  is  a  heavenly  ftyle  : 
Servilely  rail  at  all  ftie  difapproves  ; 
And  as  ignobly  flatter  all  ihe  loves  : 
Renounce  your  very  fenfe,  and  filent  fit. 
While  fhe  puts  off  impertinence  for  wit ; 
Like  fetting-dog,  now  whipp'd  for  fpringing  game, 
You  muft  be  made,  by  due  conedtion,  tame. 
But  if  you  can  endure  the'naufeous  rule 
Of  woman,  do  ;  love  on,  and  be  a  fool. 
You  know  the  danger,  your  own  methods  ufe ; 
The  good  or  evil's  in  your  power  to  choofe  : 
But  who'd  expedt  a  ihort  and  dubious  blifs 
On  the  declining  of  a  precipice  ; 
Where  if  he  flips,  not  Fate  itl'elf  can  fave 
The  falling  wretch  from  an  untimely  grave  ? 

Thou  great  diredlrefs  of  our  minds,  faid  I, 
We  fafely  on  your  didlates  may  rely; 
And  that  which  you  have  now  fo  kindly  preft, 
Is  true,  and,  without  contradiiSion,  heft  : 
But  with  a  fteady  fentence  to  control 
The  heat  and  vigour  of  a  youthful  foul. 
While  gay  temptations  hover  in  our  fight, 
And  daily  bring  new  objec&s  of  delight, 
Which  on  us  with  furprifing  beauty  fmile, 
Is  difficult ;  but  is  a  noble  toil. 
The  heft  may  flip,  and  the  moft  cautious  fall; 
He's  more  than  mortal  that  ne'er  err'd  at  all. 
And  though  fair  Delia  has  my  foul  pofleft, 
I'll  chace  her  bright  idea  from  my  breaft ; 
At  leaft,  I'll  make  one  effay.     If  I  fail. 
And  Delia's  charms  o'er  Reafon  do  prevail, 
I  may  be,fure,  from  rigid  ccnfures  free, 
Love  was  my  foe ;  and  Love's  a  deity. 

Then  flie  rcjoin'd  ;  may  you  fuccef>ful  prove, 
In  your  attempt  to  curb  impetuous  Love: 
Then  will  proud  paffion  on  her  rightful  lord. 
You  to  yourfclf,  I  to  my  throne  reftor'd: 
But  to  confirm  your  courage,  and  infpire 
Your  refolution  with  a  bolder  fire, 
Follow  me,  youth  !  I'll  fliew  you  that  Ihall  move 
Your  foul  to  curfe  the  tyranny  of  Love. 

Then  flie  convey'd  me  to  a  difmal  fliade, 
Which  melancholy  yew  and  cyprefs  made ; 
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Where  I  beheld  an  antlq»ated  pile 

Of  rugged  building  in  a  narrow  ifle ; 

The  water  round  it  gave  a  naufeous  fmell, 

iAke  vapours  fteeming  from  a  fulphurous  cell. 

The  ruin'd  wall,  compoa'd  of  {linking  mud, 

O'ergrnwn  with  hemlock,  on  fupporters  flood  ; 

As  did  the  roof,  ungrateful  to  the  view  : 

'Twas  both  an  hofpital,  and  bedlam  too. 

Before  the  entrance, mouldering  bones  were  fpread, 

Some  ikeletons  entire,  fc^me  lately  dead ; 

A  little  rubbilh  loofely  fcatter'd  o'er 

Their  bodies  uninterr'd,  lay  round  the  door. 

No  funeral  rites  to  any  here  were  paid. 

But  dead  like  dogs  into  the  dull  convey'd. 

From  hence,  by  Reafon's  conducS,  I  was  brought, 

Through  various  turnings  to  a  fpacious  vault, 

Where  I  beheld,  and  'twas  a  mournful  fight, 

Vaft  crowds  of  wretches  all  debarr'd  from  lio-ht, 

But  what  a  few  dim  lamps,  expiring,  had  ;  "y 

Which  made  the  profp<5i5i  more  amazing  fad.      > 

Some  wept,  fome  rav'd,  fome  muCcally  mad  :    j 

Some  fwearing  loud,  and  others  laughing  :  Some 

Were  always  talking  ;  others  always  dumb. 

Here  one,  a  dagger  in  hi"!  breaft,  expires. 

And  quenches  with  his  blood  his  amorous  fires  : 

T^iere  hangs  a  fecond;  and,  not  fsr  remov'd, 

A  third  lies  poifon'd,  who  falfe  Celia  lov'd. 

All  forts  of  madnefs,  every  kind  of  death. 

By  which  unhappy  mortals  lofe  their  breath, 

Were  here  expos'd  before  my  wandering  eyes, 

The  fad  efre<Sts  of  female  treacheries ; 

Others  I  faw,  who  were  not  quite  bereft 

Of  fenfe,  though  very  fmall  remains  were  left, 

Curfing  the  fatal  folly  of  their  youth, 

For  trufling  to  perjurious  woman's  truth. 

Thefe  on  the  left. Upon  the  right  a  view 

Of  equal  horror,  equal  mifery  too  ; 

Amazing  !  all  employ'd  ray  troubled  thought. 

And,  with  new  wonder,  new  averfion  brought. 

There  I  beheld  a  wretched,  numerous  throng 

Of  pale,  lean  mortals ;  fome  lay  ftretch'd  along 

On  beds  of  flraw,  difconfulate  and  poor ; 

Others  extended  naked  on  the  floor  ; 

Exil'd  from  human  pity,  here  they  lie. 

And  know  no  end  of  mii'ery  till  they  die, 

But  death,  which  comes  in  gay  and  profperous 

days. 
Too  foon,  in  time  of  mifery  delays. 

Thefe  dreadful  fpeftacles  had  fo  much  power, 
I  vow'd,  and  folemnly,  to  love  no  more  : 
For  fure  that  flame  is  kindled  fr(<m  below, 
Which  breeds  fuch  fad  variety  of  woe. 

Then  we  defcended,  by  fome  few  degrees. 
From  this  ftupendousfceneof  miferies'; 
Bold  Reafon  brought  me  to  another  cave, 
Dark  as  the  inmoft  chambers  of  the  grave. 
Here,  youth,  flie  cry'd,  in  the  acutcfl  pain, 
Thofe  villains  lie,  who  have  their  fathers  flain, 
Stabb'd  their  own  brothers,  nay,  their  friends,  to 

pleafe 
Ambitious,  proud,  revengful  miflrefTes; 
Who,  after  all  their  fervices,  preferr'd 
Some  rugged  fellow  of  the  brawny  herd 
Before  thofe  wretches ;  who,  defpairing,  dwell 
In  agonies  no  human  tongue  can  tell. 
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Darkncfs  prevents  the  too  amazing  fi-j-ht ; 
And  you  may  blefs  the  happy  want  of  lio-ht. 
But  my  tormented  ears  were  fiU'd  with  ficrhs. 
Expiring  groans,  and  lamentable  cries, 
So  very  fad  1  could  endure  no  more  ; 
Methought  1  felt  the  miferies  they  bore. 

Then  to  my  guide,  faid  I,  For  pity  now 
Condudl  me  back  ;  here  I  confirm  my  vow. 
Which,  if  I  dare  infringe,  be  this  my  fate. 
Til  die  thus  wretched,  and  repent  too  late. 
The  charms  of  beauty  I'll  no  more  purfue  : 
Delia,  farewell,  farewell  for  ever  too. 

Then  we  return'd  to  the  delightful  grove  ■ 
Where  Reafcm  flill  diffuaded  me  from  Love. 
You  fee,  fhe  cry  d,  what  mifery  attends 
On  Love,  and  v/here  too  f:equentiv  it  ends  • 
And  let  not  that  unweildy  palFion  fway 
Your  foul,  which  none  but  whitiing  fools  obey. 
The  mafculine,  brave  fpirit  fcorns  to  cwn 
The  proud  ufurper  of  my  facred  throne  ; 
Nor  with  idolatrous  devotion  pays 
To  the  falfe  god,  or  facrifice,  or  pralfe. 
The  Syren's  miific  charms  the  failor's  ear; 
But  he  is  ruin'd  if  he  flops  to  hear  : 
And,  if  you  liften,  Love's  harnvonious  voice 
As  much  delights,  as  certainly  deftroys. 
Amhrofia  mix'd  with  Aconite  may  have 
A  pleafant  tafte,  but  fends  you  to  the  grave : 
For  though  the  latent  poifon  may  be  flill 
A  while,  it  very  feldom  fails  to  kill. 
But  who'd  partake  the  food  of  gods,  to  die 
Within  a  day,  or  live  in  mifery  .'' 
Who'd  eat  with  emperors,  if  o'er  his  head 
A  poniard  hung  but  by  a  fingle  thread  *  ? 
Love's  banquets  are  extravagantly  fwect. 
And  either  kill,  or  furfeit,  all  that  eat ; 
Who,  when  the  fated  appetite  is  tir'd. 
E'en  loathe  the  thoughtsof  what  they  onceadmir'd. 
You've  promii'd,  Strephon,  to  foifake  the  charms 
Of  Delia,  though  flie  courts  you  to  her  arms  : 
And  fure  I  may  your  refolutidn  truft: ; 
You'll  never  want  temptation,  but  be  juft. 
Vows  of  this  nature,  youth,  muft  not  be  broke  ; 
You're  always  bound,  though  'tis  a  gentle  yoke. 
Would  men  be  wife,  and  my  advice  purfue. 
Love's  conquefls  would   be  fmall,  his  triumph* 

few  : 
For  nothing  can  oppofe  his  tyranny. 
With  fuch  a  profped.  of  fuccefs  as  I. 
Me  he  detefts,  and  from  my  prefcnce  flies, 
Who  knows  his  arts,  and  ftratagems  defpifs, 
By  v.hich  he  cancels  mighty  Wifdom's  rules. 
To  nc'ke  himfelf  the  deity  of  fools  : 
Him  dully  they  adore,  him  blindly  ferve. 
Some  while   they're  fots,  and  others  while  they 

flarve ; 
For  thofe  who  under  his  wild  conduifl:  go, 
Either  come  coxcon^bs,  or  he  makes  them  fo; 
His  charms  dcptlve,  by  tht.ir  flrange  influence. 
The  brave  of  courage,  and  ti>e  wiie  of  feufc  ; 
In  vain  pliilofopby  would  fet  the  mind 
At  liberty,  if  once  by  him  confin'd  : 
The  fcliolar's  learning,  and  tiic  poet's  wit, 
A  while  may  ftruggle,  but  at  laft  fubmit : 
#  Tlie  feaft  of  Democles, 
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Well-weigh'd  refults  and  wife  conclufions  feem 

But  empty  chat,  impertinence  to  him  : 

His  opiates  feize  fo  ftrongly  on  the  brain, 

They  make  all  prudent  application  vain  : 

If,  therefore,  you  refolve  to  live  at  eafe, 

To  tafte  the  fweetnefs  of  internal  peace  ; 

Would  rot  for  fafety  to  a  battle  fly, 

Or  choofe  a  fhipwreck,  if  afraid  to  die  ; 

Far  from  thefe  pleafurable  fliades  remove. 

And  leave  the  fond,  inglorious  toil  of  Love. 

This  faid,  (he  vanilh'd,  and  methonght  I  found 
Myfelf  tranfported  to  a  rifing  gronnd  ; 
From  whence  I  did  apleafant  vale  furvey, 
Large  was  the  profpedl,  beautiful,  and  gay, 
There  I  beheld  th'  apartments  of  delight, 
Whofe    curious    forms    oblig'd    the    wondering 

fight ; 
Some  in  full  view  upon  the  champain  plac'd. 
With  lofty  walls  and  cooling  fireams  embrac'd  : 
Others,  in  fhady  groves,  retir'd  from  noife, 
The  feat  of  private  and  exalted  joys. 
At  a  great  diftance  i  perceiv'd  there  flood 
A  {lately  building  in  a  fpacious  wood, 
Whofe  gilded  turrets  rais'd  their  beauteous  beads 
High  in  the  air,  to  view  the  neighbouring  meads, 
Where  vulgar  lovers  fpend  their  happy  days, 
In  ruftic  dancing,  and  delightful  plays. 
But  while  I  gaz'd  with  admiration  round, 
I  heard  from  far  celelHal  mnfic  found  : 
So  foft,  fo  moving,  fo  harmonious,  all 
The  artful  charming  notes  did  rife  and  fail ; 
My  foul,  tranfported  with  the  graceful  airs, 
•Shook  off  the  prcffures  of  its  farmer  fears : 
I  felt  afrelh  the  little  god  begin 
To  ftir  himfelf,  and  gentle  move  within. 
Then  1  repented  I  had  vow'd  no  m.ore 
To  love,  or  Delia's  beauteous  eyes  adore. 
Why  am  I  now  condemn'd  to  banifhment. 
And  made  an  exile,  by  my  own  coiifent  ? 
1  fighiiig  try'd,  why  ftiould  I  live  in  pain 
Thofe  fleeting  hours  which  ne'er  return  again  ? 

0  Delia  !  what  can  wretched  Strephon  do  I 
Inhuman  to  himfelf,  and  fallc  to  you! 

'  1  is  true,  I've  promis'd  Reafon  to  remove 
From  thefe  retreats,  and  quit  bright  Delia's  love  : 
]^i!t  is  not  Reafon  partially  unkind  .' 
Are  all  her  votaries,  like  me,  confin'd  .' 
Mull  none,  that  under  her  dominion  live, 
"J'o  Love  and  Beauty  veneration  give  .'' 
Why  then  did  Nature  youthful  Delia  grace 
With  a  majeftic  mien,  and  charming  face  ? 
Why  did  Ihe  give  her  that  furprifing  air ; 
Make  her  fo  gay,  fo  witty,  and  fo  fair; 
Miftrefs  of  all  that  can  alTtdlion  move. 
If  Reafon  will  not  fuffer  us  to  love  ? 
Butjfince  it  muft  be  fo,  I'll  hafte  away; 
'  ris  fatal  to  retari),  and  death  to  (lay. 
From  you,  bled  (hades  !   (if  I  may  call  you  fo 
inculjuhle)  with  mighty  pain  1  go: 
ConijieU'd  from  hence,  1  leave  my  quiet  here ; 

1  may  liiid  fafety,  but  I  buy  it  dear. 

flitn  turning  round,  \  faw  a  beauteous  boy, 
Such  as  of  old  were  melfengcis  of  joy  : 
Who  art  thou,  or  from  whence  ?  it  lent,  faid  I, 
To  nie,  my  hafte  requires  a  quick  reply. 
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I  come,  he  cry'd,  from  yon  celeftial  grove, 
Where  (lands  the  temple  of  the  God  of  Love ; 
With  whofe  important  favour  you  are  grac'd,         i 
And  juftly  in  his  high  protedion  plac'd  :  | 

Be  grateful,  Strephon,  and  obey  that  god, 
Whofe  fceptre  ne'er  is  chang'd  into  a  rod  ; 
That  god,  to  whom  the  haughty  and  the  proud, 
The    bold,    the    braveft,    nay,    the    bell,    have 

bow'd; 
That  god,  whom  all  the  lefler  gods  adore, 
Firft  in  exiftence,  and  the  firft  in  power. 
From  him  I  come,  on  embaffy  divine. 
To  tell  thee,  Delia,  Delia  may  be  thine ; 
To  whom  all  beauties  rightful  tribute  pay ; 
Delia,  the  young,  the  lovely,  and  the  gay. 
If  you  dare  pu(h  your  fortune,  if  you  dare 
But  be  refolved,  and  prefs  the  yielding  fair,' 
Succefs  and  glory  will  your  labours  crown  ; 
For  Fate  does  rarely  on  the  valiant  frown. 
But,  were  you  fute  to  be  unkindly  us'd. 
Boldly  recciv'd,  and  fcornfuUy  refus'd. 
He  greater  glory  and  more  fame  obtains, 
Wha  lofes  Delia,  than  who  Phyllis  gains. 
But  to  prevent  all  fears  that  may  arifc, 
(Though  fears  ne'er  move  the  daring  and  the 

wife) 
In  the  dark  volumes  of  eternal  doom, 
Where  all  things  paft,  and  prefent,  and  to  come, 

Are  writ,  I  faw  thefe  words "  It  is  decreed, 

"  That  Strephon's  love  to  Delia  (hall  fuccced." 
What  would  you  more  ?    While  youth  and  vigour 

lalf, 
Ivove,  and  be  happy ;  they  decline  too  fad. 
In  youth  alone  you're  capable  to  prove 
The  mighty  tranfports  of  ^  generous  love  : 
For  dull  old  age,  with  fumbling  labour,  cloys 
Before  the  blifs,  or  gives  but  withcr'd  joys. 
Youth's  the  heft  time  for  aAion  mortals  have; 
That  paft,  they  touch  the  confines  of  the  grave 
Now,  if  you  hope  to  lie  in  Delia's  arms, 
To  die  in  raptures,  or  dilTolve  in  charms, 
Quick  to  the  blifsful,  happy  maiifion  fly. 
Where  all  is  one  continu'd  ecftaly, 
Delia  impatiently  expc6ls  you  there : 
And  fure  you  will  not  diiappoint  the  fair. 
None  but  the  impotent  or  old  would  ftay, 
When  Love  invites,  and  Beauty  calls  away. 

Oh  !  you  convey,  faid  I,  dear  charming  boy. 
Into  my  foul  a  ftrange  diforder'd  joy. 
I  would,  but  dare  not,  your  advice  purfue  ; 
I've  promis'd  Reafon,  and  I  muft  be  true ; 
Rcafon's  the  rightful  emprcfs  of  the  foul. 
Does  all  e.xorbitant  defires  control, 
Checks  every  wild  cxcurfion  of  the  mind. 
By  her  wife  diAates  happily  confin'd  ; 
And  he  that  will  not  her  commands  obey, 
Leaves  a  fafe  convoy  in  a  dangerous  lea. 
True,  I  love  Delia  to  a  vaft  excefs. 
But  I  muft  try  to  make  my  palTioii  lefs  : 
'Fry,  if  I  can  ;  if  pofTible,  I  will ; 
For  1  have  vow'd,  and  muft  that  vow  fulfil. 
Oh  !  had  I  not,  with  what  a  vigorous  (light 
CoidJ  I  purfue  the  quarries  of  delight ! 
liow  could  I  prefs  fair  Delia  in  thefe  arms, 
1  ill  1  diffolv'd  in  love,  and  (he  in  charms ! 


POEM    S. 


But  now  no  more  mud  I  her  beauties  view  ; 
Yet  tremble  at  her  thoughts  to  leave  her  too. 
What  would  I  give,  I  might  my  flame  allow  ! 
But  'tis  forbid  by  Reafon,  and  a  vow  : 
Two  mighty  obUacles  :    though  Love  of  old 
Has  broke  through  greater,  ftronger  powers  con- 

trol'd. 
Should  I  offend,  by  high  example  taught, 
'T  would  not  be  an  inexpiable  fault : 
The  crimes  of  malice  have  found  grace  above  ; 
And  fure  kind  Heaven  will  fpare  the  crimes  of 

Love. 
/Could'ft  thou,  my  angel,  but  inftrudl  me  how 
1  might  be  happy,  and  not  break  my  vow ; 
Or,  by  feme  fubtle  art,  diffolve  the  chain ; 
You'd  foon  revive  my  dying  hopes  again. 
Reafon  and  Love,  1  know,  could  ne'er  agree  ; 
Both  would  command,  and  both  fupcrior  be. 
Reafon's  fupported  by  the  iinewy  force 
Of  folid  argument,  and  wife  difcourfe: 
But  Love  pretends  to  ufe  no  other  arms. 
Than  foft  impreffions,  and  perfuafive  charms. 
One  muft  be  difobey'd ;  and  Ihall  I  prove 
A  rebel  to  my  Reafon,  or  to  Love  ? 
But  then,  fuppofe  I  fhould  my  flame  purfue, 
Delia  may  be  unkind,  and  faithlefs  too, 
Rejedt  my  pafllon  with  a  proud  difdain. 
And  fcorn  the  love  of  fuch  an  humble  fwain  : 
Then  fhould  I  labour  under  mighty  grief, 
Beyond  all  hopes  or  profpedt  of  relief. 
So  that,  methinks,  'tis  fafer  to  obey 
Right  Reafon,  though  Ihc  bears  a  rugged  fi^ay, 
Than  Love's  foft  rule,  whofe  fubjecls  undergo, 
Early  or  late,  too  fad  a  fhare  of  woe. 
Can  I  fo  foon  forget  that  wretched  crew, 
Reafon  juft  now  expo«'d  before  my  view  ? 
If  Delia  ftiould  be  cruel,  I  muil  be 
A  fad  partaker  of  their  mifery. 
But  your  encouragements  fo  Ilrongly  move, 
I'm  almoft  tempted  to  purfue  my  love  : 
For  fure  no  treacherous  defigns  fliould  dwell 
In  one  that  argues  and  perfuades  fo  well : 
For  v/hat  could  Love  by  my  deftrudlion  gain  ? 
J^ove's  an  immortal  god,  and  I  a  fwain  ; 
And  fure  I  may  without  fufpicion  trull 
A  god,  for  gods  can  never  "be  unjuft. 

Right  you  conclude,  reply'd  the  fmiling  boy  : 
L6ve  ruins  none;  'tis  men  themfclves  deilroy  : 
And  thofe  vile  wretches  which  you  lately  law, 
'i'ranfgrefi'd  his  rules,  as  well  as  Reafon's  law. 
They're  not  Love's  fubjedts,   but  the  flives  of 

Luft; 
Nor  is  their  punilhment  fo  great  as  juft  : 
For  Love  and  Luft  effentially  divide. 
Like  day  and  night,  Humility  and  Pride  ; 
One  darkncfs  hides,  t'  other  does  always  lliine  ; 
This  of  infernal  make,  and  that  divine. 
Reafon  no  generous  paflion  does  oppofe  : 
'Tis  Luft  (not  Love)  and  Reafon  that  are  foes. 
She  bids  you  fcorn  a  bafe  inglorious  flame. 
Black  as  the  gloomy  ftiade  from  whence  it  came  : 
3n  this  her  precepts  fliould  obedience  find  ; 
But  yours  is  not  of  that  ignoble  kind. 
You  err  in  thinking  flie  would  difapprove 
The  brave  purfuit  of  honourable  love ; 
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And  therefore  judge  what's  harmlcfs  an  offence. 
Invert  her  meanii.g,  and  miftake  her  fenfe. 
She  could  not  fuch  infipid  counfcl  give, 
As  not  to  love  at  all ;  'tis  not  to  live  ; 
But,  where  bright  virtue  and  true  beauty  lies. 
And  that  in  Delia,  charming  Delia's  eyes. 
Could  you  contented  fee  th'  angelic  maid 
In  old  Alexis'  dull  embraces  laid  ? 
Or  rough-hewn  Tityrus  poflefs  thofe  charms. 
Which  are  in  heaven,  the  heaven  of  Delia's  arms? 
Confider,  youth,  what  tranfport  you  forego, 
The  moft  entire  felicity  below  ; 
Which  is  by  F;ite  alone  referv'd  for  you  : 
Monarchs  have  been  deny'd  ;  for  monarchs  fue. 
I  own  'tis  difficult  to  gain  the  prize  ; 
Or  't  would  be  cheap  and  low  in  noble  eyes : 
But  there  is  one  foft  minute,  when  the  mind 
Is  left  unguarded,  waiting  to  he  kind ; 
Which  the  wife  lover  anderftandiug  right. 
Steals  in  like  day  upon  the  wings  of  light. 
You  urge  your  vow ;    but  can  thofe  vows  pre- 
vail, 
Whnfe  firll  foundation  and  whofe  reafon  fail  ? 
You  vow'd  to  leave  fair  Delia  ;  but  you  thought 
Your  paflion  v/as  a  crime,  your  flame  a  fault. 
But  fince  your  judgment  err'd,  it  has  no  force 
To  bind  at  all,  but  is  diffolv'd  of  coutfe ; 
And  therefore  hefitate  no  longer  here. 
But  banilh  all  the  dull  remains  of  fear. 
Dare  you  be  happy,  youth  ?    but  dare,  and  be  : 
I'll  be  your  convoy  to  the  charming  (he. 
What !  ftill  irrefolute  ?  debating  ftiU  ? 
View  her,  and  then  forfake  her  if  you  will. 

I'll  go,  fald  I ;  once  more  I'll  venture  all : 
'Tis  brave  to  perilh  by  a  noble  fall. 
Beauty  no  mortal  can  refift ;  and  Jove 
Laid  by  his  grandeur,  to  indulge  his  love. 
Reafon,  if  I  do  err,  my  crime  forgive  : 
Angels  alone  without  off"ending  live. 
I  go  aftray  but  as  the  wife  have  done. 
And  adl  a  folly  which  they  did  not  fliun. 

Then  we,  defcending  to  a  fpacious  plain. 
Were  foon  faluted  by  a  numerous  train 
Of  happy  lovers,  who  confum'd  their  hours, 
With  conftant  jollity,  in  fliady  bowers. 
There  I  beheld  the  bleft  variety 
Of  joy,  from  all  corroding  troubles  free  : 
Each  follow'd  his  own  fancy  to  delight; 
Though    all  went  different  ways,    yet  all  went 

right. 
None  err'd,  or  mifs'd  the  happinefs  he  fought : 
Love  to  one  centre  every  twining  brought. 
We  pafs'd  through  numerous  pleafant  fields  and 

glades. 
By  murmuring  fountains,  and  by  peaceful  (hades  ; 
Till  we  approach'd  the  confines  of  the  wood. 
Where  mighty  Love's  immortal  temple  ftood  : 
Round  the  celeftial  fane,  in  goodly  rows 
And  beauteous  order,  amorous  myrtle  grows ; 
Beneath  whofe  ftiade  expe<5Ving  lovers  wait 
For  the  kind  minute  of  indulgent  Fate  : 
Each  had  his  guardian  Cupid,  whofe  chief  care, 
By  fecret  motions,  was  to  warm  the  fair. 
To  kindle  eager  longings  for  the  joy. 
To  move  the  flow,  and  to  incline  the  coy. 
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THE   WORKS   OF   POMFRET. 


The    glorious   fabric   charm'd  my   wondering 
fight, 
Of  vaft  extent,  and  of  prodigious  height  : 
The  cafe  was  marble,  but  the  polifli'd  ftone 
With  fuch  an  admirable  luftre  flione, 
As  if  fome  architedt  divine  had  drove 
T'  outdo  the  palace  of  imperial  Jove; 
The  ponderous  gates  of  maffy  gold  were  made, 
With  di'monds  of  a  mighty  fize  inlaid  ; 
Here  ftood  the  winged  guards,  in  order  plac'd, 
With  fliining  darts  and  golden  quivers  grac'd  : 
As  we  approach'd,  .hey  cla^p'd  their  joyful  wings, 
And    cry'd    aloud.    Tune,    tune    your   warbling 

•    firings; 
The  grateful  youth  is  come,  to  facrifice 
At  Delia's  altar  to  bright  Delia's  eyes  : 
With  harmony  divine  his  foul  infpire. 
That  hs  may  boldly  touch  the  facred  fire ; 
And  ye  that  wait  upon  the  bliifhing  fair, 
Celeftial  incenfe  and  perfumes  prepare ; 
While  our  great  god  her  panting  bofom  warms. 
Refines  her  beauties,  and  improves  her  charms. 

Entering     the    fpacious    dome,     my    ravifii'd 
eyes 
A  wondrous  fcene  of  glory  did  furprife  : 
The  riches,  fymmetry,  and  brightnefs,  all 
Did  equally  for  admiration  call ! 
But  the  defcrjption  is  a  labour  fit 
Por  none  beneath  a  laureat  angel's  wit. 

Amidft  the  temple  was  an  altar  made 
Of  folid  gold,  where  adoration's  paid  ; 
Here  I  perform'd  the  ufual  rites  with  fear, 
Not  daring  boldly  to  approach  too  near ; 
Till  from  the  god  a  fmiling  Cupid  came. 
And  bid  me  touch  the  confecrated  flame ; 
Which  done,  my  guide  my  eager  ftcps  convey'd 
To  the  apartment  of  the  beauteous  maid. 
Before  the  entrance  was  her  altar  rais'd, 
On  pedeftals  of  poli(h'd  marble  plac'd  : 
By  it  her  guardian  Cupid  always  Itands, 
Who  troops  of  mifllonary  Loves  commands : 
To  him  with  foft  addrcfles  all  repair  : 
Each  for  his  captive  humbly  begs  the  fair  : 
Though  ftili  in  vain  they  importun'd ;  for  he 
Would  give  encouragement  to  none  but  me. 
There  ftands  the  youth,  he  cry'd,  muft.  take  a 

blifs ; 
The  lovely  Delia  can  be  none  but  his  : 
Fate  Iws  feleiSted  him  ;  and  mighty  Love 
Confirms  below  what  that  decrees  above. 
Then  preis  no  more;  there's  not  another  fwain 
On  earth,  but  S'rephou,  can  bright  Delia  gain. 
Kneel,  youth,  and  with  a  grateful  mind  renew 
Your  vcws  ;  fwear  you'll  eternally  be  true. 
But  if  you  dare  be  falfe,  dare  perjur'd  prove. 
You'll  find,  in  fure  revenge,  affronted  Love 
As  hot,  as  fierce,  as  t-.rriblc,  as  Jove. 
Huar  me,  ye  gods,  faid  [,  now  Jaar  me  fwear, 
By  all  that's  facred,  and  by  all  that's  fair  ! 
Ii  I  prove  falfe  to  Delia,  let  me  fall 
Tl'.e  common  obloquy,  condemn'd  by  all ! 
l^ct  mc  the  utmoft  of  your  vengearicc  try  ; 
fcrc'd  to  live  wretched,  and  unpity'd  die  ! 

Then  he  expo^'il  the  lovely  flecping  maid, 
Upon  a  couch  of  new-blown  rofcs  laid. 


The  blufliing  colour  in  her  cheeks  exprefs'd 
What  tender  thoughts  infpir'd  her  heaving  bread. 
Sometimes  a  figh  half-fniother'd  ftole  away  ; 
Then  flie  would  Strephon,  charming  Strephon, 

fay  ; 
Sometimes  flie,  fmiling,  cry'd,  You  love  'tis  true  ; 
But  will  you  always,  and  be  faithful  too  ? 
Ten  thoufand  graces  play'd  about  her  face ; 
Ten  thoufand  charms  attending  every  grace  : 
Each  admirable  feature  did  impart 
A  fecret  rapture  to  my  throbbing  heart. 
The  nympt)  *  imprifon'd  in  the  brazen  tower,        ■ 
W'hei  Jove  delcendcd  in  a  golden  Ihower, 
Lefs  beautiful  appear'd,  and  yet  her  eyes 
Brought  down  that  god  from  the  negiefted  feier. 
So  moving,  fo  tranfporting  was  the  fight. 
So  mtich  a  goddefs  Deha  feem'd,  fo  bright, 
My  ravifii'd  foul,  with  fecret  wonder  fraught, 
Lay  all  difi"olv'd  in  ecftafy  of  thought. 

Long  time  I  gaz'd ;  but  as  I  trembling  drew 
Nearer,  to  make  a  more  obliging  view. 
It  thunder'd  loud,  and  the  ungrateful  noife 
Wak'd  me,  and  put  an  end  to  all  my  joys. 


THE  FORTUNATE  COMPLAINT. 

As  Strephon,  in  a  wither'd  cyprefs  fliade. 

For  anxious  thought  and  fighing  lovers  made, 

Revolving  lay  upon  his  wntched  Hate, 

And  the  hard  uluge  of  toe  partial  Fate, 

Thus  the  fad  youth  comp'ain'd  :     Once  happy 

fwain. 
Now  the  moft  ahjeSt  fliepherd  of  the  plain  1 
Where's  that  harmonious  concert  of  delights, 
Thofe  peaceful  days  and  plcafurable  nights. 
That  generous  mirth  and  noble  jollity, 
Which  gaily  made  the  dancing  minutes  flee  ? 
Difpers'd  and  banifli'd  from  my  troubled  bread; 
Nor  leave  me  one  fliort  inter v:il  of  reft. 

Why  do  I  profecute  a  hopelefs  flame, 
And  play  in  torment  fuch  a  loofing  game  .' 
Alt  things  cor.fpire  to  make  my  niin  lure  } 
When  wounds  are  mortal,  they  admit  no  cure. 
But  Heaven  fometimes  does  a  miraculous  thing, 
When  our  lall  hope  is  juft;  upon  the  wing  ; 
And  in  a  momen'  drives  thofe  clouds  away, 
Whofe  fullen  darknefs  hid  a  glorious  day. 

Why  was  I  born,  or  why  do  I  furvive ; 
To  be  made  wret-thed  only,  kept  alive  ? 
Fate  is  too  cruel  in  the  harfli  ilecree. 
That  I  muft  live,  ye*  live  in  mifery. 
Are  all  its  pleafing  happy  moments  gone  .' 
Muft  Strephon  be  untirtunate  alone  i 
On  other  fwains  it  laviflity  bcftows  ; 
On  them  each  nymi)h  ntgleifted  favour  throws  : 
They  meet  compliance  ftill  in  every  face. 
And  lodge  their  paflions  in  a  ki-id  embrace  ; 
Obtaining  from  tht  foft  incurious  maid 
True  love  for  counterfeit,  and  geld  for  lead. 
buccefs  on  Maevius  always  doi-s  attend  ; 
Inconftant  fortune  is  his  coodant  friend  : 

«  Danae. 
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He  levels  blindly,  yet  the  mark  does  hit ; 
And  owes  the  vi<5lory  to  chance,  not  wit. 
But  let  him  conquer  ere  one  blow  be  ftruck  : 
I'd  not  be  Mavius,  to  have  Msevius's  luck. 
Proud  of  my  fate,  I  would  not  change  my  chains 
For  all  the  trophies  purring  Masvius  gains ; 
But  rather  ftill  live  Delia's  flave,  than  be 
Like  Msevius  filly,  and  like  MaEvius  free. 
But  he  is  happy,  loves  the  common  road ; 
And.  pack-horfe  like,  jogs  on  beneath  his  load. 
If  Piiyllis  peevilh  or  unkind  does  prove, 
It  ne'er  difturbs  his  grave  mechanic  love. 
A  little  joy  his  languid  flame  contents. 
And  makes  him  eafy  under  all  events. 
But  when  a  paflion's  noble  and  fublime. 
And  higher  flill  would  evf  ry  moment  climb ; 
If  'tis  accepted  with  a  juft  return, 
The  fire's  immortal,  will  for  ever  burn. 
And  with  fuch  raptures  fills  the  lover's  bread, 
That  faints  in  paradife  are  fcarce  more  tJleft. 

But  I  lament  my  miferies  in  vain  ; 
For  Delia  hears  me,  pitilefs,  complain. 
Suppofe  the  pities,  and  believes  me  true,  ~) 

What  fatisfaclion  can  from  thence  accrue,  > 

TJnlefs  her  pity  makes  her  love  mc  to    ?  j 

Perhaps  Ihe  loves  ('tis  but  perhaps,  1  fear, 
For  that's  a  blefling  can't  be  bought  too  dear) 
If  fhe  has  fcruples  that  oppofe  her  will, 
1  muft,  alas!  be  miferable  flill. 
Though,  if  fhe  loves,  thofe  fcruples  foon  will  fly 
Before  the  reafoning  of  the  Deity  : 
For,  where  Love  enters,  he  will  rule  alone, 
And  fufFer  no  copartner  in  his  throne  ; 
And  thofe  falfe  arguments  that  would  repel 
His  high  injuncSlions,  teach  us  to  rebel. 

What    method    can  poor  Strephon  then  pro- 
pound, 
To  cure  the  bleeding  of  his  fatal  wound, 
If  Ihe,  who  guided  the  vexatious  dart, 
Refolves  to  cherifh  and  increafe  the  fmart  ? 
Go,  youth,  from  thefe  unhappy  plains  remove, 
Leave  the  purfuit  of  unfuccefsful  love  : 
Go,  and  to  foreign  fwains  thy  griefs  relate  ; 
Tell  them  the  cruelty  of  frowning  Fate  ; 
Tell  them  the  noble  charms  of  Delia's  mind  ; 
Tell  them  how  fair,  but  tell  them  how  unkind. 
And  when  few  years  thou  fiaft  in  forrow  fpent 
(For  fure  they  cannot  be  of  large  extent). 
In  prayers  for  her  thou  lov'ft,  refign  thy  breath, 
And  blefs  the  minute  gives  thee  eafc  and  death. 

Here  paus'd  the  fwain — when  Delia  driving  by 
Her  bleating  flock  to  fome  frelh  pafture  nigh, 
By  Love  diretiled,  did  her  fteps  convey 
Where  Strephon,  wrapp'd  in  filent  forrow,  lay  : 
As  foon  as  he  perceiv'd  the  beauteous  maid. 
He  rnfe  to  meet  her,  and  thus,  trembling,  faid  : 

When  humble  fuppliants  would  the  gods  ap.- 
peale. 
And  in  fevere  afflidlions  beg  for  eafe, 
With  conftant  importunity  they  fue. 
And  their  petitions  every  day  renew  ; 
Grow  ftill  more  earneft  as  they  are  deny'd, 
Nor  one  well-weigh'd  expedient  leave  untry'd, 
Till  Heaven  thofe  bleflings  they  enjoy'd  before 
Not  only  does  return,  but  gives  them  more. 


O,  do  not  blame  me,  Delia  '  if  I  prefs 
So  much,  and  with  impatience,  for  redrefs. 
My  ponderous  griefs  no  eafe  my  foul  allow  ; 
For  they  are  nwct  t'  intolerable  now  : 
How    ftiall    1    then    fupport    them,    when  they 

grow 
To  an  cxcefs,  to  a  diftradling  woe  ? 
Since  you're  endow'd  with  a  celcftial  mind. 
Relieve  like  Heaven,  and  like  the  gods  be  kind. 
Did  you  perceive  the  torments  I  endure. 
Which  you  firft.  caus'd,  and  you  alone  can  cure. 
They  would  your  virgin  foul  to  pity  move, 
And  pity  may  at  lafl  be  chang'd  to  love, 
tiome  fwains,  I  own,  impofe  upon  the  fair, 
-*nd  lead  the  incautious  maid  into  a  fnarc  ; 
But  let  them  fuffer  for  their  perjury. 
And  do  not  punifli  others  crimes  with  me. 
If  there's  fo  many  of  our  fex  untrue, 
Yaurs  (liould  more  kindly  ufe  the  faithful  few; 
Though  innocence  too  oft  incurs  the  fate 
Of  guilt,  and  clears  irfelf  fometinies  too  late. 
Your  nature  is  to  tendernefs  inclin'd ; 
And  why  to  me,  to  me  alone  unkind  ? 
A  conmion  love,  by  other  perfons  fhewn, 
Meets  with  a  full  return  ;  but  mine  has  none  : 
Nay,  fcarce  belie v'd,  though  fome  deceit  as  free 
As  angels  flames  can  for  archangels  be. 
A  paffion  feign'd,  at  no  repulfe  is  griev'd. 
And  values  little  if  it  be  n't  receiv'd  : 
But  love  fincere  refents  the  fmalleft  fcorn. 
And  the  unkindnefs  does  in  fecret  mourn. 

Sometimes  I  pleafe  myfelf,  and  think  you  are 
Too  good  to  make  me  wretched  by  defpair  : 
That  tendernefs,  which  in  your  foul  is  plac'd. 
Will  move  you  to  compaflion  fure  at  laft. 
But  when  I  cohie  to  take  a  fecond  view 
Of  my  own  merits,  I  defpond  of  you  : 
For  what  can  Delia,  beauteous  Delia,  fee. 
To  raife  in  her  the  leaft  elteem  for  me  : 
I've  nought  that  can  encourage  my  addrefs; 
My  fortune's  little,  and  my  worth  is  lefs  : 
But  if  a  love  of  the  fublimell  kind 
Can  make  impreflion  on  a  generous  mind. 
If  all  has  real  value  that's  divine. 
There  cannot  be  a  nobler  flame  than  mine. 

Perhaps  you  pity  me ;  I  know  you  muft; 
And  my  afledlions  can  no  more  diftruft  : 
But  what,  alas  !  will  helplefs  pity  do  ? 
You  pity,  but  you  may  defpife  me  too. 
Still  I  am  wretched,  if  no  more  you  give  : 
The  ftarving  orphan  can't  on  pity  live  : 
He  muft  receive  the  food  for  which  he  cries, 
Or  he  confumes,  and,  though  much  pity'd,  dies. 

My  torments  ftill  do  with  my  paffion  grow  : 
The  more  I  love,  the  more  I  undergo. 
But  fuffer  me  no  longer  to  remain 
Beneath  the  prefliire  of  fo  vaft  a  pain. 
My  wound  requires  fome  fpeedy  remedy  : 
Delays  are  fatal,  when  defpair  is  nigh. 
Much  I've  endur'd,  much  more  than  I  can  tel! ; 
Too  much,  indeed,  for  one  that  loves  fo  well. 
When  will  the  end  of  all  my  forrows  be  ? 
Can  you  not  love  ?    I'm  fure  you  pity  me. 
But  if  I  muft  new  miferies  fuftain, 
And  be  condemn'd  to  more  and  ftronger  pain, 
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I'll  not  acciiTe  you,  fince  my  fate  is  fuch ; 
I  pleafe  too  little,  and  1  love  too  much. 

Strephon,  no  more,  the  blufhirsg-  Delia  faid, 
Excufe  the  conduit  of  a  timorous  mr.id  ; 
Now  I'm  cnnvinc'd  your  love's  fublinie  and  true, 
Such  as  I  always  wifh'd  to  find  in  you. 
Each  kind  exprefiion,  every  tender  tliouojlit, 
A  mighty  tranfport  in  my  borom  wrought  : 
And  though  in  fecrct  I  your  flame  aprrov'd, 
I  figh'd  and  griev'd,  bur  durft  net  own  1  lov'd. 
Though  now — O  Strcphcn  1  be  fo  kind  to  guefs 
What  fliame  will  not  allow  me  to  confefs. 

The  youth,  encompafs'd  v»'ith  a  joy  fo  bright, 
Had  hardly  ftrength  to  bear  the  vail  delight. 
By  too  fiiblime  an  ecftafy  poffeft, 
He  trembled,  gaz'd,  and  clafp'd  her  to  his  breaft; 
Ader'd  the  nymph  that  did  his  pain  remove, 
Vow'd  endlefs  truth  ^nd  evcrlalU^g  love. 


STREPHOiN'S  LOVE  FOR  DELIA 
JUSTIFIED. 

In  an  Bpifile  to   Celadon. 

AtL  men  have  foUie»,  which  they  blindly  trace 
Thronj>h  the  dark  turninjjs  of  a  dubious  maze  ; 
But  happy  thofe,  wiio,  by  a  prudent  c;ire, 
Retreat  betimes  from  the  fallacious  fnare. 

The  eldeft  fons  of  Wifdom  were  not  free 
From  the  fame  failure  you  condemn  in  me  : 
They  lov'd,  and,  by  tliat  glorious  paflion  led, 
Forgot  what  Plato  and  themfelves  had  faid. 
J-ovc  triumph'd  o'er  thofe  dull,  pedantic  rules. 
They  had  collected  from  the  wrangling  fchools ; 
And  made  them  to  his  noble  fway  I'ubmit, 
In  fpitc  of  all  their  learning,  art,  and  wit. 
'J'heir  grave,  ftarcb'd  morals  then  unnft-ful  prov'd; 
Thefe  dufiy  charaders  he  fo()n  remov'd  ; 
For,  when  his  (bining  fquadrons  came  in  view, 
Their  boaded  reafon  murmiir'd,  and  withdrew  ; 
Unable  to  oppofe  their  mighty  force 
With  phlegmatic  refolves,  and  dry  difcoiirfe. 

If,  as  the  wifefl  of  the  wife  have  err'd, 
I  go  aftray,  and  am  condenin'd  unheard, 
My  faults  you  too  feverely  reprehend, 
More  like  a  rigid  cenfor  than  a  friend. 
Love  is  the  monarch  pafiiou  of  the  mind, 
Knows  no  fnptrior,  by  no  laws  confin'd. 
But  triumphs  ftill,  impatient  of  controul. 
O'er  all  the  proud  endowments  of  the  foul. 

You  own'd  my  Delia,  friend,  divinely  fair, 
When  in  the  bud  her  native  beauties  were; 
Your  praifc  did  then  her  early  charms  confefs, 
Yet  you'd  perfuade  me  to  adore  her  lefs. 
You  but  the  non-age  of  her  beauty  faw. 
But  might  from  thence  fublinie  ideas  draw. 
And  what  fhe  is,  by  what  flie  was,  conclude  ; 
Vm  now  (he  governs  thufe  fhe  then  fubdu'd. 

Her  afpedh  noble  and  mature  is  grown. 
And  every  charm  in  its  full  vigour  known. 
There,  we  may  wondering  view,  diflimflly  writ, 
TJic  lines  of  goodnefs,  and  the  marks  of  wit : 


Each  feature,  emolous  of  pieafing  mofl. 
Does  juftly  fome  peculiar  fweetnefs  boaft  : 
And  her  compofure's  of  fo  fine  a  frame. 
Pride  cannot  hope  to  mend,  nor  Hnvy  blaa-.e. 

When  tlie  inimort.il  Beauties  of  the  fkits 
Contended  naked  for  the  golden  prize. 
The  apple  had  not  fall'n  to  Venus'  fiiare. 
Had  1  been  Paris,  and  my  Delia  there; 
In  whom  alone  we  all  their  graces  find,  ~> 

The  moving  gaiety  of  Venus,  join'd  v 

\\''ith  Juno's  affiedi,  and  Minerva's  mind.  j 

View  both  thofe  nymphs  whom  other  fwaius 
adore, 
You'll  value  charming  Delia  flill  the  niore. 
Dorinda's  mien  's  uiajellic,  but  her  mind 
Is  to  revenge  and  peevifhnefs  inclin'd  : 
Myrtilla  's  fair  ;  and  yet  Myrtilla's  proud  : 
Chloe  has  w\k  ;  but  noify,  vain,  and  loud  : 
Melania  doats  upon  the  fillieft  things ; 
And  yet  Melania  like  an  angel  lings. 
But  in  my  Delia  all  endowments  meet, 
All  rhat  is  jull,  agreeable,  or  fweet ; 
All  that  can  p'aife  and  admiration  move, 
All  that  the  wifell  and  the  braveft  love. 

In  all  difcourfes  fhe  's  appofite  and  gay. 
And  ne'er  wants  fomerhitig  pertinent  to  iay  ; 
For,  if  the  fubjedil  's  of  a  fcrioos  kind. 
Her  thoughts  are  manly,  and  her  fenfc  refin'd; 
But  if  divertivc,  her  exprefiion  's  fit, 
Good  language,  joiu'd  with  inofJenfive  wit ; 
So  cautious  always,  that  fhe  ne'er  affords 
An  idle  thought  the  charity  of  words. 
The  vices  common  to  her  fex  can  find 
No  rpom,  ev'n  in  the  fuburbs  of  her  mind  ; 
Concluding  wifely  ibe  's  in  danger  ftill, 
From  the  mere  neighbourhood  of  induftrious  ill. 
Therefore  at  diftance  keeps  the  fubtle  foe, 
Whofe  near  approach  would  formidable  grow  ; 
While  the  unwary  virgin  is  undone. 
And  meets  the  mifery  which  fhe  ought  to  fhun. 
Her  wit  is  penetrating,  clear,  and  gay; 
But  let  true  judgment  and  right  rei'fon  fway  ; 
Modeftly  bold,  and  quick  to  apprehend  ; 
Prompt  in  replies,  but  cautious  to  offend. 
Her  darts  are  k-een,  but  level'd  with  fuch  care, 
They  ne'er  fall  fliorr,  and  feldoni  fly  too  far  : 
For  when  fhe  rallic-,  'tis  with  fo  much  art. 
We  blulh  with  pleafure,  and  with  rapture  fniart. 

0,Cei.:idon  !  you  worild  my  flame  a)'prove, 
Did  you  but  hear  her  talk  of  love. 
That  trnder  paflion  to  her  fancy  brings 
The  piettieft  notions,  and  the  Ibfteft  things  ;    , 
Which  are  by  her  fo  movingly  expreft. 
They  fill  with  ecftaly  my  throbbing  breaft. 
'  ris  then  the  charms  of  eloquence  impart 
Their  native  glories  unimprov'd  by  art  : 
By  what  fhe  fays  I  meafure  things  above, 
And  guefs  the  language  of  feraphic  love. 

To  the  cool  bolbm  of  a  peaceful  fhade. 
By  fome  wild  beech  or  lofty  poplar  made. 
When  evening  comes,  we  ftcretly  repair 
To  breathe  in  private,  and  unbend  our  care  : 
And  while  our  flocks  in  fruitful  paflures  feedj 
Some  well-defign'd,  iuftruftive  poem  read  j 
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Where  ufcful  morals,  with  foft  nun-.bcrs  joiu'J, 
At  once  delight  and  cultivate  the  mind  : 
Which  arc;  by  her  to  more  pt;rfe6lioii  brought, 
By  wife  remarks  upon  the  poet's  thought; 
So  well  fhe  knows  the  ftanip  of  eloquence, 
The  empty  found  of  words  from  folid  feiife. 
The  florid  fuftiaa  of  a  rhyming  fpark, 
Whofe  random  arrow  ne'er  comas  near  the  mark. 
Can't  on  her  judgment  he  impos'd,  and  pafs 
For  ftandard  gold,  when  'tis  but  gilded  brafs. 
Oft  in  the  walks  of  £n  adjacent  grove, 
Where  firft  we  mutually  engag'd  to  love, 
She  fmiling  afk'd  me.  Whether  I  'd  prefeb 
An  humble  cottage  on  the  plains  with  lier, 
Before  the  pompous  building  of  the  great ; 
And  find  content  in  that  inferior  ftate  ? 
Said  I,  The  queilion  you  propofe  to  nic. 
Perhaps  a  matter  of  debate  might  be, 
Were  the  degrees  of  my  affcdtlon  Icfs    - 
Thau  burning  martyrs  to  the  gods  exprefs. 
In  you  [  've  all  I  can  defire  below. 
That  earth  can  give  me,  or  the  gods  beftow ; 
And,  bleft  with  you,  I  know  not  whtre  to  find 
A  fecond,  choice,  you  take  up  all  my  mind. 
I  'd  not  foifake  that  dear,  delightial  plain. 
Where  Charming  Delia,  Love  and  Delia  reign, 
For  all  the  fplcndor  that  a  court  can  give. 
Where  gaudy  fools  and  bufy  ftatefmen  live. 
Though  youthful  Paris,  when  his  birth  wasknov/ri 
(Too  fatally  related  to  a  throne) 
Forfook  Oenone,  and  his  rural  fports, 
For  dangerous  greatnefs  and  tumultuous  courts; 
Yet  Fate  fhould  ftill  offer  its  power  in  vain; 
For  what  is  power  to  fuch  an  humble  fwain  ? 
I  would  not  leave  my  Delia,  leave  my  fair. 
Though  half  the  globe  ftiould  be  affign'd  niy  fliare. 
And  would  you  have  me,  friend,  refieA  again, 
Become  the  bafcil  and  fhe  worft  of  men  ? 
O,  do  not  urge  me.  Celadon,  forbear ; 
I  cannot  leave  her,  file's  too  charming  fair ! 
Should  I  your  counfel  in  this  cafe  puifue. 
You  might  fufpeifl  me  for  a  villain  too  : 
For  fure  that  perjur'd  wretch  can  never  prove 
Juft  tb  his  friend,  who  's  faithlcfs  to  his  love. 
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As  thofe  who  hope  hereafter  heaven  to  lliare, 
A  rigorous  exile  here  cah  calmly  bear. 
And,  with  collected  fpirits,  undergo 
The  fad  variety  of  pain  beiovir ; 
Yet,  with  intenfe  relic<!:l;ions,  antedate 
The  mighty  r^pti:res  of  a  fuciue  ftate  ; 
While  the  bright  profpeiSb  of  approaching  joy 
Creates  a  blefs  no  trouble  can  deftroy  : 
So,  though  I'm  tolVd  by  giddy  Fortune's  hand, 
Ev'n  to  the  confines  of  my  native  land  ; 
Where  I  can  hear  the  fiormy  ocean  voat, 
And  break  its  waves  upon  the  foaming  ihore  : 
Though  from  my  Delia  banifh'd ;  all  that's  dear. 
That's  good,  or  beautiful,  or  charming  here ; 
Yet  flattering  hopes  encourage  me  to  live. 
And  tell  me  Fate  will  kinder  niinutes  give ; 
Vol.  Vr. 


That  the  dark  treafury  of  times  contains 
A  glorious  day,  will  finiih  all  my  pains  : 
And,  while  1  contemplate  on  joys  to  come, 
My  griefs  are  filent,  and  my  forrows  dumb, 
Bciieve  nie,  nymph,  believe  me,  charming  fair, 
(Wlitn  truth  's  coafpicuous,  we  need  not  fwcar; 
Oaths  will  fuppofc  a  diffidence  in  you, 
I'hat  I  am  falfe,  my  fi.imc  fidMrious  too) 
Were  1  condemn'd  by  Fate's  imperial  power, 
Nj'er  to  return  lo  your  embraces  n^ore, 
1  'd  fcomi  white'er  the  bufy  world  could  give; 
'  Tvvould  be  the  worll  of  niiferses  to  live  ; 
For  all  my  willies  and  defires  purfus. 
All  I  admire,  and  covet  here,  is  you. 
Were  I  poffcfs'd  of  ycicir  furprifing  charm?, 
And  lodg'd  again  within  my  Delia's  arms  ; 
Then  would  my  joys  f.fccnd  to  that  degree. 
Could  angels  eiivy,  they  would  envy  me. 

Oft,  as  I  wander  in  a  lilent  f&ade, 
When  bold  vexations  would  my  foul  invade, 
I  banilh  the  rough  thought,  and  none  purfuej 
But  wliat  inclines  iny  willing  n'ind  to  yuu. 
The  foft  refletSiions  on  your  facred  love. 
Like  fovereigu  antidotes,  all  cares  rerliuve  ; 
C  mipofiiig  every  faculty  to  reft. 
They  leave  a  grateful  flivour  in  my  breaft, 

Retir'd  I'ometimes  into  a  lonely  grove, 
I  think  o'er  all  the  {lories  of  our  iove. 
What  mighty  pleafure  have  1  eft  poffefs'd,  ") 

When,  in  a  mafcullne  embrace,  I  prciT:  C 

The  lovely  Delia  to  my  heaving  breafl !  J 

Then  I  remember,  and  with  vaft  delight. 
The  kind  cxpreflions  of  the  parting  night  : 
Methought  the  fun  too  quick  return'd  again, 
And  day  feem'd  ne'er  impertinent  till  then. 
Strong  and  contraifled  was  our  eager  blifs. 
An  age  of  pleafure  in  each  generous  kifs  : 
Years  of  delight  in  moments  we  compriz'd; 
And  heaven  itfelf  vyas  there  epitomis'd. 

But,  when  the  glories  of  the  eaftern  light 
O'erflow'd  the  twinkling  tapers  of  the  ni"h: ; 
Farewell,  my  Delia,  O  farewell  1  faid  I, 
The  utmolt  period  of  ray  time  is  nigh  ; 
Too  cruel  Fate  forbids  my  longer  flay. 
And  wretched  Strephon  is  compell'd  av/ay. 
But,  though  i  muft  my  native  plains  fo.-egoj 
Furf^ke  thefe  fields,  foriake  my  Delia  too; 
No  change  of  fortune  fiiall  for  ever  move 
Th.;  fettieil  b.ife  of  my  immortal  love. 

And  mufi  my  Strephon,  muR  my  faithful  fwaln. 
Be  forc'd,  you  cry'd,to  a  remoter  plain  ! 
The  darling  of  my  foul  fo  foon  re.mov'd  ! 
The  only  valu'd,  and  the  heft  btlov'd  ! 
Though  other  fvvains  tb  me  thenifrlves  ad '.refs'd, 
Strephon  was  flill  diftinguifh'd  from  the  refl  ; 
Flat  and  infipid  all  their  courtflaip  feem'd  ; 
Little  themfelvcs,  their  pafii(jns  kfs  cftecm'd  : 
For  my  avcrfion  with  their  flames  ir.creas'd. 
And  none  but  Strejihon  partial  Delia  pleas'd. 
Though  I'm  depriv'd  of  luy  kino  (licpherd's  fight, 
Joy  of  the  day,  and  blefung  of  the  night  ;• 
Yet  will  you,  Strephon,  will  you  love  me  itil!  i^ 
However,  flatter  me,  and  fay  y-ou  will. 
For,  fhould  you  entertain  a  rival  Inve  ; 
Shc.ld  ''ou  unkind  to  rk,  or  faithlefs  prqvs; 
Jih 
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No  mortal  e'er  couM  half  fo  wretched  be : 
For  fure  no  niorial  ever  jov'd  like  me. 

Your  beauty,  nymph,  faid  I,  my  faich  fecures  ; 
Thofe  you  once  conquer,  niuft  be  always  your's  : 
For,  hearts  fubdued  by  your  vidcorious  eyes, 
No  forte  can  ftonii,no  ftratajjem  furpiife  ; 
Nor  can  i  of  captivity  complain. 
While  lovely  Delia  holds  the  glorious  chain. 
The  Cyprian  queen,  in  young  Adonis'  arms. 
Might  fear,  at  lead,  he  would  defpife  her  charms ; 
But  I  can  never  fuch  a  monfter  prove, 
To  flight  the  bleflings  of  my  Delia's  love. 
Would  rhnfe  who  at  celelHal  tables  fit, 
3?left  with  immortal  wine,  inmiortal  wit ; 
Choofe  to  defcend  to  fome  inferior  board, 
"Which  nought  but  fcum  and  nonfenfe  can  afford  ? 
Nor  can  I  e'er  thofe  gay  nymphs  addrefs, 
Whofe  pride  is  greater,  and  whofe  charms  are  lefs; 
Their  tinfel  beauty  may,  perhaps,  fubdue 
A  gaudy  coxcomb,  or  a  fulfome  beau ; 
But  feem  at  beft  indifferent  to  me, 
W  ho  none  but  you  with  admiration  fee. 

Now,  would  the  rolling  orbs  obey  my  will, 
rd  make  the  fun  a  fecond  time  ftand  ftill, 
And  to  the  lower  world  their  light  repay, 
When  conquering  Jofluia  robb'd  them  of  a  day  : 
Though  our  two  fouls   would  different  paflions 
His  was  a  thirft  of  glory,  mine  of  love ;      [prove  ; 
It  Will  not  be  ;  the  fun  makes  hafte  to  rife, 
And  take  poffclfion  of  the  eaftern  Ikits ; 
"Vet  one  more  kifs,  though  millions  are  too  few  ; 
And,  Delia,  fince  we  niuft,  mufl  part,  adieu. 
As  Adam,  by  an  injur'd  Maker  driven 
From  Eden's  groves,  the  vicinage  of  heaven  ; 
Compell'd  to  wander,  and  oblig'd  to  bear 
The  harfh  impreflions  of  a  rudeir  air  ; 
With  mighty  forrow,  and  with  weeping  eyes, 
i  ook'(i  back,  and  mourn'd  the  loft  of  paradife  : 
^\'ith  a  concern  lilte  his  did  I  review 
My  native  plains,  my  charming  Delia  too  ; 
For  I  left  paradife  in  leaving  you. 

Ifi  as  I  walk,  a  plcafant  fhade  1  find, 
li  brings  your  fair  idea  to  my  mind  : 
fcuch  was  the  happy  place,  1.  fighing,  fay. 
Where  I  and  Delia,  lovely  Delia,  lay  ; 
When  firftl  did  my  tendei  thoughts  impart. 
And  made  a  graceful  prefent  of  my  heart. 
Or,  if  my  friend,  in  his  apartment,  ftiews 
Some  piece  of  Van  Dyck's,  or  of  Angelo's, 
In  which  the  artift  has,  with  wond'rous  care, 
I'efcrib'd  the  face  of  otie  exceeding  fair  ; 
1  hough,  at  firfl  fight,  it  may  my  paflion  raife, 
y  ;ul  evtry  feature  I  admire  and  praife  ; 
■V-.^t  (Id),  mcthinks,  upon  a  fecond  view, 
'  f'is  not  fo  beautiful,  fo  fair  as  you. 
It  I  convcrfe  with  thofe  whom  mod  admit 
To  have  a  ready,  gay,  vivacious,  wit; 
"3  hey  want  f(  me  an\iab]e,  moving  grace, 
i-ome  turn  of  fancy  tiiat  my  Delia  has  ; 
1  or  ten  good  thoughts  amongif  the  crowd  they 
l\ierhink'  ten  thoufand  are  impertinent.        [vent, 

l.f-t  other  (hcpherds,  that  are  prone  to  range, 
Wrth  e:ich  caprice,  their  giddy  humours  chiiiige  ; 
Tley  fr-ini  variety   It  Is  jny.-i  receive, 
'1  hu!i  }i>u  aluA^  ar^  capable  Cu  give 


Nor  vvill  I  envy  thofe  ill-judging  fwalns 
( What  they  enjoy 's  the  reiufe  of  the  plains) 
It,  for  my  (hare  of  happinels  below, 
Kind  Heaven  upon  me  Delia  would  beflow; 
Whatever  bleffings  it  can  give  btfide, 
Let  all  mankind  among  themfclves  divide. 


A  PASTORAL  ESSAY 


ON   THE 

DIiATH  OF  ^EEN  MART. 
Anno  1694. 

As  gentle  Strephon  to  his  fold  convey'd,  [flray'd,   a 
A  wandering  Jamb,  which   from  the  flocks  had 
Beneath  a  mournful  cyprefs  fhade  he  found 
Cofmelia  vvteping  on  the  dewy  ground. 
Amaz'd,  with  eager  haftc  he  ran  to  know 
The  fatal  caufe  of  her  intemperate  woe ; 
And,  clafping  her  to  his  impatient  breaft. 
In  thefe  foft  words  his  tender  caie  exprcll  : 

STREPHON. 

Why  mourns  my  dear  Cofmelia  ?  Why  appears 
My  life,  my  foul,  diffolv'd  in  briny  tears  .> 
Has  fome  fierce  tiger  thy  lov'd  heifer  fiain. 
While  1  was  wandering  on  the  neighbouring  plain  ? 
Or,  has  fome  greedy  wolf  devour'd  thy  ftieep? 
What  fad  misfortune  makes  Cofmelia  weep  ? 
Speak,  that  1  may  prevent  thy  grief's  incrcafe, 
Partake  thy  forrows,  or  reftore  thy  peace. 

COSMELIA. 

Do  you  not  hear  from  far  that  mournful  bell  ? 

'Tis  for 1  cannot  the  fad  tidings  tell. 

Oh,  whither  are  my  fainting  fpirits  fled  ; 
'Tis  for  Gael -ftia — Strephon,  Oh — She's  d«ad  ! 
The  brighrert  nymph,  the  princefs  of  the  plain. 
By  an  untimely  dart,  untimely  flain. 

STREPHON. 

Dead  !  'Tis  impoflible  !  She  cannot  die  : 
She's  t(>o  divine,  too  much  a  deity  : 
*Tis  a  falfe  rumour  fome  ill  fwains  have  fpread, 
Who  wifh,  perhaps,  the  good  Cieleftia  dead. 

COSMELIA. 

Ah  !  no;  the  truth  in  every  face  appears; 
For  every  face  you  meet  's  o'erflovvn  with  tears. 
Trembling,  and  pale,  I  ran  through  all  the  plain, 
Froqi  flock  to  flock,  and  aik'd  of  every  fwain, 
But  each  Icarce  lilting  his  deje<3;ed  head, 
Cry'd  Oh,  Cofmelia  !  Oh,  CclelUa's  dead  ! 

STREl'HON. 

Something   was  meant  by  that  ill-brooding't 
croak  ' 

Of  the  prophetic  raven  from  the  oak,  C 

Which  Itriiir  by  lightning  was  in  fliivers  broke.  J 
But  we  our  milthief  feci,  btf(jrc  wc  fee; 
tjciz'd  and  o'trvvhelm'd  at  onte  with  mifery. 

COSMELIA. 

Since  then  we  have  no  trophies  to  bcftow. 
No  pompous  things  to  make  a  glorious  (hew 
(  For  all  the  tribute  a  poor  (wain  can  bring, 
li.  iMful  tiuuibiii'i',  it>  Co  iut>uru  olid  fiug) 
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Let  us,  beneath  the  gloomy  fhade,  rchearfe 
C^eleftia's  facred  name  in  no  lefs  lacrcd  verle. 

3TREPH0N. 

Caleftia  dead  !  then  'tis  in  vain  to  live  ; 
What  's  all  the  comfort  that  the  plains  can  give ; 
Since  fhe,  by  whofe  bright  influence  alone 
Our  flocks  increas'd,  and  we  rejoic'd,  is  gone  ; 
Since   fhe,  who  round  fuch  beams  of   goodnefs 

fpread, 
As  gave  new  life  to  every  fwain,  is  dead. 

COSMELIA. 

In  vain  we  wifli  for  the  delightful  fpring ; 
What  joys  can  flowery  May  or  April  bring, 
When  Ihe,   for  whom  the  fpacious  plains  were 

fpread, 
With  early  flowers  and  cheerful  greens,  is  dead  ? 
In  vain  did  courtly  Damon  warm  the  earth, 
To  give  to  fummer  fruits  a  winter  birth  ; 
In  vain  we  autumn  wait,  which  crowns  the  fields 
With  wealthy  crops,  and  various  plenty  yields  ; 
Since  that  fair  nymph,  for  whom  the  boundlefs 

ftore 
Of  nature  was  preferv'd,  is  now  no  more. 

STREPHON, 

Farewell  for  ever  then,  to  all  that's  gay  : 
You  will  forget  to  fing,  and  I  to  play. 
No  more  vVith  cheerful  fongs,  in  cooling  bowers, 
Shall  we  eonfume  the  pleafurable  hours  : 
All  joys  are  banifh'd,  all  delights  are  fled, 
Ne'er  to  return,  now  fair  Caslcftia's  dead. 

COSMELIA. 

If  e'er  I  fing,  they  fhall  be  mournful  lays 
Of  great  Cseleftia's  name,  Calcfl.ia'3  praife  : 
How  good  fhe  was,  how  generous,  how  wife  ! 
How  beautiful  her  fliape,  how  bright  her  eyes  I 
How  charming  all ;  how  much  fhe  was  ador'd, 
Alive ;  when  dead,  how  much  her  lofs  deplor'd  I 
A  noble  theme,  and  able  to  infpire 
The  huiiibleft  Mufe  with  the  fublimeft  fire. 
And  fince  we  do  of  fuch  a  princefs  fing, 
L>et  ours  afcend  upon  a  ftronger  wing  ; 
And,  while  we  do  the  lofty  numbers  join. 
Her  name  will  make  the  harmony  divine. 
Raife  then  thy  tuneful  voice  ;  and  be  the  fong 
Sweet  as  her  temper,  as  her  virtue  ftrong.' 

STREPHOW. 

When  her  great  lord  to  foreign  wars  was  gone, 
And  left  Casleflia  here  to  rule  alone ; 
With  how  ferene  a  brow,  how  void  of  fear. 
When  fcorms  arofe,  did  fhe  the  veffel  fleer  ! 
And  when  the  raging  of  the  waves  did  ceafe. 
How  gentle  was  her  fway  in  times  of  peace  ! 
Juftice  and  mercy  did  their  beams  unite. 
And  round  her  temples  fpread  a  glorious  light ; 
So  quick  file  eas'd  the  wrongs  of  every  fwain, 
She  hardly  gave  them  leifure  to  complain  : 
Impatient  to  reward,  but  flow  to  draw 
Th'  avenging  fword  of  neceffary  law  : 
Like  Heaven,  fhe  took  no  pleafure  to  deflroy ; 
With  grief  fhe  punifh'd,  and  flie  fav'd  with  joy. 

COJMELlA. 

When  godlike  Belliger,  from  war's  alarms, 
Return'd  in  triumph  to  Cffilellia's  arms. 
She  met  her  hero  with  a  full  defire ; 
But  challe  as  light,  and  vigorous  as  Are  ; 


Such  mutual  flames,  fo  equally  divine. 
Did  in  each  brt-all;  with  fuch  a  luflre  (hine, 
His  could  not  feem  the  greater,  her's  the  lefs  ; 
Both  were  immenfe,  for  both  were  in  exccfs. 

STREPH0.V. 

Oh,  godlike  princefs !  Oh,  thrice  happy  fwains! 
Whilft  fhe  prefided  o'er  the  fruitful  plains  ! 
Whilli;  fhe,  for  ever  ravifh'd  from  our  eyes, 
To  mingle  with  the  kindred  of  the  ikies. 
Did  for  your  peace  her  conflant  thoughts  employ  ; 
The  nymph's  good  angel,  and  the  fhepherd's  joy  ! 

COSMELIA. 

All  that  was  noble  beautify'd  her  mind; 
There  wifdom  fat,  with  folid  reafon  juiu'd  : 
There  too  did  piety  and  greatnefs  wait  ; 
Meekriefs  on  grandeur,  modefty  on  flate  : 
Humble  amidft  the  fplendors  of  a  throne  ; 
Plac'd  above  all,  and  yet  defpifing  none. 
And  when  a  crown  was  forc'd  (in  her  by  fate» 
She  with  fome  pains  fubnutted  to  be  great. 

SfREPHON. 

Her  pious  foul  with  emulation  Urove 
To  gain  the  mighty  Pan's  important  love : 
To  whofe  myfterious  ritf s  (he  always  came, 
With  fuch  an  adlive,  fo  infenfe  a  flame  ; 
The  duties  of  religion  feem'd  to  be 
No  more  her  care  than  her  felicity. 

COSMELIA. 

Virtue  unmix'd,  without  the  leail:  allay, 
Pure  as  the  light  of  a  celeflial  ray. 
Commanded  all  the  motions  of  the  foul 
With  fuch  a  foft,  but  abfolure  controul, 
That,  as  flie  knew  what  befl  great  Pan  would 

pleafe. 
She  flill  perform'd  It  with  the  greatefl  eafe. 
Him  for  her  high  exemplar  fhe  dcfign'd. 
Like  him,  benevolent  to  all  mankind. 
Her  foes  fhe  pity'd,  not  defit'd  their  blood  ; 
And,  to  revenge  their  crimes,  iiie  did  them  good; 
Nay,  all  affronts  fo  unconcern'd  ilie  bore, 
(Maugre  that  violent  temptation,  power) 
As  if  fhe  thought  it  vulgar  to  refent, 
Or  wifh'd  forgiventfs  their  woril  puniihment. 

STREPHON. 

Next  mighty  Pan,  was  her  illuftrious  lord, 
His  high  vicegerent,  facredly  ador'd  : 
Him  with  fuch  piety  and  zeal  fhe  lov'd. 
The  noble  palfion  every  hour  improv'd  : 
Till  it  afcended  to  that  glorious  height, 
'Twas  next  (if  only  next)  to  infinite. 
This  made  her  fo  entire  a  duty  pay, 
She  grew  at  lait  irnpadent  to  obey  : 
And  met  his  wifhes  with  as  prompt  a  zeal 
As  an  archangel  his  Creator's  will. 

COSMELIA. 

Mature  for  heaven,  the  fatal  mandate  came, 
With  a  chariot  of  ethereal  flame  ; 
In  which,  Elijah-like,  fhe  pais'd  the  fpheres; 
Brought  joy  to   heaver,,  but    kfc    the  woilJ  la' 
tcaxs. 

STREPHON. 

Methinks  I  fee  htr  on  the  plains  of  light, 
All  glorious,  all  incompatabiy  bright  ! 
While  the  ixiimortal  minds  around  her  gaze 
On  the  exceHive  fplcndjr  of  her  rays. ; 
lib  ij 
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And  fcarce  believe  a  human  foul  could  be 
Endow'd  with  fuch  ftupendous  majefty. 

COSMF.LIA. 

Who  can  lament  too  much  I  O,  who  can  mourn 
Enough  o'er  beavitiful  Crekftia's  urn! 
S'>  great  a  lofs  as  this  dcfcrves  excefs 
Of  I'crrows  ;  all's  too  little  that  is  Icfs. 
Eut,  ro  fupply  t):e  univerfal  woe, 
Tears  from  all  eyes,  without  ceiTation,  flow  : 
All  that  have  ]>ower  to  v/cep,  or  voice  to  groan, 
Vi'ith  throbbini;  breads,  Csileftia's  fate  bemoan  ; 
While  marble  rocks  the  common  griefs  partake, 
And  echo  back  thcfe  cries  they  cannot  make. 

S'l  REPHON. 

Weep  then    (once   fruitful  vales)    and   fpring 

witli  yew  ! 
Ye  fhlrfty,  barren  mountains,  weep  with  dew  I 
J -et  every  flower  on  this  extended  plain 
Not  droop,  but  fnrink  into  its  womb  yjraln, 
Ne'er  to  receive  anew  its  yearly  birth  ! 
Let  every  ^thing  that's  sjrateful  leave  the  earth  ! 
l^et  mournful  cyprefs,  with  each  noxious  weed, 
And  baneful  venoms,  in  their  place  fucceed  1 
Ye  purling,  querulous  brooks,  o'ercharg'J  with 

grief, 
Hafte  fwiftly  to  the  fea  for  more  relief : 
Then  tiding  back,  each  to  his  facred  head, 
Tell  your  aflonifh'd  fpring-^,  Cseleftia's  dead  ! 

COSMELIA. 

Well  have  ye  fung,  in  an  exalted  ftrain. 
The  faireft  nymph  e'er  grac'd  the  Britifli  plain. 
Who  knows  but  fome  officious  angel  may 
Your  giateful  numbers  to  her  ears  convey  ! 
That  {he  may  fmile  upon  us  from  above, 
And  blefs  our  mournful  pains  with  peace  and  love. 

STREl'HON. 

But  fee,  our  flocks  do  to  their  folds  repair ; 
For  night  with  fable  clouds  obfcures  the  air  : 
Cold  damps  defcend  from  the  unwholefome  iky, 
And  fafety  bids  us  to  our  cottage  fly. 
Though  v;ith  each  morn  our  forrows  will  re-'j 
turn;  [mourn,/ 

Tach    ev'n,  like   nightingaler,    we'll  fing  and  T 
'I'iil  death  conveys  us  to  the  peaceful  urn.  J 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  UNDER  AFFLICTION. 

None  lives  in  this  tumultuous  ftate  cf  things, 

Wliere  every  morning  loon  new  troubles  brings, 

But  bold  inquietudes  will  break  his  reft. 

And  gloomy  t'noughts  difturb  his  anxious  bread. 

Angtiic  forms,  and  ha]py  fpiriis,  are 

Above  the  malice  cf  perplexing  care  : 

B  ;t  that's  a  biefling  too  fublime,  too  high, 

For  thofe  v.ho  bend  beneath  mortality. 

K  in  the  body  there  was  but  one  part 

S.;bjt<51:  to  pain,  and  fenfiblc  of  fmart,' 

And  but  one  pafTion  could  torir.^nt  the  mind; 

That  part,  chat  palTion,  bufy  fate  would  lind  ; 

I'.ut,  f;ncc  infirmities  in  b;-th  abound, 

.■Muce  foriow  both  lb  many  ways  can  wound  : 

'  ri.i  not  fb  great  a  wonder  that  \ve  grieve 

So:iictimcs,  iis  'ti-s  a  miracle  wc  live. 


OF    t'OMFRET. 

The  happieft  man  that  ever  breath'd  on  eartn^ 
With  all  the  glories  of  eilate  and  birth. 
Had  yet  fome  anxious  care,  to  make  him  know. 
No  grandeur  was  above  the  reach  of  woe. 
To  be  from  all  things  that  difquiet,  free. 
Is  not  confiftent  with  humanity. 
Youth,  wit,    and   beauty,   arc    fuch    charming 

things, 
O'er  which,  if  affluence  fpreads  her  gaudy  wings. 
We  think  the  perfon  who  enjoys  fo  much; 
No  care  can  move,  and  no  afflidlion  touch; 
Yet  could  we  but  fome  fecret  method  find 
To  view  the  dark  receffes  of  the  mind. 
We  there  might  fee  the  hidden  feed  of  ftrife. 
And  woes  in  embryo  ripening  into  life  : 
How  fume  fierce  luft,  or  boifterous  pafllon,  fills 
The  labouring  fpirit  with  prolific  ills; 
Pride,  envy,  or  revenge,  diftradl  the  foul, 
And  all  right  reafon's  godlike  power  controul ;    ] 
But  if  fhe  muft  not  be  allow'd  to  fway 
riiough  all  without  appears  ferene  and  gay, 
A  cankerous  venom  on  the  vitals  preys, 
And  poifons  all  the  comforts  of  his  days. 

External  pomp  and  viQble  fuccefs 
Sometimes  contribute  to  our  happinefs ; 
But  that  which  makes  it  genuine,  refin'd, 
Is  a  good  confcience  and  a  foul  refign'd. 
Then,  to  whatever  end  afflicftion's  fent. 
To  try  our  virtues,  or  for  punilhment, 
We  bear  it  calmly,  though  a  ponderons  woe. 
And  ftill  adore  the  hand  that  gives  the  blow  ;  . 
For,  in  misfortunes  this  advantage  lies  ; 
rhey  make  us  humble,  and  they  make  us  wife  ; 
And  he  that  can  acquire  fuch  virtues,  gains 
An  ample  rccompence  for  all  his  pains. 

'I'oo  foft  carefies  of  a  profperous  faic 
The  pious  fervours  of  the  foul  abate  ; 
lempts to  luxurious  eafc  our  carelefs  days. 
And  gloomy  vapour  round  the  fpirits  raife. 
Thus  luli'd  into  a  fleep  we  dozing  lie, 
And  find  our  ruin  in  fecurlty; 
U;ilefs  fome  forrow  comes  to  our  relief, 
'^nd  breaks  th'  enchanment  by  a  timely  grief. 
Eut  as  we  are  allow'd,  to  cheer  our  fight. 
In  blackeft  days,  fome  glimmerings  of  light  ; 
So,  in  the  moll  dejeiled  hours  we  may 
The  fecret  pleafure  have  to  weep  and  pray  : 
And  thofe  rcqiiefts  the  i'peedieft  pafTage  find 
'I'o  heaven,  wJiich  flow  Irom  an  afflidled  mind  : 
And  while  to  liim  we  open  ourdiflrefs, 
Our  pains  grow  lighter,  and  out  forrovve  lefs. 
'Fhe  fined,  mulic  of  the  grove  we  owe 
The  mourning  Philomel's  harmonious  woe  ; 
And  while  her  grief  's  in  charming  notes  exprefs'd, 
A  thorny  bramble  pricks  her  tender  breall ; 
In  warbling  melody  fhe  fpends  the  night. 
And  moves  at  once  compaffion  and  delight 

No  choice  had  e'er  fo  happy  an  event, 
But  he  that  made  it  did  that  choice  repent. 
So  wcak's  our  judgment,  and  fo  fliort's  our  fight, 
We  cannot  level  our  own  wiflies  right  : 
And  if  fomi;times  we  make  a  wife  advance, 
T'  ourfelvcs  we  little  owe,  but  much  to  chance. 
So    hilt  when  Providence,  for  fecret  ends. 
Corroding  cares,  or  fliarp  affliCilion,  fends 
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We  muil  conclude  it  befl:  it  fnould  be  fo, 
And  not  defponding  or  impatient  grow. 
For  he  tiiat  will  his  confidence  remove 
From  bcundlefs  wifdom  and  eternal  love, 
To  place  it  on  himfelf,  or  human  aid, 
Will  meet  thofe  woes  he  labours  to  evade. 
But,  in  the  heeneft  agonies  of  grief. 
Content's  a  cordial  that  flill  gives  relief  : 
Heaven  is  not  always  angry  when  he  ftrikes, 
But  mofc  chaftifes  thofe  whom  mofh  he  likes ; 
And,  if  with  humble  fpirits  they  complain. 
Relieves  the  anguifh,  or  rewards  the  pain. 


ANOTHER  FRIEND  UNDER  AFFLICTION- 

Since  the  firfl  man  by  difobedience  fell 
An  eafy  conquell  to  the  powers  of  hell, 
There's  none  in  every  flage  of  life  can  be 
From  the  infults  of  bold  afflicStion  free. 
If  a  fbort  rcfpite  gives  us  fome  relief, 
And  interrupts  the  feries  of  our  grief. 
So  quick  the  pangs  of  mifery  return, 
We  joy  by  minutes,  but  by  years  we  mourn. 
Reafon  refin'd,  and  to  perfeiftion  brought, 
By  wife  philofonhy,  and  ferious  thought, 
Support  the  foul  beneath  the  ponderous  weight 
Of  angry  ftars,  and  unpropltious  fate  ; 
Then  is  the  time  (he  fnould  exert  her  power. 
And  make  us  prafticc  what  fhe  taught  before. 
For  why  are  fuch  voluminous  au'hors  read. 
The  k-arned  labours  of  the  famous  dead, 
But  to  prepare  the  mind  for  its  defence. 
By  fige  reiults,  and  well  digefted  fenfe  ; 
That,  when  tiic  ftorm  of  mifery  appears. 
With  all  its  real  or  fantaftic  fer.rs, 
We  either  may  the  rolling  danger  fly, 
Or  ftem  the  tide  before  it  fwtlls  too  Jiigh^ 

But  though  the  theory  of  v/ifdoin's  known 
With  er.fc,  what  fliould,  and  what   fhouid  not   be 

done  ; 
'Yet  all  the  labour  in  the  pradtice  lies, 
To  be,  in  more  than  words  and  notion,  wife  ; 
7'he  facred  truth  of  loutid  philo'ophy 
We  ftudy  (.r^rly,  but  we  late  apply. 
When  fiubboin  nnguifli  feizes  on  my  foul, 
Right  realbn  v/ould  its  haughty  rage  controul ; 
But,  if  it  mayn't  be  fuffer'd  to  endure, 
The  pain  is  juft,  when  we  rejeifl:  the  cure. 
For  many  men,  clofe  obfervation  finds, 
Of  copious  learning,  and  txslled  mir.d=;, 
Who  tremble  at  the  fight  r.f  daring  \70es, 
And  {loop  ign-bly  to  the  vileft  foe- ; 
As  if  tl'-ey  under'.lood  not  how  to  be 
Or  wile,  or  brave,  but  iri  felicity  ; 
And  by  fome  ciStion,  lervile  or  unjufl, 
Lay  all  their  former  gloric?  in  the  dufl. 
l''or  wifdom  firft  the  wrctclied  mortal  flies, 
And  leaves  him  naked  to  his  enemies  : 
So  that,  wlien  molt  his  prudence  fliould  be  fhewn, 
The  moil  imprudent,  giddy  things  are  done. 
For  wi'.en  tlie  mind's  lurrounded  with  dilltefs, 
Fear  or  ir-conllancy  the  judgment  prefs. 


And  render  it  incapable  to  make 
Wife  refolutions,  or  good  counfeis  take. 
Yet  there's  a  fleadinels  of  foul  and  'bought, 
By  reafon  bred,  and  by  religion  taught. 
Which,  like  a  rock  amidft  the  flormy  waves, 
Unmov'd  remains,  and  all  afflidtiors  braves. 

In  (harp  misfortunes,  fome  will  fearch  too  deep 
What  heaven  prohibits,  and  would  fecret  keep: 
But  thofe  events  'tis  better  not  to  know, 
Which  known,  ferve  only  to  increafe  our  woe. 
Knowledge  forbid  ('tis  dangerous  to  purfue) 
With  guik  begins,  and  ends  witli  ruin  too. 
For,  had  our  earliell  parents  been  content 
Not  to  know  more  than  to  be  innocent, 
Their  ignorance  of  evil  had  preferv'd 
Their  joys  entire;    for  then  they  had  not  fwert'd. 
But  they  imagin'd  (their  defires  were  fuch) 
They  knew  too  little,  till  they  knew  too  much. 
E'er  fince  my  folly  moft  to  wifdom  rife ; 
And  fev/  arc,  but  by  fad  experience,  wife. 

ConAder,  Friend  !  who  all  your  bleffings  gave, 
What  are  recall'd  again,  and  what  you  have ; 
And  do  not  murm.ur  when  you  are  bereft 
Of  little,  if  you  have  abundance  left : 
Confider  too,  how  many  tlioufands  are 
Under  the  worft  of  miferies,  dcfpair ; 
And  don't  repine  at  what  you  now  endure ; 
Cullom  will  give  you  eafe,  or  time  will  cure  : 
Once  more  confider,  that  the  prefent  ill. 
Though  it  be  great,  may  yet  be  greater  flill  ; 
And  be  not  anxious ;  for,  to  undergo 
One  grief,  is  nothing  tn  a  numerous  woe. 
But  fince  it  is  impoflible  to  be 
Husian,and  not  txpos'd  to  mifery. 
Bear  it,  my  friend,  as  bravely  as  you  can  : 
You  are  not  more,  and  be  not  lefs  than  man! 

AfHidlions  paft  can  no  exiflence  find, 
But  in  the  wild  ideas  of  the  mind; 
And  why  Ihould  we  for  t'nofc  misfortunes  mourn, 
Which  have  been  fuffer'd,  and  can  ne'er  return  I 
Thofe  that  can  weather  a  tr.mpeftuous  night,   ' 
And  find  a  calm  approaching  with  the  light, 
Will  not,  unlefs  their  reafon  they  difown. 
Still  make  thofe  dangers  prefeiy;  that  are  gone. 
What  is  behind  the  curtain  none  can  fee  ; 
It  may  be  joy  :  fuppofe  it  mifery  : 
'Tis  future  ftill ;  and  that  which  is  not  here. 
May  never  come,  or  we  may  never  bear. 
Tlierefore  the  prefent  ill  alone  we  ought 
To  view,  in  reafon,  with  a  troubled  thought ; 
But,  if  we  may  the  facred  pages  trull, 
He's  always  happy,  that  is  always  juft. 


HIS  FRIEND  INCLINED  TO  MARRY. 

r  1V0UI.D  not  have  you,  Strephon,  choofe  a  mate 
From  too  exalted,  or  too  mean  a  Hate; 
For  in  both  thefe  v.e  may  cxp,.'<3:  to  find 
A  creejiing  fpirit,  or  a  haughty  mind. 
Who  moves  within  the  middle  region,  fliares 
The  Icaft  dif<yiietS;  and  the  fmalleft  carts. 
H  h  iij 
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J^et  her  cx'ra<Sion  with  true  luftre  Mne ; 
If  fomething  brio;hter,  not  too  bright  for  thine  : 
Her  education  lihtral,  not  great ; 
Neither  inferior  ror  above  her  flate. 
l,et  her  have  vit  ;  but  let  that  vi'it  be  free 
From  affcfftation,  pride,  or  pedantry  : 
Tor  the  effedl  of  wowan's  wit  is  fuch, 
Too  little  is  as  dang^erous  as  too  much. 
But  chiefly  let  1  er  humour  clofc  with  thine; 
Unlefs  where  your's  docs  to  a  funlt  incline  ; 
The  leaft  difparity  in  this  deftroys, 
liike  fu]phurou«  blalls,  the  very  buds  of  joys. 
Her  perfon  amiable,  ftraigjht,  and  free 
From  natural,  or  chance  deformity. 
J.et  not  her  years  exceed,  if  equal  thine; 
.  For  women  pad  their  vigour,  foon  decline  : 
Her  fiirtune  competent ;  and,  if  thy  fight 
Can  reach  fo  far,  take  care  'tis  gather'd  right. 
If  thine's  enough,  tlien  her's  may  be  the  lefs  : 
13o  not  afpire  to  riches  in  excels. 
For  that  which  makes  our  lives  delightful  prove, 
Is  a  genteel  fufficiency  and  love. 


T  0     A 

PAINTER  DRAWING  DORINDA'S 
PICTURE. 

Painter,  the  utmoft  of  thy  judgment  fhew; 

Exceed  ev'ii  Titian,  and  great  Angelo  : 

With  all  the  livclinels  of  thought  esprefs 

*!hc  moving  fearures  of  Dorinda's  face. 

Thou  caiift  not  flatter,  where  fuch  beauty  dwells; 

Her  charms  tliy  colours,  and  thy  art  excels. 

Others  lefs  fair,  may  from  thy  pencil  have- 

Craces,  which  fparing  Nature  never  gave ; 

Dut  in  Dorinda's  afped  thou  wilt  fee 

{Such  as  will  pofe  thy  famous  art,  and  thee ; 

bo  great,  fo  many  in  her  face  unite, 

{:>o  well  proportion'd,  and  fo  wonderous  bright. 

J-to  human  Ikill  can  e'er  exprefs  them  all, 

But  mull  do  wrong  to  th'  fair  original. 

An  angel's  hand  aione  that  pencil. fits, 

To  mix  the  colours  when  an  angel  .fits. 

Thy  picture  may  as  like  Dorinda  be 
A»  art  ol  niari  can  paint  a  deity ; 
And  jullly  may  perhaps,  when  ftie  withdraws, 
I'^xcitc  our  wonder,  and  cleferve  applaufe  : 
Lut  when  comp^r'd,  you'll  be  oblig'd  to  own, 
!No  art  can  equal  what's  by  Nature  done. 
Oreat  Lely's  noble  hand,  txcell'd  by  few, 
Ihe  pidlure  fairer  than  the  perfon  drew  ; 
He  took  the  befl  that  nature  could  impart. 
And  made  it  better  by  his  powerful  art. 
Ijut  had  he  fcen  that  bright,  furprifing  grace, 
"Which  (prtads  iti'elf  o'er  uU  Dorinda's  face. 
Vain  had  been  all  the  eiTays  of  his  Ikill  : 
£)he  mull  have  been  confeft  the  faireft  dill. 

Heaven  in  a  landlcape  may  be  wondrous  fine. 
And  look  as  .bright  as  painted  light  tan  lliine  ; 
But  ilill  the  real  glories  of  the  place 
All  an,  by  iiiliniu  degiccs,  furpuis^ 


PAINTER,  AFTER  HE  HAD  FINISHED 
DORINDA'S  PICTURE. 

Painter,  thou  hafl  perform'd  what  man  can  do 
Only  Dorinda's  felf  more  charms  ran  fhew. 
Bold  are  thy  flrokes,  and  delicate  each  touch; 
But  ftill  the  beauties  of  her  face  are  fuch. 
As  cannot  juftly  be  defcrib'd  ;  though  all 
Confefs  't  is  like  the  bright  original. 
In  her,  and  in  thy  pidlure,  we  may  view 
The  utmoft  Nature,  or  that  Art,  can  do  ; 
Each  is  a  mafter-piece,  defign'd  fo  well,  ^ 

That  future  times  will  ftrive  to  parallel;  > 

But  neither  Art  nor  Nature's  able  to  excel.        J 


CRUELTY   AND   LUSTo 

A  N 

EPISrOLARY  ESS  AT*. 

Where  can  the  wretched'fl  of  all  creatures  ily» 

To  tell  the  ftory  of  her  mifery  ? 

Where,  but  to  faithful  Cxlia,  in  whofe  mind 

A  rnanly  bravery's  with  foft  pity  join'd, 

1  fear,  thefe  lines  will  fcarce  be  underftood, 

Blurr'd  with  inceffant  tears,  and  writ  in  blood ; 

But  if  you  can  the  mournful  pages  read. 

The  fad  relation  fliews  you  fuch  a  deed. 

As  all  the  annals  of  th"  infernal  reign 

Shall  drive  to  equal,  or  exceed  in  vain. 

Neronior's  fame,  no  doubt,  has  reach'd  youc 
ears, 
Whofe  cruelty  has  caus'd  a  fea  of  tears; 
Fill'd  each  lamenting  town  with  funeral  fighs, 
Deploring  widows  ftirieks,  and  orphans  cries. 
At  every  health  the  horrid  monfter  quaff 'd, 
Ten  wretches  dy'd,  and  as  they  dy'd,  he  laugh'ils 
Till,  tir'd  with  adling  devil,  he  was  led. 
Drunk  with  excefs  of  blood  and  wine,  to  bed. 
Oh,  curled  place  ! — 1  can  no  more  command 
My  pen  :  ftiame  and  confufion  fhake  my  hand : 
But  I  muft  on,  and  let  my  Cilia  know 
How  barbarous  are  my  wrongs, Tiow  vaft  my  woe„ 

Among  the  crowds  of  Weftern   youths  who 
ran 
To  meet  the  brave,  betray'd  unhappy  man  f. 
My  hufband,  fatally  uniting,  went ; 
Unus'd  to  arms,  and  thoughtlefs  of  th'  event. 
But  when  the  battle  was  by  treachery  wen, 
The  chief,  and  all  but  hi.s  falfe  friend,  undone ; 
Though,  in  the  tumult  of  that  defperate  night. 
He  'fcap'd  the  dreadful  daughter  of  the  fight  ; 
Yet  the  lagacious  bloodhounds,  dcill'd  too  wclj 
In  all  the  murdering  qualities  of  hell. 
Each  fecret  place  fo  regularly  beat. 
They  Toon  dilcover'd  his  unlafe  retreat. 

*  This  Piece  was  occanoncil  by  the  barbarity  nf  Kirke, 
a  commanilcr  in  the  VVcltcrn  Rcbellii-n,  in  i6H$,  wbodc- 
b.iuched  a  yciin;.;  lady  wiil\  a  prmtiire  lo  lave  htr  ln+l'; 
band's  lite,  but  lunged  him  next  niorniiig. 
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As  hungry  wolves  triumphing  o'er  their  prey, 
To  fure  deftrudiion  hurry  them  away  ; 
So  the  purveyors  of  fierce  M'loc's  fon 
With  Charion  to  the  common  butchery  run  ; 
Where  proud  Neronior  by  liis  gibbet  ftood, 
To  glut  himfelf  with  frcfh  lupplTcs  of  blood. 
Our  friends,  by  powerful  inteicelfion,  gaiu'd 
A  ftiort  reprieve,  but  for  three  daysobtain'd. 
To  try  all  ways  might  to  compaffion  move 
The  favage  general ;  but  in  vain  they  flrove. 
When  I  perceiv'd  that  all  addrcffes  fail'd, 
And  nothing  o'er  his  flubborn  foul  prcvail'J  ; 
Diflrav^ed  almoft,  to  his  tent  i  flew, 
To  make  the  laft  eflort,  what  ^ears  could  do. 
Low  on  my  knees  I  fell;  then  thus  began; 
Great  genius  of  fuccefs,  thou  more  than  man  ! 
Whofe  arms  to  every  clime  have  terror  hurl'd. 
And  carry'd  concjueft  round  the  tremMIng  world! 
Still  may  the  brighteft  glories  Fame  can  lend, 
Your  fword,  your  conduifl,  and  your  caul'e,  at- 
tend. 
Here  now  the  arbiter  of  fate  you  fit. 
While  fuppliant  flaves  their  rebel  heads  fubmit. 
Oh,  pity  the  unfortunate  !  and  give 
But  this  one  thing  :   Oh,  let  but  Charion  live  ! 
And  take  the  little  all  that  we  pofl'efs, 
I'll  bear  the  meagre  anguifh  of  diftrefs 
Content,  nay,  pleas'd,  to  beg  or  earn  my  bread  : 
l>et  Charion  live,  no  matter  how  I'm  fed. 
The  fall  of  fuch  a  youth  no  luftre  brings  ~\ 

To  him  whole  fword  performs  fuch  wondrous/ 
things  f* 

As  faving  kingdoms,  and  fupporting  kings,         j 
That  triumph  only  with  true  grandeur  fhines, 
Where  godlike  courage,  godlike  piiy  joins. 
Gaefar,  the  eldell  favourite  of  war. 
Took  not  more  pleafure  to  fubmit,  than  fpare : 
And  fince  in  battle  you  can  greater  be. 
That  over,  ben't  lefs  nierciful  than  he. 
Ignoble  fpirits  by  revenge  arc  known. 
And  cruel  a<5lions  fpoil  the  conqueror's  crown ; 
In  future  hiflories  fill  each  mournful  page 
With  tales  of  blood,  and  monuments  of  rage  : 
And,  while  his  annals  are  with  horror  read, 
Men  curfe  him  living,  and  deteft  him  dead. 
Oh!  do  not  fully  with  a  ianguine  dye 
(The  foulefl  ftain)  fo  fair  a  memory  ! 
Then,  as  you'll  live  the  glory  of  our  ifle, 
And  Fate  on  all  your  expeditions  fmile  : 
So  when  a  noble  courfe  you've  bravely  ran. 
Die  the  beft  foldier,  aiid  the  happiefi:  man. 
None  can  the  turns  of  Providence  forefee. 
Or  what  their  own  catallrophe  may  be  ; 
Therefore,  to  pcrfons  labouring  under  woe. 
That  mercy  they  may  want,  fhould  always  fhew : 
For  in  the  chance  of  war  the  flighted  thing 
May  lofe  the  battle,  or  the  victory  bring. 
And  how  would  you  that  general's  honour  prize, 
Should  in  cool  blood  his  captive  facrifice  f 
He  that  with  rebel  arms  to  light  is  led. 
To  juflice  forfeits  his  opprobrious  head  : 
But  'tis  unhappy  Charion's  firft  offence, 
Seduc'd  by  fome  too  plaufible  pretence, 
To  take  the  injuring  fide  by  error  brought ; 
He  bad  no  malice,  though  he  has  the  faul'. 


Let  the  rid  tempters  find  a  fliamcful  grave, 
But,  the  half  innocent,  the  tempted,  lave  ; 
Vengeance  divine,  though  for  the  greatcft  crime, 
But  rarely  flrikes  the  fir  11;  or  fecond  time  : 
And  he  beft  follows  th'  Almighty's  will. 
Who  fpares  the  gpilty  he  has  power  to  kill. 
When  proud  rebellions  would  unhinge  a  llate, 
And  wild  diforders  in  a  land  create, 
'  l"is  requifite  the  firft  promoters  fhould 
Put  out  the  flames  they  kindled  with  their  blood  : 
But  fure  'tis  a  degree  of  murder  all 
That  draw  their  fwords  flioidd  undiHinguifli'd  fall. 
And  fince  a  mercy  muft  to  fome  be  fliewii. 
Let  Charion  'mougll  the  happy  few  be  one  : 
For  as  none  guilty  has  lefs  guilt  than  he, 
So  none  for  pardon  has  a  fairer  plea. 

When  David's  general  had  won  the  field, 
And  Abfalom,  the  lov'd  ungrateful,  kill'd. 
The  trumpets  founding  made  all  ilaughter  ceafe. 
And  milled  Ifraelites  return'd  in  peace. 
The  a6lion  part,  where  fo  much  blood  was  fpilt. 
We  hear  of  none  arraign'd  for  that  day's  guik ; 
But  all  concludes  with  the  dcfir'd  event. 
The  monarch  pardons,  and  the  Jews  repent. 

As  great  example  your  great  courage  warnis, 
And  to  iliullrious  deeds  excites  youi  arms; 
So  when  you  inftances  of  mercy  view. 
They  fhould  infpire  you  with  compaffion  too  : 
For  he  that  emulates  the  truly  brave. 
Would  always  conquer,  and  Ihould  always  fave. 

Here,  interrupting,  ftcrn  Neronior  cry'd, 
(Sweli'd  with  fuccefs,  and  blubber'd  up  with  pride) 
Madam,  his  life  depends  upon  my  will, 
For  every  rebel  I  can  fpare  or  kill. 
I'll  think  of  what  you've  faid  :  this  night  return 
At  ten,  perhaps  you'll  have  no  caufe  to  mourn. 
Go,  fee  your  huiband,  bid  him  not  defpair; 
His  crime  is  %''eat,  but  you  are  wondrous  fair. 

When  anxious  miferies  the  foul  amaze. 
And  dire  confufion  in  the  fpirits  raife, 
Upon  the  leaft  appearance  of  relief. 
Our  hopes  revive,  and  mitigate  our  grief; 
Impatience  makes  our  wiflies  earned  grow, 
Which  through  falfe  optics  our  deliverance  Ihew, 
For  while  we  fancy  danger  does  appear 
Moft  at  a  diftance,  it  is  oft  too  near, 
And  many  times,  fecure  from  obvious  foes, 
We  fall  into  an  ambufcade  of  woes. 

Pleas'd  with  the  falfe  Neronior's  dark  reply, 
I  thought  the  end  of  all  my  forrows  nig!;, 
And  to  the  main-guard  haften'd,  where  the  prey, 
Of  this  blood-thirfty  fiend,  in  durance  lay. 
V\''hen  Charion  faw  me,  from  his  turfy  bed 
With  eagernefs  he  rais'd  his  drooping  head  : 
Oh  !   fly,  my  dear,  this  guilty  place,  he  cry'd. 
And  in  fome  dillaiit  clime  thy  virtue  hide  I 
Here  nothing  but  the  foulcft  daemoni;  dwell. 
The  refugie  of  the  damn'd,  and  mob  of  hell. 
The  air  they  breathe  is  every  atom  curft  : 
Tiiere's  no  degree  of  ills,  for  all  are  worft. 
In  rapes  and  murders  they  alone  delight. 
And  villanics  of  lefs  importance  flight  : 
AiSt    them   indeed,    but    Icora    they    Ihould  be 

nam'd, 
Fi)r  all  their  glory's  to  be  more  than  damn'd. 
H  11  iiij 
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Neroniot's  c'nici"  of  this  infernal  crew, 
And  feeniR  to  merit  that  high  ftatioii  too  : 
Nothing  but  rage  and  hift  infpire  his  bre^fc, 
Ey  AfiTiodai  and  Maloc  both  pcsTcfl-, 
When  told  you  went  to  intercede  for  me. 
It  threw  my  I'ciii  into  an  apory ; 
Not  that  I  would  not  for  my  freedom  ffh-e 
What's  requifue,  or  do  not  wiih  to  live  ; 
But  for  my  fafcty  I  can  ne'er  he  bafe, 
Or  buy  a'  few  fhort  years  with  lonjr  difgrace ; 
Nor  would  1  have  your  yet  vinfpotted  fame 
For  me  expos'd  to  an  eternal  fhame.         ^ 
With  ij^nomiry  to  preferve  my  breath , 
Is  vvorle,  by  infinite  degrees,  than  detrb. 
Etit  if  I  can't  my  life  with  honour  fcve. 
With  honour  I'll  rlefcend  into  the  o;rave. 
For  though  revenge  and  malice  both  combine 
(As  both  to  fix  my  ruin  feem  to  join) 
"Yet,  maugre  all  their  violence  and  flvill, 
1  can  die  jufl,  and  I'm  refolv'd  I  will. 

Eut  what  is  death  we  fo  nnwifely  fear  ? 
An  end  of  all  our  bufy  tumults  here  : 
The  equal  lot  of  poverty  and  ftare, 
Which  all  partake  of  by  a  ccrfain  fate. 
Whoe'er  the  profpeft  of  mankind  furveys, 
At  divers  a2:e.--,  and  by  diver."-,  ways. 
Will  find  them  from  this  noify  Icene  retire  ; 
Some  the  firft  minurc  tlsat  they  breathe,  expire  : 
Others,  perhaps,  furvive  to  talk,  and  <Xo  ; 
But  die,  before  they  good  or  evil  brow. 
Here  one  to  puberty  arrive; ;  and  then 
Returns  lamented  to  the  dnfi;  aguin  : 
Another  there  maintains  a  longer  ftrlfe 
V.''ith  all  the  powerful  eneniie?  of  life  ; 
Till,  with  vexation  tir'd,  and  thrceft'ore  years, 
He  drops  into  tlie  dark,  and  difappears. 
J'm  yo'jng,  indeed,  and  might  expert  ro  ^ce 
Tmies  future.  Ion*  and  late  pofterity. 
'Tis  what  wii'a  reafcn  I  ccuUl  wiih  to  do. 
If  ro  be  c!d,  were  to  he  happy  toe. 
But  fince  ftibflantlr.l  sjrief  lo  feon  derrcys 
The  gufi.  of  all  in-:aginary  ioys, 
Who  would  be  too  importunate  to  live. 
Or  more  for  life,  than  it  can  merit,  give! 

Ec'yoird  the  grave  llupendotis  regions  lie, 
Tlie  boiindiefs  realms  of  vafl  eternity  .; 
Where    minds,    remov'd    from    eaith.ly    bodies 

dwell ;  . 

But  who  their  government  or  law^  can  tell .' 
What's  t'leir  employment  tiil  the  fiTial  doom 
And  timt-'s  .eternal  period  ihnli  rome  .' 
"1  bus  mt'ch  the  facred  oracleS  declare. 
That  all  are  blefs'd  or  miierable  tf'ere  ; 
Thoi-gh,  if  there's  fi;ch  variety'  e>f  fye, 
Konc  good  expire  too  focn,  nor  bad  too  late. 
For  rtiy  own  parr,  with  refipnftion,  ftill 
J  can  fub.niit  to  my  Creator's  will  ; 
l.ct  him  recal  the  breath  from  him  1  drew, 
"\V'!>en  he  thinirs  fit,  and  v.'btn  he  plc^ifes  too. 
T  lie  way  of  frying  i«  my  leail'Ccnceni ; 
That  Will  give  no  diftnrbaMce  to  my  urn. 
If  to  the  feats  of  happinefs  !  go, 
'}  hrrf  end  all  poffible.  return'-  of  woe  r 
Apdwhen  tothofeblell  manfions  T  arrive, 
Wjth  pity  I'll  beholvi  thofe  tliat.furyiye. 
■  •        ■      '•  '•<■■  '  •• 


Once  more  I  beg,  you'd  from  th^fe  tents  retre.i.t^ 
And  leave  me  t:i  my  innocence  and  fate. 

Ch?ri:in,  faid  I,  Oh,  do  not  urge  my  f.ight ! 
I'll  fee  the  event  of  this  important  night  : 
Some  f'rrnge  prefage:*  in  my  foul  forebode. 
The  worfc  of  miferies,  or  the  grcateft  good. 
Few  hours  will  fnev/  the  ntmoft  oi  my  doom  j 
A  joyful  f;if::ty,  or  a  peaceful  tomb. 
If  you  mifcarry,  I'm  refolv'd  to  try 
If  gracious  Heaven  will  hiffer  me  to  die  : 
For,  when  you  are  toendlefs  raptures  gone. 
If  F  furvive,  'tis  but  to  be  tmdone. 
Who  will  fupport  an  injiir'd  widow's  right. 
From  fly  injuftice,  <r  opprefllve  might  ? 
Protedl  her  pe:  fur,  or  her  cy.ufe  defend  ? 
She  rarely  vvaiits  s  foe,  or  finds  a  friend  : 
I've  no  diOrufl  of  Providence  ;  but  ftill 
'Tis  befl  to  go  beyond  the  reach  of  ill : 
And  tbofe  can  have  no  reafon  to  repent. 
Who,  though  they  die  betimes,  die  innocent. 
But  to  a  world  of  everlafting  blifs 
Why  would  you  go,  and  leave  me  hers  in  this  ! 
'Tis  a  daik  pafi'age  ;  but  otir  foes  fhall  view, 
i'jl  die  as  calm,  though  not  fo  brave,  as  you  : 
That  my  behaviour  to  the  laft  may  prove 
Your  courage  is  not  greater  than  my  love. 

The  hour  approach'd  ;  as  to  Neroiiior's  tent, 
With  trembling,  but  impatient  ileps,  I  went, 
A  thouland  horrors  throng'd  into  my  brtJ.fl, 
Ey  lad  ideas  and  flrnrg  fears  prffefl  : 
V\'iiere'f  r  I  pafs'd,  the  glaring  lights  would  fiiew 
Frefh  o'jedls  of  defpair,  and  fcenes  of  woe. 

Here,  in  a  crowd  of  drunken  foldicrs,  (tooJ 
A  wretrhed.  poor,  oM  man.  be!mcar'd  with  blood  ; 
And  at  his  feet,jufl  through  the  body  run, 
Stniggling  fur  life,  was  laid  his  only  fen; 
By  wliofe  hr.rd  labour  he  was  daily  {eA, 
Dividinfj  flill,  with  pious  care,  his  hrenn  : 
And  while  he  moui  ii'd,  with  lioods  of  aged  tears, 
Tlie  f.;le  fupport  of  his  decrepid  years, 
Tiie  barbarous  tr)"b,  wliofc  rage  no  limit  knov.'s. 
With  Mafphrmons  derifion,  mrcl.'d  his  woes. 

There,  under  a  wide  oak,  difconfolate. 
And  tlrown'd  in  tears,  a  mournful  widow  fate. 
High  in  tlie  boughs  the  murdcr'd  father  hung  ; 
Beneath,  the  children  round  t!ie  mother  clung  : 
i'hry  cry'd  for  food,  but  'twas  without  relief: 
For  all  they  had  to  live  upon,  was  grief. 
A  forrow  fo  intenfe,  fuch  deep  defpair. 
No  creature,  merely  I  iiman,  lorgc.tiid  bear.' 
Firfl  in  her  arms  her  weepiig  balesfbe  took. 
And,  wj'h  agrnan,  cid  to  her  lii-fband  look  : 
Then  JL-aii'd  her  head  on  theirs,  and,  fighing,  cry'd. 
Pi  y  PK-,  '-aviour  of  the  world  !  and  dy'd. 

l^rom  this  I'-xd  ipfC'racIe  my  eyes  (  t'irn'd, 
Where  f  ns   their    fathers,    maids    their  lovers, 

•  mourn'd; 
Friends  for  ilielr  friends,  fillers  for  brother's,  wept, 
Prifnners  of  war,  in  chains,  f,r  fla'.:ghter  kept : 
r.ach  every  hoitr  did  the  black  meflagc  dread. 
Which  f!>ou'd  declare  the  pirf  n  lov'd  was  dead. 
Then  J  beheld,  with  brutal  fhouts  of  mirth, 
A  comely  yoit'h,  and  of  no  coii.mon  birth. 
To  execution  led  ;  v  ho  liardly  b'-crc 
'Ihc  wounds  in  battle  he  rsceiv'd  before  : 


And.ai  hepafs'd,  T  heard  him  bravely  cr)', 
I  neither  wifii  to  live,  nor  fear  to  die. 

At  the  curs'd  tent  arriv'd,  without  delay, 
They  did  me  to  the  general  convey  : 
Who  thus  began         ■  — 
Madam  !  by  frefh  iiitellig'ence,  I  find. 
That  Charion's  treafon's  of  the  blackefh  kind ; 
And  my  commiflion  is  exprefs  to  fparc 
None  that  fo  deeply  in  rebellion  are  : 
New  meafures  therefore  'tis  vain  to  try ; 
No  pardon  can  be  granted ;  he  muft;  die. 
Miiii:,  or  I  hazard  all :  which  yet  I'd  do 
To  be  ohlig'd  in  one  requell  by  you  : 
And,  maugre  all  the  dangers  I  forcfee, 
Se  mine  this  night,  I'll  fet  your  hufbatid  free. 
Soldiers  are  rough,  :ind  cannot  hope  fuccefs 
By  fupple  flattery,  and  by  foft  addrefs ; 
The  pert,  gay  coxcomib,  by  thefe  little  arts, 
Gains  an  afcendant  o'er  the  ladies  hearts. 
But  I  can  no  fuch  whining  methods  ufe  : 
Ccnfent,  he  lives ;  he  dies,  if  you  refufe. 

Amaz'd  at  this  demand ;  faid  I,  The  brave. 
Upon  ignoble  terms,  difdain  to  fave  : 
TJiey  let  their  captives  ftill  with  honour  live, 
No  more  require,  than  what  them.feivcs  would 

give; 
For,  generous  vlvSiors,  as  they  fcorn  to  do 
Difliontft  things,  fcorn  to  propofe  them  too. 
IMercy,  the  brighteft  virtue  of  the  mind, 
Should  with  no  devious  appetite  be  join'd  : 
For  if,  when  esercis'd,  a  crime  it  col!:, 
Th'  intrinfic  luflre  of  the  deed  is  loft. 

Great  jiien  their  adiions  of  a  piece  fhould  have ; 

Heroic  all,  and  each  entirely  brave  ; 

from  the  nice  rules  of  honour  none  (hould  fwerve  ; 
Done,  becaufe  good,  without  a  mean  refer ve. 
The  crimes  new   charg'd   upon   the  unhappy 
youth,  '  ' 

May  have  revenge,  and  malice,  but  no  truth. 

Suppofe  the  accufation  juftly  brojight. 

And  clearly  prov'd  to  the  minutcft  thought; 

Yet  mercies  next  to  infinite  abaie 

Offences  nest  to  infinitely  great  : 

And  'tis  the  glory  of  a  noble  mind, 

In  full  forgivenefs  not  to  be  confiii'd. 

Your  prince's. frowns  if  you  have  caufe  to  fear. 

This  3(51  will  more  illuftrioiis  appear; 

f  hough  his  excufc  can  never  be  withftood. 

Who  difobeys,  but  only  to  be  good. 

Perhaps  the  hazard's  more  than  you  exprefs ; 

The  glory  would  be,  were  the  danger  Ids. 

For  he  that,  to  his  prejudice,  will  do 

A  noble  aftion,  and  a  generous  too, 

Deferves  to  wear  a  more  refplendent  crown 

Than  he  that  has  a  thoufand  battles  won. 

Do  not  invert  divine  compaffion  fo. 

As  to  be  cruel,  and  no  mercy  fhow  ! 

Of  what  renown  can  fuch  an  ailion  be, 

%Vhich  faves  my  hufband's  life,  but  ruins  me  ? 

"^rhough,  if  you  finally  refolve  to  ftand 

Upon  fo  vile,  inglorious  a  demand. 

He  niuft  fubmlt :  if  'tis  my  fate  to  mourn 

His  death,  I'll  bathe  viith  virtuous  tears  his  urn. 
Well,  madam,  haughtily,  Neroninr  cry'd. 

Your  courage  ^nd  your  virtue  ihsil  be  try'd. 
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But  to  prevent  all  prnfpeifc  of  a  flight. 

Some  of  my  *  lambs  ftiall  be  your  guard  to-night " 

By  them,  no  doubt,  you'll  tenderly  be  us'd  ; 

They  feldom  alk  a  favour  that's  refus'd  : 

Perhaps  you'll  find  them  fo  genteely  bred, 

They'll  leave  you  but  few  virtuous  tears  to  fhed. 

Surrounded  with  fo  innocent  a  throng, 

The  night  mud:  pafs  delightfully  along  : 

And  in  the  mnrning,  fince  you  will  not  give 

What  I  require,  to  let  your  hufband  live. 

You  Ihall  behold  him  figh  his  lateft  breath. 

And  gently  fwing  into  the  arms  of  death. 

His  fate  he  merits,  as  to  rebels  due  : 

And  yours  will  be  as  much  deferv'd  by  you. 

Oh  Crelia,  think  !  fo  far  as  thought  can  Ciew, 
What  pangs  of  grief,  what  agonies  of  woe, 
At  this  dire  refolution,  feiz'd  my  breaft  '. 
By  all  things  fad  and  terrible  poffeft. 
In  vain  I  wept,  and  'twas  in  vain  I  pray'd. 
For  all  my  prayers  were  to  a  tiger  made  : 
A  tiger !  worfe ;  for,  'tis  beyond  difpute, 
No  fiend's  fo  cruel  as  a  reafoning  brute. 
Encompafs'd  thus,  and  hopelefs  of  relief, 
With  all  the  fquadrons  nf  defpair  and  grief. 

Ruin it  was  not  poflible  to  fhun  : 

What  could  I  do  ?  Oh !  what  would  you  have  done? 

The  hours  that  pafs'd,  till  the  black  morn  re- 
turn'd. 
With  tears  of  blood  fiiould  be  for  ever  mourn'd. 
Wiien,  to  involve  me  with  confummate  grief. 
Beyond  expreClon,  and  above  belief. 
Madam,  the  monfler  cry'd,  that  you  may  find 
I  can  be  grateful  to  the  fair  that's  kind  ; 
Step  to  the  door,  I'll  fhew  you  fuch  a  fight. 
Shall  overwhelm  your  fpirits  v/ith  delight. 
Does  not  that  wretch,  who  would  dethrone  liis 

king. 
Become  the  gibbet,  and  adorn  the  firing  ? 
You  need  not  now  an  injur'd  hufband  dread ; 
Living  he  might,  he'll  not  upbraid  you  dead. 
'  Fwas  for  your  fake  I  feiz'd  upon  his  life ; 
He  would  perhaps  have  fcorn'd  fo  chafte  a  wife. 
And,  madam,  you'll  excufe  the  zeal  I  Ihew, 
To  keep  that  fecret  none  alive  Ibould  know, 

Curs'd  of  all  creatures!  for,  compar'd  with  thee. 
The  devils,  fiid  I,  are  dull  in  cruelty. 
Oh,  may  that  tongue  eternal  vipers  breed, 
And  waftelefs  their  eternal  hunger  feed; 
In  fires  too  hot  for  falamanders  dwell. 
The  burning  earnefb  of  a  hotter  hell ; 
May  that  vile  lump  of  execrable  lull 
Corrupt  alive,  and  rot  into  the  duft! 
May'ft  thou,  defpairing  at  the  point  of  death. 
With  oaths  and  Ijlafphcmies  refign  thy  breath  ; 
And  the  wcrft  torments  that  the  damn'd  fhoald 

{hare, 
In  thine  own  perfon  all  united  bear! 

Oh  Caelia  I  oh  niy  friend  !  what  age  can  fliew 
Sorrows  like  mine,  fo  esquifite  a  woe  .' 
Indeed  it  does  not  infinite  appear,      i 
Becaufe  it  can't  be  everlaftit.g  here  : 
But  it's  fo  vaft,  that  it  can  ne'er  increafc: 
And  fo  confirm'd,  it  never  can  be  lefs. 

*  Kirke  ufsil  to  ©rU  the  moft  inhuman  of  his  foldiers  hU 
Unnbs. 
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THE    WORKS    OF    POM  FRET. 


ON  THE  MARRIAGE  OF  THE  EARL  OF 
A WITH  THE  COUNTESS  OF  S . 

Triumphant  beauty  never  looks  ft>  gay, 

As  on  the  morning  of  a  nuptial  day, 

liove  then  within  a  larger  circle  moves, 

Jvlew  graces  adds,  and  every  charm  improves  : 

While  Hymen  does  his  facred  rites  prepare, 

The  bufy  nymphs  attend  the  trembling  fair; 

Whofe  veins  are  fwell'd  with  an  unufual  heat, 

And  eager  pulfes  with  llrange  motions  beat  : 

Alternate  paffions  various  thoughts  impart, 

And  painful  jpys  diftend  her  throbbing  heart : 

Her  fears  are  great,  and  her  defires  are  flrong  : 

The  minutes  fly  too  fall; — yet  ftay  too  long  :    . 

Now  {he  is  ready — the  next  moment  not ; 

All  things  are  done — then  fomething  is  forgot : 

She  fears — yet  wiflies  the  ftrange  work  were  done; 

Delays — yet  is  impatient  to  be  gone, 

Diforders  thus  from  every  thought  arife  ; 

What  loves  perfuades,  I  know  not  what  denies. 

Achetes'  choice  doiss  his  firm  judgment  prove, 
And  Ibews at  once  he  can  be  wife  and  love ; 
Becauie  it  from  no  fpurious  paffion  came, 
But  was  the  produdl  of  a  noble  flame  ; 
iBold,  without  rudenefs ;  without  blazing,  bright ; 
Pure  as  fix'd  flnrs,  and  uncorrupt  as  light : 
'By  jufl;  degrees  it  to  perfeiflion  grew ; 
An  early  ripenefs,  and  a  lafling  too, 
So  the  bright  fun  afcending  to'his  noon, 
Moves  not  too  flowly,  nor  is  there  too  foon. 

But,  though  Achates  was  unkindly  driven 
From  his  own  land,  he's  banilh'd  into  heaven  : 
For  fure  the  raptures  of  Cofmelia'a  love, 
Are  next,  if  only  next,  to  thofe  above. 
Thus  Power  Divine  does  with  his  foes  engage ; 
Rewards  his  virtues,  and  defeats  their  rage  : 
For  firfl  it  did  to  fair  Cofmelia  give 
All  that  a  human  creature  could  receive  ; 
V/hatc'er  can  raife  our  wonder  or  delight, 
Tranipdrt  the  foul,  or  gratify  the  fight. 
Then  in  the  full  perfedtion  of  her  charms, 
Lodg'd  the  bright  virgin  in  Achates'  arms. 

V/hat  angels  are,  is  in  Cofmelia  feen  ; 
Their  awful  glories,  and  their  godlike  mien  : 
For,  in  her  afpedl  all  the  graces  meet ; 
All  that  is  noble,  beautiful,  or  fweet : 
There  every  charm  in  lofty  triumph  fits, 
Scorns  poor  defecft,  and  to  no  fault  fubmits  : 
There  fymmetry,  complexion,  air,  unite, 
Sublimely  noble,  and  amazing  bright. 
So  newly  finifti'd  by  the  hand  Divine, 
Before  her  fall,  did  the  firfl;  woman  fliine. 
But  Eve  in  one  great  point  flie  does  excel : 
Cofmelia  never  crr'd  at  all ;  flie  fell. 
From  her  temptation,  in  defpair  withdrew; 
Nor  more  aflault?,  whom  it  could  ne'er  fubdue. 

Virtue  confirm'd,  and  regularly  brought 
To  full  mat\irity,  by  ferious  thought. 
Her  anions  with  a  watchful  eye  furvcys ; 
Each  palfion  guides,  and  every  moment  fways; 
Not  the  leafl  failure  in  her  condinSt  lies; 
bo  gaily  niodefl:,  and  fo  freely  wife. 

Her  judgment  fure,  impartial,  and  refin'd, 
"^'ith  wit,  that's  clear  and  penetrating,  joiu'd, 


O'er  all  the  eff"orts  of  her  mind  prefides, 
And  to  the  nobleft  end  her  labours  guides : 
She  knows  the  beft,  and  does  the  beft  purfue, 
And  treads  the  maze  of  life  without  a  clue. 
That  the  weak  only,  and  the  wavering  lack, 
When  they're  miftaken,  to  condutfl  them  back. 
She  does,  amidft  ten  thoufand  ways,  prefer 
The  right,  as  if  not  capable  to  err. 

Her  fancy,  ftrong,  vivacious,  and  fublime, 
Seldom  betrays  her  converfe  to  a  crime  ; 
And  though  it  moves  with  a  luxuriant  heat, 
'Tis  ne'er  precipitous,  but  always  great : 
For  each  expreflion,  every  teeming  thought, 
Is  to  the  fcanning  of  her  judgment  brought ; 
Which  wifely  feparates  the  fineft  gold. 
And  cafts  the  image  in  a  beauteous  mould. 

No  trifling  words  debafe  her  eloquence, 
But  all's  pathetic,  all  is  fterhng  fenfe  ; 
Refin'd  from  drofly  chat,  and  idle  noife, 
With  which  the  female  converfation  cloys. 
So  well  flie  knows,  what's  underftood  by  few, 
To  time  her  thoughts,  and  to  exprels  them  too  ;"J 
That  what  flie  fpeaks  does  to  the  foul  tranfmit     !' 
The  fair  idea  of  delightful  wit. 

Uluftrious  born,  and  as  illuftrlous  bred, 
By  great  example  to  wife  adtions  led  : 
Much  to  the  fame  her  lineal  heroes  bore 
She  owes,  but  to  her  own  high  genius  more  ; 
And,  by  a  noble  emulation  mov'd, 
Excell'd  their  virtues,  and  her  own  improv'd ; 
Till  they  arriv'd  to  that  celeftial  height. 
Scarce  angels  greater  be,  or  faints  fo  bright. 

But,  if  Cofmelia  could  yet  lovelier  be,  ^ 

Of  nobler  birth,  or  more  a  deity,  > 

Achates  merits  her,  though  none  but  he  :  j 

Whofe  generous  foul  abhors  a  bafe  difguifc ; 
Rofolv'd  in  action,  and  in  counfel  wife  ; 
Too  yrell  confirm'd  and  fortify'd  within. 
For  threats  to  force,  or  flattery  to  win. 
Unmpv'd  amidft  the  hurricane  he  flood  ; 
He  dares  be  guiltlefs,  and  he  will  be  good. 

Since  the  firft  pair  in  paradife  were  join'd, 
Two  hearts  were  pe'er  fo  happily  combin'd. 
Achates  life  to  fair  Cofmelia  gives  : 
In  fair  Cofmelia  great  Achates  lives. 
Each  is  to  other  the  divineft  blifs  ; 
He  is  her  heaven,  and  flie  is  niore  than  his. 
O  may  the  kindefl  influence  above 
Prot(?(5l  their  perfons,  and  indulge  their  love ! 


AN  INSCRIPTION 

FOR  THE 

MONUMENT  OF  DIANA, 

COHNTESS    or    OXFORD    AND    ELGIN. 

Diana,  Oxonii  &  Eloini  Comitissa; 

QJTiE 

lUuftri  orta  languine,  fanguineni  illuftravit ; 

Ceciliorum  meritis,  clara,  fuis  clariffima  ; 

Ut  qux  nefcirct  minor  efle  maximis. 

Vitam  ineuntem  innocgntia ; 
Procedentcm  ampla  virtutum  cohors : 
Excuntem  mors  bcatiflima  decoravit ; 
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(Volente  Numine) 

Ut  nufpiam  decefiet  ant  virtus  aut  fellcitas, 

Duobus  conjuDifta  maritis 

.  Utrique  charlffima  : 

'  Primum 

(Quern  ad  annum  haliuit) 

Impenfq  dilexit ; 

Secundum 

(Qucm  ad  annos  viginti  quatuor) 

Tanta  pictate  &  amore  coluit ; 

Ut  qui,  vivens, 

Obfequium,  tanquam  patri  prseftitit ; 

Moriens, 
Patrimorium,  tanquam  filio,  reliquit. 

Noverca  cum  effec, 

Maternam  pietatem  facile  fuperavit. 

Faniulitii  adeo  mitem  prudentemque  curam  geflit, 

Ut  non  tarn  domina  familix  prajefTe, 

Quam  anima  corpori  ineffe  videretur. 

Deniquc, 

Cum  pudico,  humili,  forti,  fandto  animo, 

Virginibus,  conjugibus,  viduis,  omnibus, 

Exiemplum  confecraflet  integerrimum, 

Terris  anima  major,  ad  fimiles  evolavit  fuperos. 


THE  FOREGOING  INSCRIPTION 

attempted  in  english. 

Diana,  Countess  of  Oxford  and  Elgin  ; 

Who  from  a  race  of  noble  heroes  came, 
And  added  luftre  to  its  ancient  fame  : 
Round  her  the  virtues  of  the  Cecils  fhone, 
JBut  with  inferior  biightnefs  to  her  owrt  : 
Which  ihe  refin'd  to  that  fublime  degree. 
The  grcateft  mortal  could  not  greater  be. 
Each  ftage  of  life  peculiar  fplendor  had  ; 
Her  tender  years  with  innocence  were  clad  : 
Mafurer  grown,  whate'er  was  brave  and  good. 
Tn  the  retinue  of  her  virtues  flood  ; 
And  at  the  final  period  of  her  breath. 
She  crown'd  her  life  with  a  propitious  death ; 
That  no  occafion  might  be  wanting  here 
To  make  her  virtues  fam'd,  or  joys  fmcere. 
Two  noble  lords  her  genial  bed  poffcft  ; 
A  wife  to  both,  the  deareft  and  the  beft. 
Oxford  fubmitted  in  one  year  to  fate ; 
Eor  whom  her  paffion  was  exceeding  great. 
To  Elgin  full  fix  Luftra  were  aflign'd  : 
And  him  fhe  lov'd  with  fo  intenfe  a  mind, 
That,  living  like  a  father,  fhe  obey'd  ; 
Dying,  as  to  a  fon,  left  all  Ihe  had. 
When  a.  ftep-mother,  fhe  foon  foar'd  above 
The  common  height  even  of  maternal  love. 
She  did  her  numerous  family  command 
With  fuch  a  tender  care,  fo  wife  a  hand. 
She  feem'd  no  otherwife  a  miftrcfs  there, 
Than  godlike  fouls  in  human  bodies  are. 
But  when  to  all  fhe  had  example  fhew'd. 
How  to  be  great  and  humble,  chafte  and  good, 
Her  foul,  for  earth  too  excellent,  too  high, 
jFiew  to  its  peers,  the  princes  of  the  fky. 
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DIVINE    ATTRIBUTES. 

A    PINDARIC    ESSAY. 

'Zr,   Iriv  Qlh 
"O;  vfaviv  Tiru-^i  Ka,i  yaiav  ftctxpaii. 

Sop HOC. 

UNITY.    ETERNITY. 
Whence  fprang  this  glorious  frame  ?    or  when 
began 
Things  to  exift  ?  They  could  not  always  be ; 
To  what  ftupendous  energy 
Shall  we  afcribe  the  origin  of  man  ? 
That  Caufe,  from  whence  all  beings  elfe  arofe, 
Muft  felf-exiftent  be  alone  ; 
Entirely  perfedl,  and  but  one  ; 
Nor  equal  nor  fuperior  knows  : 
Tv/o  firfts,  in  reafon,  we  can  ne'er  fuppofe. 
If  that,  in  falfe  opinion,  we  allow. 
That  once  there  abfolutely  nothing  was, 
Then  nothing  could  be  now. 
For,  by  what  inftrument,  or  how. 
Shall  non-exiflence  to  exiftence  pafs  ? 
Thus,  fomething  mufl  from  everlafting  be  ; 

Or  matter,  or  a  Deity. 
If  matter  only  uncreate  we  grant. 
We  fliall  volition,  wit,  and  reafon,  v/ant; 
An  agent  infinite,  and  adlion  free  • 
Whence  does  volition,  whence  does  reafon,  flow  ? 
How  came  we  to  refleifl,  defign,  and  know  ? 

This  from  a  nobler  nature  fprings, 
Diftin61;  in  effence  from  material  things: 
For,  thoughtlefs  matter  cannot  thought  beftow. 
But,  if  we  own  a  God  fupreme, 
And  all  perfexftion's  pofllble  in  him  ; 
In  him  does  boundlefs  excellence  refide, 
Power  to  create,  and  providence  to  guide  ; 
Unmade  himfelf,  could  no  beginning  have. 
But  to  all  fubftance  prime  exiftence  gave  : 
Can  what  he  will  deflroy,  and  what  he  pleafes  fave, 

POWER. 

The  undefigning  har.«'.  of  giddy  Chance 
Could  never  fill  the  globes  of  light, 

So  beautiful,  and  fo  amazing  bright. 
The  lofty  concave  of  the  vaft  expanie  : 
Thefe  could  proceed  from  no    lefs   power  than 
infinite. 

There's  not  one  atom  of  this  wondrous  frame, 

Not  effence  intelledlual,  but  took 

Exiftence  when  the  great  Creator  fpoke,  [came. 
And  from  the  common  womb  of  empty  nothing 

i.et  fubflance  be,  he  cry'd ;  and  flraight  arofe 

Angelic,  and  corporeal  too  ; 

All  that  material  nature  fhews. 

And  what  does  things  invifible  compofe. 
At  the  fame  inflant  fprung,  and  into  being  flew: 

Mount  to  the  convex  of  the  highefl  fpfiere. 
Which  draws  a  mighty  circle  round 

Th'  inferior  orbs,  as  their  capacious  bound  ; 

There  millions  of  new  niiradw  appear  : 
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There  dwell  the  eldefl  funs  of  pov. ;    immenfe, 
Who  firft  were  to  perfedinn  wrought 
Firft  to  complete  esiftence  brought, 
To  whom  their  Maker  did  difpenfe 

The  largeft  portions  of  created  excellence, 
Eternal  now,  not  of  neceflity, 
As  if  they  could  not  ceafe  to  be, 

Or  were  from  pcffible  deftrudion  free; 
But  on  the  will  of  God  depend  : 
For  that  which  could  begin,  can  end. 
Who,  when  the  lower  worlds  were  made, 

Without  the  leaft  niilcarnage  or  defed, 
By  the  almighty  Architect, 
United  adoration  paid. 

And  with  extatic  gratitude  his  laws  obey'd. 

■philofophy  of  old  in  vain  efTay'd 

To  tell  us  how  this  mighty  frame 
Into  fucli  beauteous  order  came  ; 
But,  by  falfe  reafonings,  falfe  foundations  laid  : 
She  labour'd  hard  ;  but  ftill  the  more  flie  -vr ought. 
The  more  was  wilder'd  in  the  maze  of  thought. 
Sometimes  {be  fancy'd  thingi  to  be 
Coeval  with  the  Deiry, 
And  in  the  form  which  now  they  are 
From  everlafting  ages  were. 
Sometimes  the  cafual  event, 
Of  atoms  floating  in  a  fpace  immenfe. 
Void  of  ail  wifdom,  rule,  and  ftnfe  ; 
But,  by  a  lucky  accident, 
Jumbled  into  this  fcheme  of  wondrous  excellence. 
'Twas  an  eftabliih'd  article  of  old. 

Chief  of  the  phiiofophic  creed. 
And  does  in  natural  produdinns  hold  ; 
That  from  mere  nothing,  nothing  could  proceed  : 
IVIaterial  fubflance  never  could  have  rofe, 
If  fome  exiftcnce  had  not  been  before. 
In  wifdom  infinite,  immenfe  in  power. 
Whate'er  is  made,  a  maker  mud  fuppofe, 
As  an  efftdl  a  caufe  that  could  produce  it  (hews. 
Nature  and  art,  indeed,  have  bounds  afiign'd. 
And  only  forms  to  things,  not  being,  give  ; 
That  from  Omnipotence  they  mull  receive ; 
But  the  eternal  felf-exiflent  mind 
Can,  with  a  fingle  Fiat,  caufe  to  be 
All  that  the  wondr'iu^  eye  furvcys. 

And  all  it  cannot  fee. 
Nature  may  fhape  aljcauteous  tree, 
And  art  a  noble  palace  raife, 
jBut  muft  not  creative  power  afpire  ; 

But  their  God  alone  can  claim. 
As  pre-exifting  fubftance  .'oth  require  ; 
So,  where  they  nothing  find,  can  nothing  frame. 

WISDOM. 

Matter  produc'd,  had  ftill  a  chaos  been  : 
For  jarring  elements  enoag'd, 
Eternal  battles  would  have  wag'd. 
And  fiird  with  endltfs  horror  the  tumultuous  fcene  ; 

If  wifdom  infinite,  for  lei's 
Ci'uld  not  the  vaft  prodigious  embryo  wicJd, 
Or  llrengtli  complete  to  labouring  Nature  vjcld, 

Ilad  not,  with  2i2ual  addreJs, 
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Compos'd   the  bellowing  hurry,  and  eftdblilh  a 
peace. 
Vf  hate'er  this  vifibla  creation  fhews 

That's  lovely,  uniform,  and  bright, 
That  gilds  the  morning,  or  adorns  the  night. 
To  her  its  eminence  and  beauty  owes. 
By  her  all  creatures  have  their  ends  affign'd. 
Proportioned  to  their  nature,  and  their  kindj 
To  which  they  Oeadily  advance, 
Mov'd  by  right  E.-afop's  high  command. 
Or  guided  by  the  fecret  hand  I 

Of  real  inftincfl,  or  imaginary  chance.  ' 

Notliing  but  men  reje<5h  her  I'acred  rules; 
Who  Irom  the  end  of  their  creation  fly. 

And  deviate  into  mifery  : 
As  if  the  liberty  to  adt  like  fools 
Were  the  chief  caufe  that  Heaven  made  them  free, 

PROVIDENCE. 

Bold  is  the  wretch,  and  blafpliemous  the  man, 
Who,  finite,  will  attemj  t  to  fcan 
The  woiks  of  him  that's  infinitely  wife. 
And  thofe  he  cannot  cpniprehend,  denies  ; 
As  if  a  ipace  immenfe  were  mcafurable  by  a  fpan. 
Thus  the  jrroud  fceptic  v^ill  not  own 
I'hat  Providence  the  world  diredts, 

Or  its  affairs  infpecSls; 
But  leaves  it  to  itfzilf  alone. 
How  docs  it  with  almighty  grandeur  fuit, 
To  be  ccncern'd  with  our  impertinence; 
Or  interpofe  his  power  for  the  defence 
Of  a  poor  mortal,  or  a  fenfelcfs  brute  ? 
Villains  could  never  io  fuccefsful  prove, 
And  unmolefted  in  thofe  pleafures  live. 

Which  honour,  eafe,  and  afiltience  give  ; 
While  I'liAi  as  Heaven  adore,  and  virtue  love, 
And  nio.fl:  the  care  of  providence  deferve, 
Opprefs'd  with  pain  and  ignc  miny  flarve. 
What  reafon  can  the  wifell  (hew. 
Why  nurder  does  unpunilh'd  go, 
If  the  Moft  High,  that's  jiift  and  godd. 
Intends  and  governs  all  below, 
And  yet  regards  not  the  loud  cries  of  '^uiklcfs 
blood  .' 
But  fiiail  we  things  unfearchable  deny, 
Bccaufe  our  reifi^n  cannot  tell  us  why 
They  are  allow'd,  or  aiikd  by  the  Deity  ? 
'lis  equally  above  the  reach  of  thought. 
To  coniprehend  how  matter  ihould  be  brought 
Frrm  nothing,  as  exillent  be 
From  all  eternity  ; 
And  yet  that  matter  is,  we  feel  and  fee  : 

Nor  is  if  eaficr  to  define 
What  ligatures  the  f'^il  and  body  join  ; 

Or  how  the  n'emory  does  th'  imprtfli.  r  tnke 
Of  thin;;5,  .nnd  to  the  mind  rtllores  them  liaik. 
Did  net  th'  Almighty,  with  immediate  care, 
Dir(  <fl  and  govern  tliit  c.ipacious  all, 
How, loon  would  tilings  into  confufion  fall  ! 
Earilquakes    the    trembilng   groimd  would 
tcur. 
And  blazing  comets  rule  the  trouliled  air; 
Wide  inundaticns,  with  refifllcfs  loice, 
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The  lower  provinces  o'erflow, 
In  fpite  of  all  that  human  ftrength  couIJ  do 
To  flop  the  raging  fea's  impetuous  courfe  : 
Murder  and  rapine  every  place  would  fill. 
And  finking  virtue  ftoop  to  profperous  ill ; 
Devouring  peftilence  rave, 
And  all  that  part  of  nature  which  has  breath 
Deliver  to  the  tyranny  of  death, 
And  hurry  to  the  dungeons  of  the  grave. 
If   watchful   Providence  were  cot  concern'd  to 
fave. 
Let  the  brave  fpeak,  who  oft  has  been 
In  dreadful  fieges,  and  fierce  battles  fcen. 
How  he's  preferv'd,  when  bombs  and  bullets  fly 
So  thick,  that  fcarce  one  inch  of  air  is  free  ; 
And  though  he  does  ten  thoufand  fee 
Fall  at  his  feet,  and  in  a  moment  die, 
Unhurt  retreats,  or  gains  unhurt  the  vidlory. 
Let  the  poor  Ihipwreck'd  failor  fhew, 
To  what  invifible  proted:ing  power 

He  did  his  life  and  fafety  owe. 
When  the  loud  ftorni  his  well-built  vcfTel  tore. 
And  a  half-fhatter'd  plank  convey 'd  him  to  the 
Ihore. 
Nay,  let  th'  ungrateful  fceptic  tell  us  how 
His  tender  infancy  proteftion  found. 
And  helplefs  childhood  was  with  fafety  crown'd 

If  he'll  no  Providence  allow, 
When  he  had  nothing  but  his  nurfe's  arms 
To  guard  him  from  innumerable  fatal  harms : 
from  childhood  hovr  to  youth  he  ran 
Securely,  and  from  thence  to  man  ; 
How,  in  the  flrength  and  vigour  of  his  years, 

l*he  feeble  bark  of  life  he  faves, 
Amidft  the  fury  of  tempefiuous  waves, 
.   From  all  the  dangers  he  forefees  or  fears; 
Yet  every  hour  'twixt  Scylla  and  Charybdis  fteers, 

If  Providence,  which  can  the  feas  command, 
Held  not  the  rudder  with  a  fteady  hand. 

OMNIPRESENCE. 

*Tis  happy  for  the  fons  of  men,  that  he, 
Who  all  exiftence  out  of  nothing  made. 
Supports  his  creatures  by  immediate  aid  : 
But  then  this  all-intending  Deity 
Muft  Omniprefent  be : 
For  how  fhall  we  by  demonflration  flicw 
The  Godhead  is  this  moment  hare, 
If  he's  not  prcfent  every-where, 

And  always  fo  ! 
What's  not  perceptible  by  fenfe,  may  be 
Ten  thoufand  miles  remote  from  me, 
Unlefs  his  nature  is  from  limitation  free. 
In  vain  we  for  protedlion  pray  ; 
For  benefits  receiv'd  high  altars  laife. 

And  offer  up  our  hymns  and  praife  ; 
In  vain  his  anger  dread,  or  laws  obey. 
An  abfent  god  from  ruin  can  defend 
g^        No  more  than  can  an  abfent  friend; 
No  more  is  capable  to  know 
How  gratefully  we  make  returns, 
When  the  loud  mafic  founds,  or  vidtim  barns, 
Than  a  pocr  Indian  flavc  of  Mexico. 


If  fo,  'tis  equally  in  vain 

The  profperous  fings,  and  wretched  mourns ; 
He  cannot  hear  the  praife,  or  mitigate  the  pain. 
But  by  what  Being  is  confin'd 

The  Godhead  we  adore  ? 
He  muft  have  equal  or  fuperior  power. 
If  equal  only,  they  each  other  bind, 
So  neither's  God,  if  we  define  him  right. 

For  neither's  infinite. 
But  if  the  other  have  fuperior  might, 
Then  he,  we  worfhip,  can't  pretend  to  be 

Omnipotent,  and  free 
From  all  reftraint,  and  fo  no  Deity. 
If  God  is  liml:ed  in  fpace,  his  view. 
His  knowledge,  power,  and  wifdom,  is  fo  tOO; 
Unlefs  we'll  own,  that  thefe  perfe6lions  are 

At  all  times  prefent  every-where, 
Yet  he  himfelf  not  adually  there ; 
Which    to    fuppofe,    that    ftrange    conclufiots 
brings. 
His  effence  and  his  attributes  are  different  things. 

IMMUTABILITY. 

As  the  fupreme,  omnifcient  mind 
Is  by  no  boundaries  confin'd  ; 
So  Reafon  muft  acknowledge  him  to  be 
From  pofliblemutation  free  : 
For  what  He  is.  He  was  from  all  eternit)% 
Change,  whether  the  effedt  of  force  or  will,, 

Mi.ft  argue  imperfeiSlion  ftill. 
But  imperfecflitin  in  a  Deity, 
That's  abfolutely  perfe(5i:,  cannot  be  : 
Who  can  compel,  without  his  own  confent, 
A  God  to  change  that  is  omnipotent  i 
And  every  alteration  without  force, 
Is  for  the  better  or  the  worfe. 
He  that  is  infinitely  wife. 
To  alter  for  the  worfe  will  never  choofe, 
That  a  depravity  of  nature  fhcws : 

And  he,  in  whom  all  true  perfection  lies. 
Cannot  by  change  to  greater  excellencies  rife. 
If  God  be  mutable,  which  way,  or  how. 
Shall  we  demonftrate,  that  will  pleafe  him  now, 
Which  did  a  thoufand  years  ago  ? 
And  'tis  impoflible  to  knew, 
What  He  forbids,  or  what  He  will  allow, 
Murder,  inchantmcnt,  luft,  and  perjury, 
Did  in  the  foremoil:  rank  of  vices  ftand, 
Prohibited  by  an  exprefs  command  : 
But  whether  fuch  they  flill  remain  to  be. 
No  argument  will  pofitively  prove. 
Without  immediate  notice  from  above  : 
If  the  Almighty  Legiflator  can 
Be  chang'd,  like  his  inconftant  fubje>5l,  man. 
Uncertain  thus  what  to  perform  or  ihun, 
We  all  intolerable  hazards  run. 
When  an  eternal  flake  is  to  be  loll  or  won. 

JUSTICE. 

Rejoice,  ye  fons  of  piety,  and  fing 
Loud  Hallelujahs  to  his  glorious  name. 
Who  w^as,  and  will  for  ever  be  the  fame  : 
Your  grotcfal  incenf:  to  his  temples  brinj;, 
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That  from  the  fmoking  altars  may  arifc 
Clouds  of  perfumes  to  the  imperial  ikies. 
His  promifes  ftand  firm  to  you, 
And  endiefs  joys  will  be  beftow'd, 
As  fure  as  that  there  is  a  God,  [purfue. 

On  all  who  virtue  choofe,   and  righteous  paths 
Nor  fhould  we  more  his  menaces  diftruft, 
For  while  he  is  a  deity  he  muft 
{As  infinitely  good)  be  infinitely  juft. 
But  does  it  with  a  gracious  Godhead  fuit, 
Whofe  mercy  is  his  darling  attribute. 
To  punifli  crimes  that  temporary  be, 
And  thofe  but  trivial  offences  too. 
Mere  flips  of  human  nature,  fmall  and  few, 

With  everlafting  mifery  ? 
This    (hocks    the    mind  with  deep  refledions 

fraught,  [thought : 

And    Reafon    bends    beneath    the    ponderous 
Crimes  take  their  eftimate  from  guilt,  and  grow 
More  heinous  flill,  the  more  they  do  incenfe 
That  God  to  whom  all  creatures  owe 

Profoundeft  reverence  : 
Though  as  to  that  degree  they  raife 
The  anger  of  the  merciful  Moft  High, 
We  have  no  flandard  to  difcern  it  by. 
But  the  inflidion  he  on  the  offender  lays. 
So  that  if  endiefs  punilhment  on  all 

Our  unrepented  fins  mufl  fall, 
None,  not  the  leafl,  can  be  accounted  fmall. 
That  God  is  in  perfedtion  juft,  muft  be 
Allow'd  by  all  that  own  a  Deity  : 
If  fo,  from  equity  he  cannot  fwerve, 
Nor  punifh  finners  more  than  they  deferve. 
His  will  reveal'd,  is  both  exprefs  and  clear  : 

"  Ye  curfed  of  my  Father,  go 

"  To  everlafting  woe." 
If  everlafting  means  eternal  here, 
Duration  abfolutely  without  end ; 
Againft  which  fenfe  fome  zealoufly  contend, 
That  when  applied  to  pains,  it  only  means, 

They  fhall  ten  thoufand  ages  lafi ; 
Ten  thoufand  more,  perhaps,  when  they  are 

paft; 
But  not  eternal  in  a  literal  fenfe  : 
Yet  own  the  pleafures  of  the  juft  remain 
So  long  as  there's  a  God  exifts  to  reign. 
Though  none  can  give  a  folid  reafon,  why 

The  word  Eternity, 
To  heaven  and  hell  indifferent  join'd, 
•Should  carry  fenfe  of  a  different  kind ; 
And  'cis  a  fad  experiment  to  try. 


GOODNESS. 

But  if  there  be  one  attribute  divioe 
With  greater  luftre  than  the  reft  can  fhine 
'Tis  goodnefs,  which  we  every  moment  fee 
The  Godhead  exercife  with  fuch  delight : 

It  fcems,  it  only  feenis,  to  be 
The  beft-belov'd  perfedion  of  the  Deity, 
And  more  than  infinite. 

Without  that,  he  could  never  prove 
The  proper  objedts  of  our  praife  or  love. 
Wctc  he  not  good,  he'd  be  n9  more  conccrn'd 


To  hear  the  wretched  in  afflidlion  CP}-, 
Or  fee  the  guiltlefs  for  the  guilty  die, 
Thin  Nero,  when  the  flaming  city  burn'd, 
And  weeping  Romans  o'er  its  ruins  moniixd. 

Eternal  juftice  then  w  oiild  be 

But  everlafting  cruelty ; 
Power  unreftrain'd,  almighty  violence, 
And  wifdom  unconfin'd,  but  craft  immenfe. 
'Tis  goodnefs  conftitutes  him  that  he  is; 
And  thofe 

Who  will  deny  him  this, 
A  God  without  a  Deity  fuppofe. 
When  the  lewd  atheift  blafphemoofly  fwcars. 
By  his  tremendous  name. 

There  is  no  God,  but  all's  a  fham  ; 

Infipid  tattle,  praife,  and  prayers. 
Virtue,  pretence  ;  and  all  the  facred  rules 
Religion  teaches,  tricks  to  cully  f(.ols  : 

Juftice  would  ftrike  th'  audacious  villain  dead; 

But  Mercy,  boundlefs,  faves  his  guilty  head. 

Gives  hirn  protedlion,  and  allows  him  bread. 

Does  not  the  finner  whom  no  dinger  awes, 
Without  reftraint,  his  infamy  purfue. 

Rejoice,  and  glory  in  it  too ; 
Laugh  at  the  Power  Divine,  and  ridicule  his  laws; 

Labour  in  vice  his  rivals  to  excel. 
That,  when  he's  dead,  they  may  their  pupils  tell 
How  wittily  the  fool  was  damn'd,  how  hard  he 
feU? 

Yet  this  vile  wretch  in  fafety  lives, 
Bleflings  in  common  with  the  heft  receives  ; 
Though  he  is  proud  t'  affront  the  God  thofe  blef- 

fings  gives. 
The  cheerful  fun  his  influence  fheds  on  all. 

Has  no  refpeft  to  good  or  ill ; 
And  fruitful  fhowers  without  diftindion  fall. 
Which  fields  with  corn,  with  grafs  the  oaftures, 

fill. 
The  bounteous  hand  of  Heaven  beftows 
Succefs  and  honour  many  times  on  thofe 
Who  fcorn  his  favourites,  and  carefs  his  foes. 

To  this  good  God,  whom  my  adventurous  pen 
Has  dar'd  to  celebrate 
In  lofty  Pindar's  ftrain  ;  [weight 

Though    with    unequal    ftrength   to  bear  the 
Of  fuch  a  ponderous  theme,  fo  infinitely  great : 
To  this  good  God,  celeftial  fpirits  pay. 
With  ccftacy  divine,  inceflant  praife; 
While  on  the  glories  of  his  face  they  gaze, 
In  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day. 
To  him  each  rational  exiftence  here, 
Whofe  breaft  one  fpark  of  gratitude  contains. 
In  whom  there  are  the  leaft  remains 

Of  piety  or  fear, 
His  tribute  brings  of  joyful  facrifice. 
For  pardon  prays,  and  for  protection  flies  : 
Nay,  the  inanimate  creation  give. 
By  prompt  obedience  to  his  word, 
Inftindlive  honour  to  their  lord,  [live. 

And  fliame  the  thinking  world,  who  in  rebellion 
With  heaven  and  earth  then,  O  my  foul,  unite. 
And  the  great  God  of  both  adore  and  blcfs. 
Who  gives  thee  competence,  content,  and  peace. 
The  only  fountains  of  fincere  delight : 
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That  from  the  tranCtory  joys  below. 
Thou  by  a  happy  exit  may'fl.  remove 

To  thofe  h-.effable  above  ; 
Which  from  the  vifion  of  the  Godhead  flow, 
And  neither  end,  decreafe,  nor  interruption  know. 


ELEAZER'S  LAMENTATION  OVER 
JERUSALEM. 

PARAPHRASED  OUT    OF  JOSEPHUS. 

Alas,  Jerufalem  !   alas!  where's  now 

Thy  priftine  glory,  thy  unmatch'd  renown, 
To  which  the  heathen  monarchies  did  bow  ? 

Ah,  haplefs,  niiferable  town  ! 
Where's  all  thy  majefty,  thy  beauty  gone, 
Thou  once  moft  noble,  celebrated  place, 
The  joy  and  the  delight  of  all  the  earth  ; 

Who  gav'fl  to  godhke  princes  birth, 
And  bred  up  heroes,  an  immortal  race  ? 
Where's  now  the  vafl  magnificence,  which  made 

The  fouls  of  foreigners  adore 

Thy  wondrous  brightnefs,  which  no  more 
Shall  fhine,  but  lie  in  an  eternal  fhade  ? 
Oh  mifery  1  where's  all  her  mighty  flate, 

Her  fplendid  train  of  numerous  kings. 
Her  noble  edifices,  noble  things, 
Which  made  her  feem  fo  eminently  great, 
That  barbarous  princes  in  her  gates  appear'd. 
And  wealthy  prefents,  as  their  tribute,  brought. 
To  court  her  friendlhip  ?  for  her  ftrength  they 

fear'd. 
And   all  her  wide  protedlion  fought. 

But  now,  ah  !  now  they  laugh  and  cry. 

See  how  her  lofty  buildings  lie  ! 
See  how  her  flaming  turrets  gild  the  Iky  ! 

Where's  all  the  young,  the  valiant,  and  thcj 

gay.       .  i 

That  on  her  feftivals  were  us'd  to  play  C 

Harmonious  tunes,  and  beautify  the  day  ?  J 

The  glittering  troops,  which  did  from  far. 
Bring  home  the  trophies  and  the  fpoils  of  war. 
Whom  all  the  nations  round  with  terror  view'd, 

Nor  durfl  their  go<ilike  valour  try  ? 
Where'er  they  fought,  they  certainly  fubdued. 
And  every  combat  gain'd  a  vidlory. 
Ah  !  whete's  the  houfe  of  the  Eternal  King  : 
The  beauteous  temple  of  the  Lord  of  Hofts, 
To  whofe  large  treafuries  our  fleet  did  bring 
The  gold  and  jewels  of  remcteft  coafls? 
There  had  the  infinite  Creator  plac'J 

His  terrible,  amazing  name. 
And  with  his  more  peculiar  prefence  grac'd 
The  heavenly  fan<ftum,  where  no  mortal  came, 
The  high-prieft  only;   he  hut  once  a-year 
In  that  divine  apartment  might  appear : 
So  full  of  glory,  and  fo  facrcd  then. 
But  now  corrupted  with  the  heaps  of  flain. 
Which   fcatter'd   round    with    blood,    dtlile     the 
mij^hty  fdUc, 


J  Alas,  Jerufalem  I  each  fp aclous  (Ireef 

Was  once  fo  fill'd,  the  numerous  throng 
Was  forc'd  to  joftle  as  they  pafs'd  along, 

And  thoufands  did  with  thoufands  meet ;  [treat. 
The  darling  then  of   God,  and  man's  belov'd  re- 
in thee  was  the  bright  throne  of  juftice  fix'd, 
Juftice  impartial,  and  vain  fraud  unmix'd  ! 
She  fcorn'd  the  beauties  of  fallacious  gold, 

Defpifing  the  moft  wealthy  bribes; 

But  did  the  facred  balance  hold 
M''ith  godlike  faith  to  all  our  happy  tribes. 
Thy  well  built  ftreets,  and  every  noble  fquare. 

Were  once  with  polilh'd  marble  laid. 

And  all  his  lofty  bulwarks  made 
With  wondrous  labour,  and  with  artful  care. 
Thy  ponderous  gates,  furprifing  to  behold, 

Were  cover'd  o'er  with  folid  gold ; 
Whofe  fplendor  did  fo  glorious  appear, 

It  ravifh'd  and  amaz'd  the  eye  ; 
And  ftrangers  pafling,  to  themfelves  would  crj 
/  How  thick  the  bars  of  mafly  filver  lie  ! 

What  mighty  heaps  of  wealth  are  here  ! 
O  happy  people  I  and  ftill  happy  be, 
Celeftial  city,  from  deflruftion  free, 
May'ft  thou  enjoy  a  long,  entire  profperity 

But  now,  oh  wretched,  wretched  place  ! 

'J'hy  ftreets  and  palaces  are  fpread 
With   heaps  of  carcafes,  and  mountains  of   the 
dead. 

The  bleeding  relics  of  the  Jewifli  race  ! 
Each  corner  of  the  town,  no  vacant  fpace. 

But  is  with  breathlefs  bodies  fiU'd, 
Some  by  the  fword,  and  feme  by  famine,  kill'd, 
Natives  and  ftrangers  are  together  laid  : 

Death's  arrows  all  at  random  flew 
Amongft  the  crowd,  and  no  diftin6lion  made, 
But  both  the  coward  and  the  valiant  flevY. 

All  in  one  diihial  ruin  join'd, 

(For  fwords  and  peftilence  are  blind 
The  fair,  the  good,  the  brave,  no  mercy  find: 

Thofe  that  from  far,  with  joyful  hafte. 

Came  to  attend  thy  feftival. 

Of  the  fame  bitter  poifon  tafte. 
And  by  the  black,  deftrudive  poifon  fall ; 
For  the  avenging  fentcnce  pafs'd  on  all. 
Oh  !  fee  how  the  delight  of  human  eyes 

In  horrid  defolatioii  lies ! 

See  how  the  burning  ruins  flame ! 
Nothing  now  left,  but  a  fad,  empty  name ! 

And  the  triumphant  viiftor  cries. 

This  was  the  fani'd  Jerufalem  ! 


The  moft  obdurate  creature  muft 
Be  griev'd  to  fee  thy  palaces  in  duft, 
Thofe  ancient  habitations  of  the  juft  : 

And  could  the  marble  rocks  but  know 
The  miferies  of  thy  fatal  overthrow, 
They'd  ftrive  to  find  ibme  fecrct  way  unknown, 
Maugre  the  fenfelefs  nature  of  the  ftone, 

Their  pity  and  concern  to  fhew  ; 

For  now,  where  lofty  buildings  ftood. 
Thy  fins  corrupted  carcafes  aie  laid  : 

And  all  by  this  deliru(5lion  mad^: 
One  common  Golgi-th;.,  one  fuld  «f  blood  ! 
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See      how   thofe  aacidrt  men,    who  rul'd   thy 
ftnte, 

And  made  thee  happy,  made  thee  gteat ; 

Who  fat  upon  the  awful  chair  ' 

Of  mighty  Mofes,  in  long  fcarkt  clad, 
The  good  to  cherifh,  and  chaflife  the  bad. 

Now  lit  in  the  corrupted  air, 
In  filent  melancholy,  and  in  fad  defpair  ! 
•  See  how  their  murder'd  children  round  them  lie  ! 

Ah,  difmal  feene  I  hark  how  they  cry ! 

Woe  1  woe  !  one  beam  of  mercy  give, 

Good  Heaven  '.  alas,  for  we  would  live  ! 
Be  pitiful,  and  fuffer  us  to  die  ! 

Thus  they  lament,  thus  beg  for  eafe ; 
■^Vhile  in  their  feeble,  aged  arms  they  hold 
The  bodies  of  their  offspring,  ftiflf  and  cold. 
To  guard  them  from  the  ravenous  favages  : 
Till  their  increafing  forrows  death  perfuade 

(For  death  muft  fure  with  pity  fee 
The  horrid  delolation  he  has  madt) 
To  put  a  period  to  all  their  mifery. 

Thy  wretched  daughters  that  furvlve. 

Ate  by  the  heathen  kept  alive, 

Only  to  gratify  their  luft, 

And  then  be  mixM  with  common  dull. 
Oh  !  infupportahle,  flupendous  woe  ! 
What  (hall  we  do  ?  ah  !  whither  (hall  we  go  ? 
Down  to  the  grave,  down  to  thofe  happy  (hades 

below. 
Where  all  our  brave  progenitors  are  blefl: 
With  cndlefs  triumph  and  eternal  red. 

But  who,  without  a  flood  of  tears,  can  fee 
Thy  mournful,  fad  cataftrophc  ? 
Who  can  behold  thy  glorious  temple  lie 
In  aihe5,end  not  be  in  pain  to  die  ? 
Unhappy,  dear  Jerufalem  !  thy  woes 
Have  rais'd  my  griefs  to  fuch  a  vaft  excefs. 

Their  mighty  weight  no  mortal  knows. 
Thought  cannot  comprehend,  or  words  exprefs, 
Nor  can  they  polhbTy,  while  I  furvive,  be  iel's. 

Good  Heaven  had  been  extremely  kind, 
li  it  had  (Iruck  me  dead,  or  flruck  me  blind. 
Before  this  curfed  time,  this  wcrft  of  days. 
Is  death  quite  tir'd  ?  are  all  'lis  arrows  fpent  ? 
■Jf  not,  why  then  fo  many  dui!  dflay^  ? 
Quick,  quick,  let  the  obliging  dart  be  fent ! 
May,  at  ine  only  let  ten  thoufand  fly. 
Whoe'er  (liall  wretchedly  furvive;  that  I 

May,  happily,  be  fure  to  die. 
Yet  lull  we  live,  live  in  excefs  of  pain  ! 

Our  friends  and  relatives  are  (lain  I 

Nothing  but  niin<  round  us  fee. 
Nothing  but  defolation,  woe,  and  mifery  ! 
Nay,  wliilc  we  thus,  with  bleeding  hearts,  fom- 
plain, 

Our  enemies  without  prepare 
Their  direful  engines  to  purfue  the  war  ; 
And  you  may  flavilhly  peiccive  your  breath. 
Or  feck  for  ifctdonrx  in  the  arms  of  death. 

Thus  then  refolvc ;  nor  tremble  at  the  thought ; 
Can  glory  be  too  deariy  bought  ? 
Since  the  Almighty  wildoni  his  decreed. 
That  we,  and  all  our  progeny,  Ihould  Llted, 


It. (hall  be  after  fuch  a  noble  way, 
Succeeding  ages  will  with  wonder  view  .  * 

What  brave  defpair  conipell'd  us  to  I 
No,  we  will  ne'er  furvive  another  day ! 

Bring  then  your  wives,  your  children,  all 
That's  valuable,  good,  or  dear. 
With  ready  hands,  and  place  them  here^ 
They  (hall  unite  in  one  vaft  funeral. 
I  know  your  courages  are  truly  brave. 

And  dare  do  any  thing  but  ill : 

Who  would  an  aged  father  fave. 
That  he  may  live  in  chains  and  be  a  (lave, 
Or  for  ramorfelefs  enemies  to  kill  ? 
Let  your  bold  hands  then  give  the  fatal  blow  : 
For,  what  at  any  other  time  would  be 
The  dire  elfedt  of  rage  and  cruelty, 
Is  mercy,  tendernefs,  and  pity,  now  I 
This  then  perform'd,  we'll  to  the  battle  fly. 
And  there,  amidft  our  flaughter'd  foes,  expire. 
If  'tis  revenge  and  glory  you  defire. 
Now  you  may  have  them,  if  you  dare  but  die  ! 
Nay,  more,  ev'n  freedom  and  eternity  I 


A  PROSPECT  OF  DEATH. 

A  PINDARIC  ESSAV. 

"  Sed  omnes  una  manet  nox, 

"  Et  calcanda  fcmel  via  lethi." 

Horace, 

Since  we  can  die  but  once,  and  after  death 

Our  (late  no  alteration  knows ; 
But,  when  we  have  refign'd  our  breath, 

Th'  immortal  fpirit  goes 
To  endlefs  joys,  or  everlading  woes  : 
Wile  is  the  man  who  labours  to  fecure 

That  mighty  and  imp^^rtant  (lake  ; 

And,  bj'  all  methods,  drives  to  make 
His  pafTage  fafe,  and  his  reception  fure. 
Merely  to  die,  no  man  of  reafon  fears ; 

For  certainly  we  muft. 

As  we  are  born,  return  to  duft  : 
'Tis  the  laft  point  of  many  lingering  yf'ars : 

Bur  whither  then  we  go, 

Whither,  we  fain  woiild  know; 
But  human  underftanding  cannot  ihew. 

This  makes  us  trtnible,  and  creates 

Strange  apprchenfions  in  the  mind  ; 
Fills  it  with  reiUefs  doubts,  and  wild  debates, 
Concerning  wiiat  we,  living,  cannot  find. 

None  know  what  death  is,  but  ti>e  dead  ; 
Therefore  wc  all,  by  nature,  dying  dread. 
As  a  (Irange,  cioubtfal  way,  we  know  not  how  :. 
irtud. 

When  to' the  margin  of  the  grave  we' come, 
And  fcarce  have  one  black,  painful  hour  to  live;' 
No  hopes,  no  profpcdl,  of  a  kind  reprieve. 
To  ftiip  our  Ipeedy  palTage  to  the  tomh  ; 

How  moving,  and  how  mournful,  is  the  fight ! 

How  wondrous  pitiful,  how  wondrous  fad  ! 
Where  then  is  refuge,  where  is  comfort,  to  be  had 

In  the  dark  minutes  of  the  dreadful  ni^ht. 


P    o 

To  cheer  our  drooping  folds  for  their  amazing 
flight  ? 
Feeble  and  languifliing  in  bed  we  lie, 
Defpairing  to  recover,  void  of  reft  ; 
Wifiiing  for  death,  and  yet  afraid  to  die  : 
Terrors  and  doubts  diftra<ft  our  breaft. 
With  mighty  agonies  and  mighty  pains  opprefl. 

Our  face  is  moiften'd  with  a  clammy  fweat ; 
Faint  and  irregular  the  pulfes  beat  j 
The  blood  una<flive  grows, 
And  thickens  as  it  flows, 
Depriv'd  of  all  its  vigdur,  all  its  vital  heat. 
Our  dying  eyes  roll  heavily  about. 

Their  light  juft  going  out ; 
And  for  fome  kind  afliftance  call : 
But  pity,  ufelefs  pity's  all 

Our  weeping  friends  can  give, 
Or  we  receive ; 
Though  their  defires  are  great,  their  powers  are 
fmall, 
The  tongue's  unable  to  declare 
The  pains  and  griefs,  the  miferies  we  bear; 
How  infupportable  our  torments  are. 
Mufic  no  more  delights  our  deafening  ears, 
Reftores  our  joys,  or  diffipates  our  fears ; 
But  all  is  melancholy,  all  i&  fad. 
In  robes  of  deepeft  morning  clad  ; 
For,  every  faculty,  and  every  fenfe. 
Partakes  the  woe  of  this  dire  exigence. 

Then  we  are  fenfible  too  late, 
'Tis  no  advantage  to  be  rich  or  great  : 
For,  all  the  fulfome  pride  and  pageantry  of  ftate 
No  confolation  brings. 
Riches  and  honours  then  are  ufelefs  things, 
Taftelef?,  or  bitter,  all ; 
And,  like  the  book  which  the  apoftle  eat, 
To  the  ill-judging  palate  fweet, 
But  turn  at  laft  to  naufeoufnefs  and  gall. 
Nothing  will  then  our  drooping  fpirits  cheer. 
But  the  remembrance  of  good  adions  paft. 
Virtue's  a  joy  that  will  for  ever  laft. 
And  makes  pale  death  lei's  terrible  appear ; 
Takes  out   his    baneful   fting,   and  palliates  our 
fear. 
In  the  dark  anti-chamber  of  the  grave 

What  would  we  give  (ev'n  all  we  have. 
All  that  our  care  and  induftry  have  gain'd, 
All  that  our  policy,  our  fraud,  otir  art,  obtain'd) 
Could  we  recal  thofe  fatal  hours  again, 
V/hlch  we  confum'd  iu  fenfelefs  vanities. 
Ambitious  follies,  or  luxurious  eafe  ! 
For  then  they  urge  our  terrors,  and  increafe  our 
pain. 

Our  friends  an/i  relatives  ftand  weeping  by, 

DilTolv'd  in  tears,  to  fee  us  die, 
And  plunge  into  the  deep  abyfsof  wide  eternity. 

In  vain  they  mourn,  in  vain  they  grieve  : 

Their  forrows  cannot  ours  relieve. 
They  pity  our  deplorable  eftate : 

But  what,  alas,  can  pity  do 

To  foften  the  decrees  of  fate  ? 
Befidcs,  the  fjiitence  is  irrevocable  too* 
Vol..  If. 
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All  their  endeavours  to  preferve  our  breath, 

Though  they  do  linfuccefsful  prove, 
Shew  us  how  much,  how  tenderly,  they  love. 
But  cannot  cut  off  the  entail  of  death. 
Mournful  they  look,  and  crowd  about  our  bed  : 

One,  with  officious  hafte, 
Brings  us  a  cordial  we  want  fenfe  to  talle ; 
Another  foftly  raifes  up  our  head  : 
This   wipes   away   the   fweat;    that,  fighlng, 

gries 
See  what  convuluons,  what  ftrohg  agonies, 
Both  foul  and  body  undergo  ! 
His  pains  no  intermifllon  know ; 
For  every  gafp  of  air  he  draws,  returns  in  fighs. 
Each  would  his  kind  afliftance  lend. 
To  fave  his  dear  relation,  or  his  dearer  friend  ; 
But  ftiU  in  vain  with  deftiny  they  all  contend. 
Our  father,  pale  with  grief  and  watching  growri 
Takes  our  cold  hand  in  his,  and  cries,  adieu  ! 
Adieu,  my  child  !  now  I  niuft  follow  you.: 

Then  weeps,  and  gL'ntly  lays  it  down. 
Our  fons,  who,  in  their  tender  years, 
-  Were  objeifls  of  Our  caies,  and  of  out  fears. 
Come  trembling  to  our  bed,  and,  kneeling,  cry, 
Blefs  us,  O  father  !  now  before  you  die  ; 
Blefs  us,  and  be  you  blefs'd  to  all  eternity. 
Our  friend,  whom  ecjual  to  ourfelves  we  lovej 
CompafFionate  and  kind, 
Cries,  will  you  leave  me  here  behind  ? 
Without  me  fly  to  the  blefs'd  feats  above  ? 

Without  me,  did  I  fay  .?  Ah,  no  ! 
Without  thy  friend  thou  canft  not  go  : 
For,  though  thou  leav'ft  me  groveling  here  below. 
My  foul  with  thee  fiiall  upward  fly, 
And  bear  t'ny  fpirit  company. 
Through  the  bright  pafl'age  of  the  yielding  !i:y. 
Ev'n  death,  that  pares  thee  from  thyfclf,  fliall  be 
Incapable  to  Separate 
(For  'tis  not  in  the  power  of  fate) 
My  friend,  my  heft,  my  deareft  friend,  and  me: : 
But,  fince  it  muft  be  fo,  farevv'cU  ; 
For  ever  !   No;  for  we  fhall  meet  again. 
And  live  like  gods,  though  now  we  die  like 
men. 
In  the  eternal  regions,  where  juft  fpirits  dwelL 
The  foul,  unable  longer  to  maintain 
The  fruitleis  and  unequal  ftrife. 
Finding  her  weak  endeavours  vaiHj 
To  keep  the  counterfcarp  of  life. 
By  How  degrees,  retires  towards  the  heart, 
And  fortifies  that  littie  fort 
With  all  its  kind  artilleries  of  art; 
Botanic  legions  guarding  every  port. 
But  death,  whole  arms  no  mortal  can  repel, 
A  formal  Cege  difdains  to  lay  ; 
Summons  his  fieice  battalions  to  the  fray, 
And  in  a  minute  ftorms  the  feeble  citadel. 
Sometimes  we  may  capitulate,  and  he 
Pretends  to  make  a  iolid  peace  5 
But  'tis  all  fliam,  all  artifice, 
That  we  may  negligtnt  and  carslefs  be: 
For,  if  his  armies  are  withdrawn  to-day. 
And  we  believe  no  danger  near. 
But  all  is  peaceable,  and  all  is  clear; 
His  troops  return  lonie  unfufpeded  way: 
li     ^ 
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W1-,U«  ip;,fhe  foft  enibraceof  fleep  we  lie. 
The  ftcret  niurdsrers  ilab  ii«,.  azid  wc  die 
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But,  if.thera  vvas  a  fcate  of  icll, 


Since  our  flrft  parents'  fall,.>    : 
Iiiej(it^]>c  dc^th ;dcfcei!d»  en  >11 ;  , 

A  portion  none  of  human  race  can  mifji    .( • 

BiU.that  vvhjcivTiiakes  it  ivveet  or  biti<-r^is    ■' 
The  fears  t^f  txiifery,  or  certain  hopes  of  biUs.    • 
Eor^  y^ieii  th' impenitent  and  wicked  die, 
Loaded  wi;h  crinrieb  and  inf,jmy,; 

If  any  fcnfe  at  tiKit  f^d-tinie  remains,    ' 

They  fee]  amasiiig  tfrro.r,,  mivjity  pains  ; 

The  earneH,  of  that  vafl:,,-ftiipendou»  woe, 
Which  ihpy  to  aij  eternity  miut  undergo,      .    .( 

Confiii'd  m  heJl  with  everbfiing  chains.    ' 
•    Infernal  fpii-ics  hover  in  the  air. 

Like  ravenous  wolves,  to  ftize  upon  the  prey^  :. 

And  hurry  tile  departed  f.  ul^  away 

To  the  dark  receptacles  of  defpsir:  r 

Where   they  mull  dwell  till   that  treniendcus 
day, 

y/hen  the  loud  trump  faall  call  them  to  appear 
Bl1\  re  a  Judge  mpft  terrible,  and  moil  fevere  <» 
By  whcfe  juft  fentence  they  muft  ga.- 

To  cverlifuug  pains,  and  cndlels  woe. 

.  ^But  'the  good  man,  whofe  foul  is  pure,  .;..; 
Unfpottcd,  recrular,  and  free  >     .   :    ■ 

From  all  the  u^ly  flain«  of  iufl  -and  villany,,'? 
Of  mercy  and  of  pardon  fure. 
Looks   through   the_darknefs   of  the    gloomy 

.ni,niu  ; 
And  fees  the  dawning  of  a  glorious  day ; 
Sees  crowds  ol  angels  ready  to  convey 

His  foul  whene'er  flic  takes  her  flight 
To  the  furprifing  manCons  of  immortariiaht. 
iTljien  the  celcftial  guards  around  hiin  Hand  ; 
>Jor  fuflfer  the  black  dasmons  cf  the  air 
T'  oppofe  his  pai^ige  to  the  promis'd  land, 
Uff  terrify  his, thoughts  witii  wild  dilVair; 
Eiit  all  i,-;  calm  v/ithin,  and  all  without  is  fair. 
His  prayers,  his  charity,  his  virtues,  jircfs 
To  plead  for  mercy  when  he  wants  it  mud ; 
JTot  one  of  all  the  happy  number's  loil : 

And  thofe  bright  advocates  ne'er  want  fuccefs. 
But  when  the  foul's  relcas'd  from  dull  mortality. 
She  palTes  up  in  triumph  tlirough  the  flcy ; 
Where  fhe's  united  to  a  glorious  throno- 
Of  angels ;  who,  v/irh  a  celcflial  f.;ng,  " 
Congratulate  her  concjuefl  asflie  flies  ah.ng. 

If,  therefore,  all  mud  quit  the  ftagc, 
When,  or  hov^  foon,  we  cannot  know; 
But,  late  or  early,  we  are  lurg  to  go ; 

!n  (he  frefh  Llonm  cf  youth,  or  wither'd  afc  ; 
We  cannot  take  too  fedulous  a  care, 
In  this  iinpoitant,  j»rand  affair  : 
For  as  we  die,  we  muft  remain  ; 
Hereafter  all  our  hopes  are  vain. 
To  make  cur  p-.ace  vvitli  Heaven,  or  to  return 
again. 
Tire  heatlieii,  who  no  better  underftood 
Than  what  the  light  of  nature  taught,  declar'd, 
K  !  fnture  mifery  could  be  prepar'd 

For  the  fiijccre,  the  inercil'ul,  the  good  ; 


Trey  ftould  with  the  fame  happinefs  be  bk-ft 

As   tJie    imniortal' •  gods,  •  if    gods    there  were, 
pofTelt.. 
We  have  the  yromifs  of  th'  eternal  truth, 
Thofe  who  live  well,  and  pious  paths  purfue. 
To  man,  and  to.  their  Maker,  truei;iri3iin  dix 
Let  them  expire  in  age,  or  youthj     '      ■ ' 

Cin  never  mifs 
Their  way  to;  evtrlafting  blifs  : 

But  frcm  a  world  of  mifery  and  care 

To  manfions  of  eternal  eafe  repair  ; 

Where  joy  in  full  perfedion  flows. 
And  in  an  eadlefs  circle  moves, 

Throuj^h  the  vaft  round  of  beatific  love, 
Which  no  ceffation  knows. 


ON  THE 

GENERAi:  CONFLAGRATION, 

'''"^iNS'uiN'G  JUDGMENT. 

j,  A    PINDARIC    ESSAY. 

"  Effe  quoque  in  fatis,  reminifcitur,  affure  tempus' 
"   Quo  mare,  quo  tellus,  correptaque  rejia  cceli 
"  Ardeat,  ct  mundi  moles  optrofa  labcrat.';"  ' 

OviD  Met. 

Now  the  black  days  of  univerfal  doom, 

Which  wondrous  prophecies  foretold,  are  come  : 

What  flronp;  convulfions,  v/ha:  {li;perdous  woe 

Muft  finking  nature  undergo  ; 
Amidft  the  dreadful  wreck,  and  final  overthrow  ! 
Methinki  I  hear  her,  confcioiis  of  htr  fate. 

With  fearful  groans,  and  hideous  cries. 
Fill  the  prefacing  feies ; 

Uiiabls  to  lupport  the  weight  ' 
Or  of  the  prefent,  or  approaching  mif-ries. 

Methinki-  I  hear  her  fummon  all 
Her  guilty  offspring  raving  with  defpair, 

A?id  trembling,  cry  aloud.  Prepare, 
Ye  fublunary  powers,  t'  attend  my  funeral  ! 

See,  fee  tlie  tragical  porrcrts 
1  lu'ie  difiual  harbingers  of  dire  events  I 
Loud  thujiders  roar,  and  darting  lightnings  fly 
Through   the   dark    concave  of  the    troubled 
Iky; 
The  fiery  ravage  is  begun,  the  end  is  nigh. 
See  how  the  glaring  meteors  blaze  ! 
^  Like  baleful  torches,  O  they  come 
To  light  dillblving  Nature  to  Jier  tomb  ! 
And,  fcattering  round  their  peftilential  rays, 
Strike  the  affrighted  nations  with  a  wild  amaze. 
Vaft  flieets  of  flame,  and  globes  of  lire, 
By  an  impetuous  wind  are  driven 
„.'^'^''°"Kfi  '"^'^  '^"-^  '■^S'""3of  the  inferior  heaven  ; 
Till,   hid  in   lulphurous   fmoke,  they  fccminglv 
expire. 
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Sad  and  im:\z\r\^  'tis  to  fee 
What  mad  confurion  ra_s;es  over,  ail 
This  fcorching  ball ! 
No  country  i'.  exempt,  no  nation  free, 
But  each  partakes  the  epiciomic  mifery. 
What  difmai  hav  'ck.of  mankind  is  made 
By  wars,  and  peftilence,  and  dearth, 
Through  the  vi'hi>Ie  mournful  earth  ? 
Which  with  a  murdering-  fury  rhey  invade, 
Forfook  by  Providence,  and  all  propitious  aid  I 
Whilft  fiends  let  lonfe,  their  utnioft   rage  em- 
■^  To  ruin  all  things  her  below;  [ploy, 

Their  malice  and  revenge  no  limits  know, 
But,  in  the  univerfal  tumult,  all  dcftroy. 

DiftraiSled  mortals  from  their  cities  fly, 
For  fafety  to  their  champain  ground. 
But  there  no  fafety  can  be  found  ; 
The  vengeance  of  an  angry  Deity, 
Wifh  unrelenting  fury,  does  iiichd'e  them  round  : 
And  whilft  for  mercy  fome  aloud  implore 
The  God  they  ridicul'd  before ; 
And  others,  raving  with  their  woe, 
(For  hunger,  thirft,  defpair,  they  undergo) 

Blafpheme  and  curfe    the   Power  they  fhonld 
adore  :  [tends. 

The  earth,  parch'd  up  with  drought,  her  jaws  ex- 
And  opening  wi'le  a  dreadful  tomb. 
The  howling  multitude  at  once  defcends 
Together  all  into  her  burning  womb. 

The  trembling  Alps  abfcond  their  aged  heads 
In  mighty  pillars  i  f  infernal  fmoke. 

Which  from  their  bellowing  caverns  broke. 
And  fuffocates  whole  nations  where  it  I'preads. 

Sometimes  the  fire  within  divides 
The  maffy  rivers  of  .thofe  fecrct  chains, 
Wiiich  hold  together  thofe  prodigious  fides. 
And  hurls  the  Ihatter'd  rocks  o'er  all  the  plains  : 
While  towns  and  cities,  every  thing  below, 
Is  overwhelm'd  v/ith  the  fame  burll  of  woe. 

No  fliowers  defcend  from  the  malignant  fky, 
To  cool  the  burning  if  the  thirfiy  field; 

The  trees  no  leaves,  no  grafs  the  meadows  yield, 
But  all  is  barren,  c:!l  is  dry. 
The  little  rivulets  no  more 
To  larger  ftreams  their  tributes  pay, 
Nor  to  the  ebbing  ocean  they  ; 
Which,  with  a  ftrange  nnufual  roar,      [before  : 

Forfakes  thofe  ancient  bounds  it  would  have  pafs'd 
And  to  the  monfl:rous  deep  in  vain  retire  : 
For  ev'n  the  deep  itfelf  is  not  fecure, 

But  belching  fubterraneon*  fires, 
Incrcafes  flill  the  fcalding  calenture,  [dure. 

Which  neither  earth,  nor  air,  nor  water,  can  en- 

The  fun,  by  fympathy,  concern'd 
At  thofe  convuifions,  pangs  and  agonies, 

Which  on  the  whole  creation  feize, 

Is  to  fubftantial  darknefs  turn'd. 
The  neighbouring  moon,  as  if  a  purple  flood 

O'erflow'd  her  tottering  oib,  appears 
Like  a  huge  mafs  of  black  corrupted  blood ; 
For  fhe  herfelf  a  dilToIution  fears. 


The  larger  planets,  which  once  fiione  fa  bright, 
With  the  refleiled  rays  of  borro  ,v'd  light. 
Shook  from  their  centre,  without  motion  lie. 
Unwieldy  globes  of  folid  night. 
And  ruinous  lumber  of  the  fl:y, 
Amidft  this  dreadful  hurricane  of  \voe5, 
(For  file,  confufion,  horror,  a'-d  del'pair. 
Fill  every  region  of  the  torrur'd  earth  and  air) 
The  great  archangel  his  loud  trumpet  blows  ; 
At  whofe  amazing  found  fredi  agonies 
Upon  expiring  nature  feize  : 
For  now  llie'll  in  few  minutes  know 
The  ultimate  event  and  fate  of  all  below. 
Awake,  ye  dead,  awake,  he  cries ; 

(For  all  muft  come) 
All  that  had  human  breath,  arife. 
To  hear  your  laft,  unalterable  doom. 

At  this  the  ghaflly  tyrniit,  who  had  fway'd 
So  many  thoufand  ages  uncontroll'd. 

No  longer  could  ais  fceptre  hold;   ,    .    ■' 
But  gave  up  all,  and  was  himfelf  a  captive  made. 

The  fcatter'd  particles  of  human  clay. 
Which  in  the  filent  grave's  dark  chamljers  lay, 
Rtlunie  their  priftinc  forms  again. 
And  now  from  movtal,  grow  immortal  men. 
Stupendous  enf  rgy  of  facred  Power, 

Which  can  colleA  whatever  call 
The  fmallell  atoms,  and  that  Ihape  refliore 
Which  they  had  worn  fo  many  years  belore, 
That    through    ftrange   accidents  and   numerous 
changes  pall ! 


See  how  the  joyful  angels  fiy 
From  every  quarter  of  the  iky, 
To  gather  and  to  convoy  all 
The  pi'  us  fons  of  hurami  race, 
To  one  capacious  place. 
Above  the  confines  of  this  llaniing  ball. 

See  with  what  tcnderncfs  and  love  ihey  bear 
.    Thofe  righteous  fouls  through   the  tumultuous 
Whilft  the  ungodly  ftand  below,  [air  ; 

Raging  with  ftiame,  confifion,  and  defpair, 
Amidft  the  burning  overthrow, 
ExpeiSling  fiercer  torment,  and  acnter  woe. 
R'.>uiid  them  infernal  ij^irits  hovliiig  fly  ; 
O  horror,  curfes,  tortures,  chain-i  1   they  cry 
And  roar  aloud  with  execrable  blafphemy,    . 


Hark  how  the  darling  fons  of  infamy 
Who  once  diffolv'd  in  pleafue's  lap. 
And  laugh'd  at  this  tremendous  day. 
To  rocks  and  mowntains  now  to  bide  them  cry. 
But  rocks  and  moun-ains  a'l  in  afhes  lie. 
Their  (hanie's  fii  mighty,  and  fo  ftrong  their  fear. 
That,  rather  than  appear 
Before  a  God  incens'd,  they  would  be  hurl'd 
Amongft  the  burning  ruins  of  the  world. 
And  He  conceal'd,  if  pofTiole,  for  ever  there. 
Time  was  'hey  would  not  tiwn  a  Deity, 

Nor  after  death  a  future  ftate ; 
But  now,  by  fad  experience,  find,  too  late, 
There  is,  and  terrible  to  that  degree. 
That  rather   than  behold   his  face,   they'd  ccafe 
to  be. 
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And  Aire  'tis  better,  If  Heaven  would  give  cort- 
fent, 

To  have  no  being  ;  but  they  mufl  remain, 

For  ever,  and  for  ever  be  in  pain. 
O  inexpreflible,  (lupendous  punifhment. 
Which  cannot  be  endur'd,  yet  mull  be  underwent  1 

But  now,  the  eaftern  fkies  expanding  wide. 
The  glorious  Judge  omnipotent  defcends, 

And  to  the  fublunary  world  his  paffage  bends; 

Where,  cinth'd  with  human  nature,  he  did  once 
refide. 
Round  him  the  bright  ethereal  armies  fly. 
And  loud  triumphant  hallelujahs  fing, 
With  i'ongs  of  praife,  and  hymns  of  viflory, 

To  their  celeftial  king ; 
All  glory,  power,  dominion,  majcfly. 
Now,  and  for  everlafling  ages,  be 

To  the  fefTcntial  One,  and  Oo-eternal  Three. 
Perifn,  that  world,  as  'lis  decreed, 
Which  faw  the  God  incarnate  bleed  ! 
Perilh  by  thy  almighty  vengeance  thofe 
"VVho  durft  thy  perlbn,  or  thy  laws  cxpofe  ; 

The  curfed  refugcof  mankind, andhell'sproud  feed. 
Now  to  the  unbelieving  nations  fhcw, 
Thou  art  a  God  from  all  eternity  ; 
Not  titular,  or  but  by  office  fo  ; 
And  let  them  the  myflerious  union  fee 

Of  human  nature  with  the  Deity. 

With  mighty  tranfports,  yet  with  awful  fears, 
'rhe  good  behold  this  glorious  fight '. 
Their  God  in  all  his  majefty  appears. 
Ineffable,  amazing  bright, 
And  feated  on  a  throne  of  everlafling  light. 
Round  the  tribfmal,  next  to  the  Mofl  High, 
In  facrcd  diicipline  and  order,  fland 
The  peers  and  princes  of  the  fky, 
As  they  excel  in  glory  or  command. 
Upon  the  right  hand  that  illaflriou-s  crowd, 
In  the  white  bofom  of  a  fhining  cloud, 
Whofe  fouls  abhorring  all  ignoble  crimes. 

Did,  with  a  fleady  courfe,  purfue 
His  holy  precepts  in  the  worll  of  times, 
Maugre  what  earth  or  hell,  what  man  or  devils 
could  do. 
And  now  that  Gnd  they  did  to  death  adore. 
For  whom  fuch  torments  and  fuch  pains  they 

bore 
Returns  to  place  them  on  thofe  thrones  above, 
Where,undiilurb'd,uncloy'd,  they  wiilpoflcfs 
Divine,  fubllantial  happinefs, 
Unbounded  as  hia  power,  and  lading  as  his  love. 

Go,  bring,  the  Judge  impartial,  frowning,  cries, 
'I'hofe  rebel  Tons,  who  did  my  laws  dcfpii'e  ; 
Whom  neither  tht-tats  nor  proniiles  could  move, 
Not  all  my  fulTerings,  nor  all  my  love, 
To  lave  themfclves  from  everhi'ding  mifcries. 
At  this  ten  millions  of  archangels  Hew 
Swifter  than  lightning,  or  the  fwifttft  thoHght, 
And  lefs  than  in  an  inftaiit  brought 
The  wretched,  curs'd,  infernal  crew; 
Who  with  diftortcd  afpeiTrs  come, 
To  hear  their  lad,  intolerable  doom. 


Alas !  they  cry,  one  beam  of  mercy  fiiew, 

Thou  all-forgiving  Deity ; 
To  pardon  crimes  is  natural  to  thee  : 
Crulh  us  to  nothing,  or  fufpend  our  woe. 

But  if  it  cannot,  cannot  be. 
And  we  mufl  go  into  a  gulf  of  fire, 

(For  who  can  with  Omnipotence  contend  ;) 
Grant,  for  thou  art  a  God,  it  may  at  lafl  expire. 
And  all  our  tortures  have  an  end. 
Eternal  burnings,  O,  we  cannot  bear  ! 
Though  now  our  bodies  too  immortal  are, 
Let  them  be  pungent  to  the  laft  degree  :    ") 
And  let  our  pains  innumerable  be  ;  V 

But  let  them  not  extend  to  all  eternity  1  j) 

Lo,  now  there  does  no  place  remain 
For  penitence  and  tears,  but  all 
Mufl  by  their  aiflions  fland  or  fall : 
To  hi'pe  for  pity,  is  in  vain  ; 
The  dye  is  caft,  and  not  to  be  recall'd  again. 
'I'wo  mighty  books  are  by  two  angels  brought  J 
In  this,  impartially  recorded.  Hands 
The  law  of  nature,  and  divine  commands  : 
In  tliat,  each  adliun,  word,  and  thought, 
Whate'cr  was  laid  in  fecret,  or  in  fecret  wrought. 
Then  firft  the  virtuous  and  the  good, 
Who  all  the  fury  of  temptation  Hood, 
And  bravely  pals'd  through  ignominy,  chains, 
and  blood. 
Attended  by  their  guardian  angels  come 
To  the  tremendous  bar  of  final  doom. 
In  vain  the  grand  acclifer,  railing,  brings 
A  long  indiiflment  of  enormous  things, 
Whofe  guilt  wip'd  off  by  penitential  tears. 
And  their  Redeemer's  blood  and  agonies. 
No  more  to  their  ailonifhment  appears, 
But  in  the  fecret  womb  of  dark  obhvion  lies. 

Come,  now,  my  friends,    he  cries,  ye  fons  of 

grace, 
Partakers  once  of  all  my  wrongs  and  fliame, 

Defpis'd  and  hated  for  my  name  ; 
Come  to  your  Saviour's andyour  God's  embrace; 
Afcend,  and  thofe  bright  diadems  poflefs. 
For  you  by  my  eternal  Father  made. 
Ere  the  foundation  of  tlvz  world  was  laid  ; 
And  that  furprifing  happinefs, 
Immenle  as  my  own  Godhead,  and  will  ne'er  be 
lefs. 
For  when  I  languifhingin  prifon  lay. 
Naked,  and  Harv'd  almofl  for  wai;t  of  bread. 

You  did  your  kindly  vilits  pay, 
Both  cloth'd  my  body,  and  my  hunger  fed. 
Weary 'd  with  fickr.rls,  or  opprefi'd  with  grief, 
Vour  hand  was  always  ready  to  fupply  ; 
Whene'er  I  wanted,  you  wete  always  by, 
I'o  fhare  my  forrows,  or  to  give  relief. 
In  all  dillrefs,  fo  tender  was  her  love, 

I  could  no  anxious  trouble  bear  ; 
No  black  misfortune,  or  vexatious  care. 
But  you  wen  lldl  imjiatieiit  to  remove. 
And  niourii'd,  your  charitable  hand  fhould  un- 
fuccefbful  prove  : 
All  this  yuu  did,  though  not  to  mc 
In  pcrl'on,  yet  to  mine  in  niiftry  ; 
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And  fliall  forever  live 
In  all  the  glories  that  a  God  can  give, 
Or  a  treated  being's  able  to  receive. 

At  this  the  architcds  divine  on  high 
Innumerable  thrones  of  glory  raife, 
On  which  they,  in  appointed  order,  place. 

The  human  coheirs  of  eternity, 
And  with  united  hymns  the  God  incarnate  praife  ; 
O  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 
Eternal  God,  Almighty  One, 
Be  Thou  for  ever,  and  be  Thou  alone. 
By  all  thy  creatures,  conflantly  adored  ! 
Ineffable,  co-equal  Three, 
Who  from  non-entity  gave  birth 
To  angels  and  to  men,  to  heaven  and  to  earth. 
Yet  always  waft  Thyfelf,  and  wilt  for  ever  be. 
But  fur  thy  mercy,  we  had  ne'er  pofl'eft 
Thefe  thrones,  and  this  immenfe  feliciry ; 
Could  ne'er  have  been  fo  infinitely  bleft  ! 
Therefore,  all  Glory,  Power,  Dominion,  Ma-"^ 

To  Thee,  O  Lamb  of  God,  to  Thee,         f 
For  ever  longer,  than  for  ever,  be  1  ■*      J 

Then  the  incarnate  Godhead  turns  his  face 
To  thofe  upon  the  left,  and  cries, 

(Almighty  vengeance  fiafliing  in  his  eyes) 
Ye  impious,  unbelieving  race. 
To  thofe  eternal  torments  go, 
Prepar'd  for  thofe  rebellious  fons  of  light, 
In  burning  darknefs  and  in  flaming  night. 
Which  fliall  no  limit  or  ceffation  know, 

But  always  are  extreme,  and  always  will  be  fo. 
I'hc  final  fentence  pafl,  a  dreadful  cloud 
Inclofing  all  the  miferable  crowd, 
A  mighty  hurricane  of  thunder  rofe. 
And  buri'd  them  all  into  a  lake  <3f  fire, 
Which  never,  never,  never  can  expire  ; 
The  vaft  ahyfs  of  endlefs  woes : 

Whilft  with  their  God  the  righteous  mount  on 
high. 
In  glorious  triumph  pafling  through  the  flty. 

The  joys  immenfe,  and  everlalling  ecftafy. 


REASON:    A  POEM. 

IVr'tttcH  in  ths  year  17OO. 

UNitAPPT  man  !  who,  through  fucceflive  years, 
From  early  youth  to  life's  laft  childhood  errs  : 
No  footier  born  but  proves  a  foe  to  truth ; 
Tor  infant  reafon  is  o'erpower'd  in  youth. 
The  cheats  of  fenfe  will  half  our  learning  (hare  ; 
And  preconceptions  all  our  knowledge  arc. 
Reafon,  'tis  true,  fhould  over  fenfe  prefide  : 
Corre<ft  oor  notions,  and  our  judgments  guide ; 
But  falfe  opinions,  rooted  in  the  mind, 
Hoodwink  the  foul,  and  keep  our  reafon  blind, 
Reafon's  a  taper,  which  hut  faintly  burns ; 
A  languid  flame,  that  glows,  and  dies  by  turns  : 
We  fee't  a  little  v^hile,  and  but  a  little  v.'ay  ; 
Wc  travel  by  its  light,  as  men  by  day  : 


But  quickly  dy'ng,  it  forfakes  us  foon. 

Like  morning  ftars,  that  never  flay  till  noon. 

The  foul  can  fcarce  above  the  body  rife ; 
And  ail  we  fee  is  with  corporeal  eyes. 
Life  now   doe*  fcarce  one  glimpfe  of  light  dif» 

play; 
We  mourn  in  darknefs,  and  defpair  of  day  : 
That  natural  night,  once  drefs'd  in  orient  beams, 
Is  now  diminifli'd,  and  a  twilight  feems ; 
A  mifcellaneous  compofitinn,  made 
Of  night  and  day,  of  funfhine  and  of  fhade. 
Through  an  uncertain  medium  now  we  look, 
And  find  that  falfehond,  which  for  truth  we  toot: 
So  rays  projeded  from  the  eaftern  flcics. 
Shew  the  falfe  day  before  the  fun  can  rife. 

"That  little  knowledge  now  which  man  obtains. 
From  outward  obje<!ls,  and  from  fenfe  he  gains  : 
He,  like  a  wretched  flave,  muft  plod  and  fweat ; 
By  day  muft  toil,  by  night  that  toil  repeat ; 
And  yet,  at  laft,  what  little  fruit  he  gains ! 
A  beggar's  harveft,  glean'd  with  mighty  pains  I 

The  pafuons,  ftill  predominant,  will  rule 
Ungevem'd,  rude,  not  bred  in  Reafon's  fchool; 
Our  underftanding  they  with  darknefs  fill, 
Caufe  ftrong  corruptions,  and  pervert  the  will. 
On  thefe  the  foul,  as  on  fome  flowing  tide, 
Muft  fit,  and  on  the  raging  billows  ride, 
Hurried  away ;  for  how  can  be  withftood 
Th'  impetuous  torrent  of  the  boiling  blood  ? 
Be  gone,  falfe  hopes ;  for  all  our  learning's  vain  ; 
Can  we  be  free  where  thefe  the  rule  maintain  ? 
Thefe  are  the  tools  of  knowledge  which  we  ufe  ; 
Tlis  fpirits  heated,  will  ftrange  things  produce. 
Tell  me,  whoe'er  the  paflions  could  controul. 
Or  from  the  bbdy  difengage  the  foul : 
Till  this  is  done,  our  beft  purfuits  are  vain. 
To  conquer  truth,  and  unmix'd  knowledge  gain  J 
Through  all  the  bulky  volumes  of  the  dead. 
And  through  thofe  books  that  modern  times  have 

bred. 
With  pain  we  travel,  as  through  moorifli  ground. 
Where  fcarce  one  ufeful  plant  is  ever  found ; 
O'er-run  with  errors,  which  fo  thick  appear. 
Our  fearch  proves  vain,  no  fpark  of  truth  is  there. 

What's  all  the  nolfy  jargon  of  the  fchools, 
But  idle  nonfenfe  of  laborious  iooX", 
"Who  fetter  reafon  with  perplexing  rules  ? 
What  in  Aquina's  bulky  works  are  fotmd, 
Docs  not  enlighten  Reafon,  but  confound. 
Who  travels  Scotus'  fwelling  tomes  fliall  find 
A  cloud  of  darknefs  rifing  on  the  mind  ; 
In  controverted  points  can  Reafon  fway,     ' 
When  paflion,  or  conceit,  ftill  hurries  us  away  ? 
Thus  his  new  notions  Sherlock  would  inftil. 
And  clear  the  greateft  myfterles  at  will ; 
But,  by  unlucky  wit,  perplex'd  them  more. 
And  made  them  darker  than  they  were  before. 
South  foon  oppos'd  him,  out  of  Chriftian  zeal  ; 
Shewing  how  well  he  could  difpute  and  rail. 
How  {hall  we  e'er  difcover  which  is  right. 
When  both  fo  eagerly  maintain  the  fight  ? 
Each  does  the  other's  arguments  deride ; 
Each  has  the  church  and  fcripture  on  his  fide.      ^ 
The  fharp,  ill-natur'd  combat's  but  a  jeft  ; 
Both  may  be  wrong ;  one,  perhaps,  errs  the  lead. 
1  i  iij 
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IS  race ;       T 
eafe ;  >• 

It  peace,     j 


How  fhall  we  know  vvliidh  articles  are  true, 
The  old  onei  of  the  ciinvch,  or  Burnet's  new  ? 
Ill  paths  uncertain  and  uiifafe  he  trtad>., 
Who  blindly  follows  othc  fertile  hea4s  : 
•  Whar  fure,  what  certain  mark  have  we  to  knov>r. 
The  right  or  wrong,  'twixt  Burgel's,  Wake,  and 
'  Howe  ?  • 

Should  unturn'd  nature  crave  the  medic  art. 
What  health  can  that  contentious  tribe  impart  ? 
Every  pliyfician  Vv-rites  a  different  bill, 
And  gives  ^lo  other  reafon  but  his  will. 
No  Icnger  boafl  your  art,  ycni  impious  race; 
J^et  wars  'twixt  Alcali^s  and  Acids  cea: 
And  rroud  G — 11  with  Coibatch  be  at  peace, 
Gibbons  and  Radcliffe  do  but  rarciy,  guefs ; 
To'day. they've  good,  to-morrow  no  fucctfs. 
Ev'n   Garth  and  *  Maurus  fometimes  fliall  pre- 
vail,    , 
^Vhen  Gibton,,  learned  Hr.nnes,  and  Tyfon,  fail. 
And,  more  than  once,  we've  feen,  that  blundering 

Slcane,,    ■  ■ 
Miffing  the  gcu%  by  ch.incc  has  hit  the  ftone; 
The  patitnt  does  the  lucky  eiror  find  ; 
A  cure  he  v.'oiks,  thoi;gh  not  the  cure  defign'd. 

Cuftom,  the  world's  great  idol,  we  adore  ; 
And  knowing  this,  we  feek  to  know  no  more. 
WJiat  education  did  at  flrft  receive. 
Our  ripen'd  age  confiims  us  to  believe. 
The  careful  nuife,  and  prieft,  are  all  we  need, 
To  learn  opinions,  and  our  country's  creed: 
The  parent's  precepts  early  are  iniliU'd, 
And  If  oil'd  the  man,  while  they  inftrutfl  the  child. 
To  what  hard  fate  is  human  kind  betray'd, 
When  thus  implicit  faith,  a  virtue  made  ; 
When  education  more  than  truth  prevails. 
And  nought  is  current  but  what  ciilloni  leals  ? 
Thus,  from  the  time  we  firft  began  to  know, 
We  live  and  learn,  but  not  the  wifer  grow. 

We  feldom  ufe  our  liberty  arig;ht. 
Nor  judge  of  things  by  utiivcrfal  light  : 
Our  prepofTeffions  and  affeclions  bind 
Tile  Ibui  in  chain?,  and  lord  it  o'er  the  mind ; 
And  if  fclf-intereft  be  but  in  the  cafe. 
Our  unexamin'd  jaintiple?  may  pafs  ! 
Good   Heavens  !    that   man   lh<  uld  thus  himfelf 

deceive, 
'fo  learn  on  credit,  and  on  truft  believe  ! 
Ertrer  the  mind  no  notions  had  retain'd. 
Eat  (HII  a  fair,  unwritten  blank  reniain'd  : 
For  pow,  who  truth  from  faifehood  would  difcern, 
Mufl  fiift  difnbe  the  mind,  and  all  unlearn. 
Err<.M-s,„con:ra(2;ed  in  urmir.dfuj  youth. 
When  oi:ce    remov'd,   will   imuoth  the  way  to 

truh  : 
To  difpiiflcfs  ihe  chdd.  t!ie  mortal  lives; 
Bu'  death  appr'i.iches  ere  *he  man  arrives,     [find, 
'Ihoi-,-  who  wnu  il  lc3rniii):'s  glorious  kh\L'doni 
The  dear  bout'ht  puichafc  of  the  trading  miiid, 
From  many  dai'gers  mufl  ihtirftlves  acquit. 
And  more  than  Scylia  and  Charyhdis  meet. 
Oh  :   what  an, ocean  mul^  lie  voyag'd  o'er. 
To  gain  a  pro1pf(5!;  of  the  (hinii'g  ihore ! 
Rciifjii  g  rocks  oppofe  tli'  nuiuiring  fotd, 
And  advor     w^vts  re  aid  it  as  they  roll, 
*  4:r  liiclurd  Blackraore, 


Does  not  that  foolifh  deference  we  pay 
To  m.en  that  liv'd  long  fince,  our  palTage  ftay  ? 
What  odd,  prcpollorous  paths  at  firft  we  t,i;ead. 
And  learn  to  walk  by  fliimbling  on  the  dead  ! 
Fiill  we  a  blefling  from  the  grave  implore, 
Worfliip  old  urns,  and  monuments  adore  I 
The^reverend  fage,  with  vaft  efleem,  we  prize  : 
tie  liv'd  long  fince,  and  muft  be  wondrous  wife  I 
Thus  arc  we  debtors  to  the  famous  dead. 
For  all  thofe  errors  which  their  fancies  bred  : 
Errors  indeed  !  for  real  knowledge  ftay'd 
V/ith  thofe  firft  times,  not  farther  was  convey'd  ; 
While  light  opinions  are  much  lower  brought, 
tor  on  the  waves  of  ignorance  they  float : 
But  folid  truth  fcarce  ever  gains  the  fhore. 
So  foon  it  finks,  and  ne'er  emerges  more. 

Suppofe  thofe  many  dreadful  dangers  paft. 
Will    knowledge  dawn,    and  blefs  the  mind  z': 

lafl  ? 
Ah  I  no,  'tis  now  environ'd  from  our  eyes. 
Hides  all  its  charms,  and  undifcover'd  lies  1 
Truth,  like  a  fingle  poin',  efcapcs  the  fight, 
And  claims  attention  to  perceive  it  right! 
But  ^hat  refembles  truth  is  foon  defcry'd. 
Spreads  like  a  furface,  and  expanded  wide  ! 
The  firft  man  rarely,  very  rarely  finds 
The  tedious  fearch  of  long  inquiring  minds : 
But  yet  what's  worie,  we  know  not  what  we  err; 
What  mark  does  truth,   what  bright  diftinclior. 

bear  ? 
How  do  we  know  that  what  we  know  is  true  ? 
Mow  fhall  we  faifehood  fly,  and  truth  purfue  ? 
I,et  none  then  here  his  certain  knowledge  Lcaft  ; 
'Tis  all  but  probability  at  molVl 
This  is  the  eafy  purchafe  of  the  mind. 
The  vulgar's  treai'ure,  which  we  foon  may  find  ' 
Bur  truth  lies  hid,  and  ere  we  can  explore 
The  glittering  gem,  our  fleeting  life  is  o'er. 


DIES      N0VIS3IMA; 

O  R, 

THE  LAST  EPIPHANT. 

A  Pindaric  Ode,  on  Chrif.' s  fecond  Appearance,  to 
judge  the  IVorld, 

Adieu,  ye  toyjfh  reeds,  that  once  could  pleafe 
My  fufter  lips,  and  lull  my  cares  to  eale  : 
Begone;  I'll  wafte  no  more  vain  hours  with  you: 
And,  fmiling  tiylvia  too,  adieu, 

A  brighter  pi  wer  invckcs  my  Mufe, 
And  loftitr  ih'  ughts  and  raptures  does  ir.fufe. 

See,  beckoning  from  yon  cloud,  he  Hand.-, 
And  pr -mifts  afliftaiice  with  his  hai;ds  ; 

1  feci  the  hcavy-rciling  God, 
Incu.nbent,  rcyel  in  his  frad  abode. 

How  my  breafi  heaves,  and  pulles  beat ! 
I  fjiik,  I  luik  beneath  the  furii.u*  hejit  : 

Ti)e,weighty  blils  o'^wheims  my  breail, 
And  ovcrflowii^  joys  pr^fafcjy  w.a^e.i  [<,, , 
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Some  nobler  bard,  O  hcred  Power;-  infpire, 
Or  foul  more  large,  th'  elapfes  to  receive  ; 

And  brighter  yet,  to  catch  the  fire, 
I    And  each  gay  following  cliarm  from  death  to  fave ! 
In  vain  the  fuit — the  God  inflames  my  breall; 

.1  rave,  with  ecftafies  oppreft  : 
I  rife,  the  mountains  leffen  and  retire  ; 
And  now  I  mix,  unfing'd,  with  elemental  fire  1 

The  leading  Deity  I  have  in  view  ; 
Nor  mortal  knows,  as  yet,  what  wonders  will  en- 
fue 

We  pafs'd  through  regions  of  unfuJlied  light ;  , 

I  gaz'd,  and  ficken'd  at  the  blifsfnl  fight  ;  ' 
A  fliuddering  palenefs  feiz'd  my  look  : 

At  laft  the  paft  flew  off,  and  thus  I  fpoke  : 
"  Say,  Sacred  Guide,  Ihall  this  bright  clime 

"  Survive  the  fatal  teft  of  time, , 
"  Or  perifh,  with  our  mortal  globe  below, 

"  When  yon  fun  no  longer  (bines  ?" 
Straight  I  finilh'd veiling  low  ; 

The  vifionary  Power  rejoins  : 
"  'Tis  not  for  you  to  afk,  nor  mine  to  fay, 

"  The  niceties  cf  that  tremendous  day. 

"  Know,  when  o'er-jaded  Time  his  round  has 
"  run, 
"  And  finiJh'd  are  the  radiant  journeysof  the  fun, 

"  The  great  decifive  morn  ftiall  rife, 
"  And  Heaven's  bright  Judge  appear  in  opening 

"  Ikies! 
"  Eternal  grace  and  juftice  he'll  beftow 

"  On  all  the  trembling  world  below." 

He  faid.     I  mus'd,  and  thus  return'd  : 
"  What  enfigns,  courteous  ftranger,  tell, 
"  Shall  the  brooding  day  reveal  ?" 

He  anfwer'd  mild- 

"  Already,  ftupid  with  their  crimes, 
"  Blind  mortals  proflrate  to  their  idols  lie  : 
"  Such  were  the  boding  times, 

"  Ere  ruin  blafled  from  the  fluicy  Iky  ; 
■'  Diffolv'd  they  lay  in  fulfome  eafe, 

"  And  revel'd  in  luxuriant  peace  ; 
"  In  bacchanals  they  did  their  hours  confume, 
"  And  bacchanals  led  on  their  fwift  advancing 
"  doom. " 

Adulterate  Chrlfta  already  rife, 

And  dare  t'  affuage  the  angry  Ikies ; 
Erratic  throngs  their  Saviour's  blood  deny, 
And  from   the  Crofs,    alas  1    he  does  negleded 
figh ;  [head. 

The  Anti-Chriftian  Power  has  rais'd  his  Hydra 
And  ruin,  only  lefs  than  Jefus'  health,  doesfpread. 
So  long  the  gore  through  poifon'd  veins  has 

flow'd, 
That  fcarcely  ranker  is  a  Fury's  blood ; 
Yet  fpecious  artifice,  and  fair  difguife, 
The  monfler's  fliape,  and  curfl  deCgn,  belies  : 
A  fiend's  black  venom,  in  an  angel's  mien, 
He  quaffs,  and  fcaters  the  contagious  fpleen 
Straight,  when  he  finifhes  his  lawlefs  reign,        T 
Nature  fhall  paint  the  (hining  fcene,  v 

Quick  as  the  lightBing  which  infpires  the  train,  j 


Forward  confufion  fiiall  provoke  the  frny, 
And  nature  from  her  ancient  order  ftray ; 

Black  tempefls,  gathering  from  the  fcas  around, 
In  horrid  ranges  fhall  advance  ;  ■     '  ''■■ 

And,  as  they  march,  in  thickefi  fables  drovvn'd. 

The  rival  thunder  from  the  clouds  fhall  found,  ■  - 
And  lightnings  join  the  fearful  dance  : 
The  bluftering  armies  o'er  the  ikies  fhali  fpread, 

And  univerfal  terror  flied  ; 
Loud  iffuing  peals,  and  rifing  (heets  of  fmoke, 

Th'  encumbcr'd  region  of  the  air  fliall  choke ; 
The  noify  main  fhall  lafh  the  fuffering  fhore, 

And  from  the  rocks  tl'.e  breaking  billows  roar ! 

B!<:ck  thunder  burfl?,  bltie  lightning  burns. 

And  melting  worlds  to  heaps  of  afiies  turns  1 
The  forefts  tTiall  beneath  the  tempcft  bend. 

And  rugged  winds  the  nodding  cedars  rend. 

.  Reverfe  all  Nature's  web  fliall  run. 
And  fpotlefs  mifrule  all  around, 
.  Order,  its  flying  foe,  confound  ; 
Whilft  backward  all  the  threads  fliall  hafte  to  be 
unfpun. 
Triumphant  Chao?,  with  his  oblique  wand, 
(The  wand  with  which,  ere  time  begun. 
His  wandering  flaves  he  did  command. 
And  made  them  fcamper  right,  and  in  rude  ranges 
run) 
The  hoflile  harmony  fliall  chace  ; 
And  as  the  nymph  refijns  her  place. 

And  panting  to  the  neighbouring  refige  flies. 
The  formlefs  ruffian  flaughters  with  his  eyes. 
And  following  ftorms  the  pearching  dame's  rs* 
treat. 
Adding  the  terror  of  his  threat; 
The  globe  fiiall  faintly  tremble  round. 
And  backward  jolt,  diflorted  with  the  wound. 

Swatk'd  in  fubflantial  fhrouds  of  night. 
The  fickening  fun  fhall  from  the  world  retire, 

Stripp'd  of  his  dazzling  robes  of  fire, 
Which  dangling  once  fbed  round  a  lavifh  flood  of 
.  light! 

No  frail  eclipfe,  but  all  effential  fhade, 
Not  yielding  to  primeval  gloom, 
Whilfl  day  was  yet  an  embryo  in  the  wonab ;    . 
Nor  glimmering  in  its  fource,  with  filver  ftream- 

ers  play'd, 
A  jetty  mixture  of  tlie  darknefs  fpread 
O'er  murmuring  Egypt's  head; 
And  that  which  angels  drew 
O'er  Nature's  face,  when  Jefus  died; 
Which  fleeping  ghofts  for  this  miliook, 
And,  rifing,  off  their  hanging  funerals  fliook. 
And  fleeting  pafs'd  expoa'd  their  bloodlefs  breafl 
to  view,  [glide. 

Yet  find  it  not  fo  dark,  and  to  their  dormitories 

N9W  bolder  fires  appear, 

And  o'er  the  palpable  obfcurement  fport. 
Glaring  and  gay  as  falling  Lucifer, 

Yet  mark'd  with  fate,  as  v/hen  he  fled  th'  e- 
therial  court, 
And  plung'd  into  the  opening  gulf  of  night ; 
I  i  iiij 
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A  fabrr  of  immortal  flame  I  bore, 
And,   with  this  arm,    his  flourifliing  plume  I 
tore. 
And  ftraight  the  fiend  retreated  from  the  fight. 

Mean  time  the  lambient  prodieics  on  higii 
Take  gamefome  meafures  in  the  flcy ; 

Joy'd  with  his  future  fcaft,  the  thunder  roars 
In  chorus  to  th' enormous  harmony,*       [ftores; 

And    holloos    to  his  offf.pring  from  fulphureous 

Applayding  how  they  tilt,  and  how  they  fly, 
And  their  each  nimble  turn,  and  radiant  enir 
balTy. 

The  moon  turns  paler  at  the  fight. 

And  all  the  blazing  orbs  deny  their  light ; 

The  lightning  with  its  livid  tail 

A  train  of  glittering  terrors  draws  behind. 

Which  o'er  the  trembling  world  prevail ; 
Wing'd  and  blown  on  by  llorms  of  wind, 

They  fliew  the  hideous  leaps  on  either  hand, 
Of  Night,  tint  fpreads  her  ebon  curtains  round. 
And  there  crcds  htr  royal  {land,  [bound. 

In  feven-fold  winding  jet  her  confcious  temples 

The  ftars,  next  ftarting  from  their  fpheies^ 
In  giddy  revolutions  leap  and  bound; 
Whilft  this  with  doubtful  fury  glares, 
And  meditate  ne^y  w^rs. 
And  wheels  in  fportive  gyres  around, 
Its  neighbour  (liall  advance  to  fight ; 
And  while  each  offers  to  enlarge  its  right. 
The  general  ruin  fliall  increafe. 
And  banilh  al!  the  votaries  of  peace. 
No  more  the  flars,  with  paler  beams, 
Shall  tremble  o'er  the  midnight  ftreams, 
But  travel  downward  to  behold 

What  mimics  them  fo  twinkling  there  ; 
And,  like  Narcifius,  r.s  they  gain  mqre  near, 
For  tlie  lov'd  image  ftraight  expire, 
And  agonize  in  vv^arm  delire. 
Or  flake  their  luft,  as  in  the  flream  they  roll. 

Whilfl  the  world  burns,  and  all  the  orbs  below 

In  their  viperous  ruins  glow, 
They  fink,  and  unfupported  leave  the  ikies. 
Which  fall  abrupt,  and  tell  their  torment  in  the 
n<)ife. 
Then  fee  th'  Almighty  Judge,  fedate  and  bright, 
Cloth'd  in  imperial  robes  of  light !  [l^^^r, 

His  wings  the  wind,  rough  ftorms  the  chariot 
And  nimble  harbingers  before  him  fly. 

And  with  officious  rudenefs  brufli  the  air  ; 
Halt  as  he  halts,  then  doubling  in  their  flight, 
In  horrid  fport  with  one  another  y'le, 
And  leave  behind  quick- winding  tradls  of  light; 
Then  urging,  to  their  ranks  they  clofe, 
A^nd  fliivering,  left  they  ftart,  a  failing  caravan 
fompofe, 


The  Mighty  Judge  rides  ia  Jompefiuous  ftate. 
Whim  mighty  guards  his  orders  wait : 

His  waving  veftments  fliine 
Bright  as  the  fun,  which  lately  did  its  beam  refign, 
And  burnifl\'d  wreaths  of  light  Ihall  make  his 
form  divine.  [play. 

Strong   beams  of  majefty  around  his  temples 
And  the  tranfcendenc  gaiety  of  his  face  aUay  : 
His  Father's  reverend  characfters  he'll  wear. 
And  both  o'erwfhelni  with  ^ght,  and  avex-awc 

with  fear. 
Myriads  of  angels  fliall  be  there. 

And  I,  perhaps,  clofe  the  tremendous  rear; 

Atigels,  the  firft  and  faireft  fons  of  day,  [gay. 

Clad  with  eternal  youth,  and  as  their  vcftments 

Nor  for  magnificence  alone. 

To  brighten  and  enlarge  the  pageant  fcene. 
Shall  we  encircle  his  more  dazzling  throne. 

And  fwell  the  luftre  of  his  pompous  train; 
The  nimble  minifters  of  blifs  or  woe 

We  fliall  attend,  and  fave,  or  deal  the  blow, 
As  he  admits  to  joy,  or  bids  to  pain. 

The  welcome  news  [diiFufe, 

Through  every  Angel's  bread  frefli  rapture  fliall 

The  day  is  come,  [doom. 

When  Satan  with  his  powers  fliall  Cnk  to  endlefs 

No  more  iV.all  we  his  hoftile  troops  purfue 
From  cloud  to  cloud,  nor  the  long  fight  renew. 
The  Raphael,  big  with  life,  the  trump  fliall  found. 
From  falling  fpheres  the  joyful  mufic  fliall  rebound. 
And  feas  and  (hores  fhall  catch  and  propagate  it 

round  : 
Louder  he'll  blow,  and  it  fhall  fpeak  more  fhrill. 
Than  when,  from  Sinai's  hill. 
In  thunder  through  the  horrid  reddening  fmoke, 

Th'  Almighty  fpoke. 
We'll  fliout  around  with  martial  joy. 
And  thrice  the  vaulted  Ikies  fliall  rend,  and  thrice 

our  fliouts  reply. 
Then  firfl  th'  Archangels  voice,  aloud, 
Shall  cheerfully  falute  the  day  and  throng. 
And  Hallelujah  fill  the  crowd  ; 
And  I,  perhaps,  fliall  clofe  the  fong. 

From  its  long  fleep  all  human  race  fliall  rife, 

And  fee  the  morn  and  Judge  advancing  in  the 

flcies  : 

To  their  old  tenements  the  fouls  return, 

Whilfl:  down  the  fteep  of  Heaven  as  fwift  the 

Judge  defcends  1 
Thefe  look  illuftrious  bright,  no  more  to  mourn  ; 
Whilft,  fee,  diftra<fted  looks  yon  flalking  fliades  at- 
tend. 
The  faints  no  more  fliall  conflid  on  the  deep. 
Nor  rugged  waves  infult  the  labouring  fliip  ; 
But  from  the  wreck  in  triumph  they  arife, 
4nd  bornif  to  blifs  fliall  tread  empyreal  fkiea. 
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THE    LIFE   OF  THE   y^UTHOR, 


Dorfet,  the  grace 'of  courts,  the  Mufes'  pride, 
Patron  of  arts,  and  judge  of  nature  dy'd  : 
The  fcourge  of  pride,  the  fanftify'd  or  great. 
Of  fops  in  learning,  and  of  knaves  in  flate. 
Yet  foft  his  nature,  though  fevere  his  lay, 
His  anger  moral,  and  his  wifdom  gay, 
Bleft  Satirift  !  who  touch'd  the  mean  fo  true, 
As  fliew'd  vice  had  his  hate  and  pity  too. 
Bleft  Courtier !  who  could  king  and  country  pleafe. 
Yet  facred  keep  his  judgment  and  his  eafe. 
Bleft  Peer  1  his  great  forefathers  every  grace 
JRefleifting,  and  reflecSed  in  his  race. 
Where  other  Buckhurfts,  other  Dorfets  fliine, 
'  And  patriots  ftill,  or  poets  deck  the  line. 

Pope. 
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THE    LIFE    OF   DORSET. 


CjHARLes  oackville,  Earl  of  Dorfet,  was  born  January  34.  1637.  He  was  eldeft  fon  01  Richard 
Earl  of  Dorfet,  Jineally  defcended  from  Thomas  Sackville,  Lord  Buckhurft,  created  Earl  of  Dorfec 
by  King  James  I.  one  of  the  earlieft  and  brightefi  ornaments  to  the  poetry  of  his  country,  and  the 
firfl  who  produced  a  regular  drama. 

Having  been  educated  under  a  private  tutor,  he  travelled  into  Italy,  and  returned  to  England  a 
little  before  the  Refloration. 

Immediately  after  the  Refl'oration,  he  was  chofcn  member  of  parliament  for  Eafl  Grinftead  i« 
Sufiex;  and  foon  became  a  favourite  of  Charles  IF.;  but  undertook  no  public  employment,  beinj 
too  eager  of  the  riotous  and  licentious  pleafures  which  young  men  of  wit  and  high  rank  at  that  time 
thought  themfelves  entitled  to  indulge. 

In  1665,  he  attended  the  Duke  of  York  as  a  volunteer  in  the  Dutch  war,  and  was  in  the  battle  of 
June  3,  when  the  Dutch  admiral  Opdam,  was  blown  up,  and  thirty  fhips  taken  and  deflroyed. 

On  the  day  before  the  battle  he  is  faid  to  have  conipofed  the  celebrated  fong.  To  al! you  Lad',:; 
nozu  at  Land,  with  equal  gallantry  and  promptitude  of  wit. 

He  was  foon  after  made  a  Gentleman  of  the  Bed-chamber  to  the  King  ;  andfent  on'fhort  embaHicj 
of  compliment  to  France. 

In  1074,  the  eftate  of  his  uncle  Lionel  Cranfield,  Earl  of  Middlefex,  came  to  him  by  the  death  of 
that  nobleman  without  iffue  ;  and  the  title  was  conferred  on  him  the  year  following.  In  1667,  he 
became,  by  the  death  of  his  father,  Earl  of  Dorfet,  and  inherited  the  efiate  of  his  family. 

In  1684,  kaving  burled  his  firft  wife,  of  the  family  of  Bagot,  he  married  Lady  Mary  Compton, 
daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Northampton,  celebrated  both  for  her  beauty  and  underflanding ;  by  whom 
he  had  a  fon,  and  a  daughter. 

He  received  fome  favourable  notice  from  King  James ;  but  found  it  neceffary  to  oppofe  the  vio- 
lence of  his  proceedings;  and  appeared,  with  fome  other  Lords,  in  Weflminfter  Hall,  to  countenance 
-he  bifhops,  at  their  trials;  which  had  a  good  efTed:  upon  the  jury,  and  brought  the  judges  to  a 
better  temper  than  they  had  ufually  fhewn. 

He  concurred  with  other  diftinguiihcd  patriots  in  the  Revolution,  and  condu<5hed  his  part  of  that 
enterprife  with  the  fame  courage  and  refolution  in  London,  as  his  friend  the  Duke  of  Devonfhire 
did,  in  arms,  at  Nottingham.  He  was  employed  to  condu(5b  the  Princefs  Anne  to  Nottingliara, 
with  a  guard  ;  and  was  one  of  the  Lords  who  fat  every  day  in  council  to  preferve  the  public  peace 
after  the  king's  departure. 

He  voted  for  the  vacancy  of  the  throne,  and  that  the  Prince  and  Princefs  of  Orange  fnould  be 
declared  King  and  Queen  of  England. 

He  became,  as  might  be  expedted,  a  favourite  of  King  William,  who,  the  day  after  his  acceffion, 
ffsade  him  Lord  Chamberlain  of  the  Houfehold;  "  a  place,"  fays  Prior,  "  which  he  eminentij 
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adorned  by  the  grace  of  his  perfon,  the  finenefs  of  his  breeding,  and  the  knowledge  and  pradice  of 

what  was  decent  and  magnificent." 

In  1691,  he  was  made  a  Knight  of  the  Garter ;  and  was  conftituted  four  times  one  of  the  Regent? 
of  the  kingdom  in  his  majefty's  abfence. 

About  1698,  his  health  decUning,  he  retired  from  public  buGnefs,  appearing  only  fometimes  at 
council ;  and  died  at  Bath,  on  the  19th  of  January  1705-6. 

He  wrote  nothing  but  fmall  copies  of  verfes,  which  were  publilbed  among  the  works  of  the 
siinor  poets  1749.  His  longeft  compofition  is  a  fong  of  eleven  ftanzas.  They  are  the  eifufions  of 
3  man  of  wit ;  rather  pretty  than  great ;  always  gay  and  airy ;  and  fometimes  vigorous  and  ele- 
gant:  as  in  his  Ftrfes  to  Eo-ward,  which  fliew  fertility  of  mind;  and  his  CharaBer  of  Dorinda, 
■which  has  been  imitated  by  Pope.  He  poffeffed  the  rare  fecret  of  uniting  energy  with  eafe  in 
his  Httle  compofitions. 

His  Lordfliip  and  Waller  are  faid  to  have  affiaed  Mrs.  Katherine  Philips  in  her  tranflation  of 
Corneille's  Pompey.  • 

He  was  efteemed  the  moft  accompliflied  gentleman  of  the  age  In  which  he  lived ;  which  is  rec- 
koned the  moft  courtly  ever  known  in  our  nation ;  when,  as  Pope  cxpreffes  it. 

The  foldiers  ap'd  the  gallantrieg  of  France, 
And  every  flowery  courtier  writ  romance. 

His  elegance  and  judgment  were  univerfally  confeffed  by  his  contemporaries;  and  his  bounty  to 
men  of  wit  and  learning  were  generally  known.  He  diftinguifiied  Dr yden  by  his  beneficence,  who 
requited  him  with  hyperbolical  adulation  ;  and  patronized  Prior,  who  made  a  public  acknowledg- 
ment of  his  obligations  to  him  ;  in  which  the  warmth  of  his  gratitude  appears  in  the  moft  elegant 
panegyric,  "  That  he  fcarce  knew  what  life  was,  fooner  than  he  found  himfelf  obliged  to  his  fa- 
vour ;  or  had  reafon  to  feel  any  forrow  fo  fenCbly,  as  that  of  his  death !" 

Congreve  has  celebrated  his  wit  and  goodnature,  and  Pope  has  written  his  epitaph,  in  which 
his  charadter  is  reprefented  to  great  advantage. 

His  charader  is  elegantly  drawn  by  the  prefent  Earl  of  Grford,  to  which  no  after-ftrokes  can  be 
added  by  a  cafual  hand. 

"  If  one  turns,"  fays  his  lordfliip,  «  to  the  authors  of  the  laft  age  for  the  charader  of  this  lord, 
one  meets  with  nothing  but  encomiums  on  his  wit  and  good  nature.  He  was  the  fineft  gentleman 
in  the  voluptuous  court  of  Charles  II.  and  in  the  gloomy  one  of  King  William.  He  had  as  much 
wit  as  his  firft  mafter,  or  his  contemporaries  Buckingham  and  Rochefter,  without  the  royal  want  of 
feeling,  the  duke's  want  of  principles,  or  the  earl's  want  of  thought.  The  latter  faid  with  aftonifh- 
ment,  "  That  he  did  not  know  how  it  was,  but  LordDorfet  might  do  any  thing,  and  yet  was  never 
to  blame."  It  was  not  that  he  was  free  from  the  failings  of  humanity,  but  he  had  the  tenderneft 
©fit  too,  which  made  every  body  excufe  whom  every  body  loved;  for  even  the  afperityof  his  verfes 
\  fecms  to  have  been  forgiven,  to 

"  The  beft  good  man  with  the  worft-natured  mufe." 

This  line  is  not  more  familiar  than  Lord  Dorfct's  own  poems,  to  all  who  have  a  taftc  for  the  gen- 
teeleft  beauties  of  natural  and  eafy  verfe." 


POEMS. 


TO  MR.  EDWARD  HOWARD, 

ON    HIS 

tNCOMPAKABLE,  INCOMPREHENSIBLE  POEM, 
CALLED 

mk  BRITISH  PRINCES. 

Come  on,  ye  Critics,  find  one  fault  who  dares; 

For  read  it  backward,  like  a  witch's  praysrs, 

'Twill  do  as  well;  throw  not  away  your  jefts 

On  folid  nonfenfe  that  abides  all  tefts. 

Wit,  like  tierce-claret,  wheii't  begins  to  pall, 

NeglesSted  lies,  and's  of  no  ufe  at  all, 

But,  in  its  full  perfeAion  of  decay. 

Turns  vinegar,  and  comes  again  in  play. 

Thou  hall:  a  brain,  fuch  as  it  is  indeed  ; 

On  what  elfe  fliould  thy  worm  of  fancy  feed  I 

Yet  in  a  filbert  I  have  often  known 

Maggots  furvive,  when  all  the  kernel's  gone. 

This  fimile  ftiall  ftand  in  thy  defence,  [fenfc. 

'Gainft  thofe  dull  rogues  who  now  and  then  write 

The  ftylc's  the  fame,  whatever  be  thy  theme, 

As  fonie  digeftions  turn  all  meat  to  phlegm  : 

They  lie,  dear  Ned,  who  fay  thy  brain  is  barren. 

Where  deep  conceits,like  maggot-sbreed  in  carrion. 

Thy  ftumbling  founder'd  jade  can  trot  as  high 

As  any  other  Pegafus  can  fly  : 

So  the  dull  eel  moves  nimbler  in  the  mud, 

Than  all  the  fwift-finn'd  racers  of  the  flood. 

As  Ikilful  divers  to  the  bottom  fall 
Sooner  than  thofe  that  cannot  fwim  at  all ; 
So  in  this  way  of  writing,  without  thinking. 
Thou  haft  a  ftrange'^lacrity  in  finking. 
Thou  writ'ft  below  ev'n  thy  own  natural  parts,  T 
And  with  acquir'd  dulnefs  and  new  arts  > 

Of  ftudy'd  nonfenfe,  tak'fl  kind  readers  hearts.  J 
Therefore,  dear  Ned,  at  my  advice,  forbear  1 

Such  loud  complaints  'gainft  Critics  to  prefer,      > 
Since  thou  art  turn'd  an  arrant  libeller  ;  J 

Thou  fett'ft  thy  name  to  what  thyfcif  dofl  wrl:e  : 
Did  ever  libel  yet  fo  Iharj^ly  bite  I 


TO  THE  SAME. 


ON  HIS  PLAYS. 


Th»u  damn'd  antipodes  to  common  fenfe 
Thou  foil  to  Ficcknoe,  pr'ythee  tell  from  whena 
Does  all  this  mighty  ftock  of  duhiefs  fpring  I 
Is  it  thy  own,  or  haft  it  from  Snow-hill, 
Aflifted  by  fome  ballad-making  quill  ? 
No,  they  fly  higher  yet,  thy  plays  are  fuch, 
I'd  fwear  they  were  tranflated  out  of  Datch. 
Fain  would  1  know  what  diet  thou  doft  keej^ 
If  thou  doft  always,  or  doft  never  fleep  ? 
Sure  hafty-pudding  is  thy  chiefeft  diih. 
With  bullock's  liver,  or  fome  ftinking  fifh  : 
Garbage,  ox-cheeks,  and  tripes,  do  feaft  thy  brauij 
Which  nobly  pays  this  tribute  back  again. 
With  daify-roots  thy  dwarfifli  Mufe  is  fed» 
A  giant's  body  with  a  pigmy's  head. 
Canft  thou  not  find,  among  thy  numerous  race 
Of  kindred,  one  to  tell  thee  that  thy  plays 
Are  laught  at  by  the  pit,  box,  galleries,  nay,  ftagc? 
Think  on't  a  while,  and  thou  wilt  quickly  find 
Thy  body  made  for  labour,  not  thy  mind. 
No  other  ufe  of  paper  thou  fhouldft  make. 
Than  carrying  loads  and  reams  upon  thy  back. 
Carry  vaft  burdens  till  thy  {boulders  ftirink : 
But  curft  be  he  that  gives  thee  pen  and  ink  : 
Such  dangerous  weapons  fhould  be  kept  from  fools. 
As  nurfes  from  their  children  keep  edg'd  tools  : 
For  thy  dull  fancy  a  muckinder  is  fit 
To  wipe  the  flabberings  of  thy  fnotty  wit : 
And  though  'tis  late,  if  juftice  could  be  found. 
Thy    plays,    like  blind-born  puppies,   fliould  be 

drown'd. 
For  were  it  not  that  we  refpedl  afford 
Unto  the  fon  of  an  heroic  lord. 
Thine  in  the  ducking-ftool  fliould  take  her  feat, 
Dreft  like  herfelf  in  a  great  chair  of  ftatc ; 
Where  like  a  Mufe  of  quality  flie'd  die. 
And  thou  thyfelf  flialt  make  her  elegy 
In  the  fame  ftraia  thou  writ'ft  thy  comedy. 


I 
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TO  SIR  THOMAS  ST.  SERFE, 


On  tie  printing  bis  Play,  called  "  Taiugo'i  Utiles,'' 
1668. 

Tarogo  gave  us  wonder  and  deliglit, 
"When  he  oblig'd  the  world  by  candle-light  : 
But  now  he's  ventur'd  on  the  face  of  day, 
T'  oblige  and  ferve  his  friends  a  nobler  way, 
Make  all  our  old  men  wits,  flatefmcn  the  young, 
'And  teach  ev'n  Ensjliflimcn  the  Enghfh  tongue. 
James,   on   whofe  reign  all  peaceful  (lars  did 
fniile, 
Did  but  attempt  th'  uniting  of  our  ifie. 
What  kings,  awd  Nature,  only  could  defign, 
Shall  be  accomplifli'd  by  this  work  of  thine  : 
Por  who  is  fuch  a  Cockney  in  his  heart. 
Proud  of  the  plenty  of  the  fouthern  part. 
To  fcorn  that  union,  by  which  we  may 
Eoaft  'twas  his  countryman  that  vv'iit  this  play  ? 

Phceb.us  himfelf,  indulgent  to  my  Mufe, 
Has  ro  the  country  fent  this  kind    xcufe  : 
Fair  Northern  Lafs,  it  is  not  through  neglcd: 
1  court  thee  at  a  diflance,  bu"  refpedt : 
1  cannot  adl,  my  pafiion  is  fo  great ; 
But  I'll  make  up  in  light  what  wants  in  heat : 
On  thee  I  will  beflow  my  longed  days. 
And  crown  thy  fens  with  everlafting  bays  : 
My    beams    that  reach  thee  fliall  employ  their 

powers 
To  ripen  fculs  of  men,  not  fruits  or  flowers. 
Let  warmer  climes  my  fading  favours  boaft  : 
Poets  and  flars  fhine  biighteil  in  the  froft. 


EPILOGUE  TO  MOLIERE'S  TARTUFFE, 

Tranjlated  ly   Mr.   Medlitrne. 
SPOKEN    EY     TARTUFFE. 

Man?  have  been  the  vain  attemyits  of  wit, 

Againft  the  ftill-prevailing  hypocrite  : 

Once,  and  but  nnce,  a  poet  got  the  day, 

And  vanquifti'd  Bufy  i;i  a  puppet-play  ; 

And  Bufy,  rallying,  arn;'d  with  zeal  and  rage, 

PolTtfs'd  the  pulpit,  snd  puU'd  down  the  flage. 

To  laugh  at  Englifa  knaves  is  dangerous  then. 

While  Englifh  fools  will  iliink  them  honefl  men  : 

But  fure  no  zealous  brother  can  deny  us 

Free  leave  with  this  our  Monfieur  Ananias  : 

A  man  may  iay,  without  being  cali'd  an  Atheill, 

There  are  danm'd  rogues  among  the  French  and 

.     Papift, 
That  fix  falvation  to  fliort  band  and  hair, 
'I'hat  belch  and  fnuffle  to  prolong  a  prayer; 
That  ufe  "  enjoy  the  Creature,"  to  exprefs 
Plafn  whoring,  gluttony,  and  drunkennefs; 
And,  in  a  decent  way,  perform  them  too 
As  well,  nay,  better  far,  perhaps,  than  you. 
Whofe  flelhly  failings  are  but  fornication. 
We  godly  phralc  it  "  gofpel-propagation," 
Jufl  as  rebellion  was  cali'd  reformation. 


Z'^al  ftands  but  fentry  at  the  gate  of  Sin, 
Whilft  all  that  have  the  woid  pafs  freely  in  : 
Silent,  and  in  the  dark,  for  fear  of  fpies, 
We  march,  and  take  Damnation  by  furprife. 
There's  not  a  roaring  blade  in  all  this  town 
Can  go  fo  far  towards  hell  for  half  a  crown 
As  I  for  fixpence,  for  I  know  the  way  : 
For  wa".t  of  guides,  men  are  too  apt  to  flray  : 
Therefore  give  ear  to  wha:  I  ftiall  advife ; 
Let  every  marry'd  man  that's  grave  and  wife 
Take  a  TartufTe  of  known  ability. 
To  teach  and  to  increafe  his  family  ; 
Who  Ihall  fo  fettle  lafting  reformation, 
Firfl  get  his  fon,  then  give  hiui  education. 


EPILOGUE, 

On  the  Revival  of  Ben    "Jonfins   Play,   called 
"   Eiicry   Man  in  his   Humour.  " 

Entreaty  fhall  not  ferve,  nnrVfoIence', 

To  make  me  fpeak  in  fuch  a  play's  defence; 

A  play,  where  wit  and  hpniour  do  agree 

To  break  all  pracSib'd  laws  of  Comedy. 

The  fcene  (v.hat  more  abfurd  !)   in  England  lies; 

No  gods  defcend,  nor  dancing  devils  rife  ; 

No  captive  prince  from  unknown  country  brought; 

No  battle,  nay,  there's  fcarce  a  di;el  fought  : 

And  fomethiiig  yet  more  Iharply  might  be  faid, 

But  I  confider  the  poor  author's  dead  : 

Let  that  be  his  excufe — now  for  our  own. 

Why, — faith,  in  my  opinion,  we  need  none. 

The  parts  were  fitted  well ;  but  fome  will  fay, 

Pox  on   them,  rogues,  what  made  thehi  choofe 

this  play  ? 
I  do  not  doubt  but  you  v>fill  credit  me. 
It  was  not  choice,  but  mere  nccelniy  : 
To  all  our  writing  friends,  in  town,  we  fent ; 
But  not  a  wit  durft  venture  out  in  I^ent  : 
Have  patieiTce  but  till  Eafter  term,  and  thca 
You  fliall  have  jigg  and  hobby-horfe  again. 
Here's  Mr.  Matthew,  our  domeftic  wit  *, 
Does  promife  one  o'  th'  ten  plays  he  has  writ  : 
Buc  fince  great  bribes  weigh  nothing  with  the  juft. 
Know,  we  have  merits,  and  to  them  we  truft. 
When  any  fafls  or  holidays  defer 
The  public  labours  of  the  theatre, 
V.'e  ride  not  forth,  although  the  <hy  be  fair. 
On  anibllng  tir,  to  take  the  fuburb  air  ; 
But  with  our  authors  meet,  and  fpend  that  time 
To  make  up  quarrels  between  feiife  and  rhyme. 
Wednefdays  and  Fridays  ccnftantly  we  fate, 
Till  after  many  a  long  and  froe  debate. 
For  divcrfe  weighty  rcafons  'twas  thought  fit. 
Unruly  fenfe  fhould  flill  to  rhyme  fubniit : 
This,  the  mofl  wholefomc  law  we  ever  made, 
So  ftri(5lly  in  his  epilogue  obey'd. 
Sure  no  man  here  will  ever  dare  to  break 

[Enter  Jonfon's  GhoJl'\ 
Hold,  and  give  way,  for  I  niyfeU  will  fpealt : 

#  Mattlicv  Mcdbourn,  an  eminent  a£lpr. 
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Can  you  encourage  fo  much  mfolence, 

And  add  new  faults  ftill  to  the  great  offence, 

Your  anceflors  fo  rafhly  did  commit 

Aj;ainft  the  mighty  powers  of  art  and  wit  ? 

When  they  condemn'd  thofe  nohle  works  of  mine, 

Sejanus,  and  my  beft-lov'd  Catiline. 

Repent,  or  on  your  guilty  heads  fliall  fall 

The  curfe  of  many  a  rhyming  pafloral. 

The  three  bold  Beauchamps  fhall  revive  again, 

And  with  the  London  'prentice  conquer  Spain. 

All  the  dull  follies  of  the  former  age, 

Shall  find  applaufe  on  this  corrupted  ftage, 

But  if  you  pay  the  great  arrears  of  praife, 

So  long  fince  due  to  my  much-injur'd  plays, 

From  all  paft  crimes  I  firft  will  fet  you  free. 

And  then  infpire  fome  one  to  write  like  me. 


SONG, 


''ritten  at  Sea,  in  the  frji  Butch  War,  1 665, 
the  Night  before  the  Engagement. 


To  all  you  ladies  now  at  land, 

We  men,  at  fea,  indite  ; 
But  firft  would  have  you  underftand, 

liow  hard  it  is  to  write; 
The  Mufes  now,  and  Neptune  too, 
We  muft  implore  to  write  to  you. 

With  a  Id,  la,  la,  la,  la. 
Ji. 
For  though  the  Mufes  fhotild  prove  kind. 

And  fill  our  empty  brain  ; 
Yet  if  rough  Neptune  roufe  the  wind, 

To  wave  the  azure  main, 
Our  paper,  fien,  arid  ink,  and  We, 
Roll  up  and  down  our  fhips  at  fea. 

With  a  fa,  <kc. 

III. 
Then  if  we  write  not  by  each  poll, 

Think  act  we  are  unkind  ; 
Nor  yet  conclude  your  (hips  are  lofl:, 

By  Dutchmen,  or  by  wind  : 
Our  tears  we'i!  fend  a  fpeedier  way, 
'i'he  tide  Ihall  bring  them  twice  a-day. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

IV. 

The  king,  with  wonder  and  furprife. 
Will  fwear  the  leas  grow  bold  ; 

Recaufc  ihe  tides  will  higher  rife. 
Than  e'er  ti»ey  us'd  of  old  : 

But  let  him  know,  it  is  our  tears 

Bring  floods  of  grief  to  Whitehall  flairs. 
With  a  fa,  &c. 

V. 

Should  foggy  Opdam  chance  to  know 

Our  fad  and  dtfmal  llory  ; 
The  Dutch  would  fcorn  fo  weak  a  foe, 

And  quit  their  fort  at  Goree ; 
For  what  refillance  can  they  find 
From  men  who've  lefc  their  hearts  behind  ' 

With  3  fa,  &:. 


Let  wind  and  weather  do  its  worft, 

Be  you  to  us  but  kind ; 
Let  Dutchmen  vapour,  Spaniards  curfe, 

No  forrow  we  ftiall  find  : 
'Tis  then  no  matter  how  things  go, 
Or  who's  our  friend,  or  who's  our  foe, 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

VII.  •       ;',j 
To  pafs  our  tedious  hours  away, 

We  throw  a  merry  main  ; 
Or  elfe  at  ferious  ombre  play; 

But,  why  fhould  we  in  vain 
Each  other's  ruin  thus  purfue  ? 
We  were  undone  when  we  left  you. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

VIII, 

But  now  our  fears  tempeftuous  grow, 

And  caft  our  hopes  away  ; 
Whilll  you,  regardlefs  of  our  woe. 

Sit  carelefs  at  a  play : 
Perhaps,  permit  fome  happier  man 
To  kifs  your  hand,  or  flirt  your  fan. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

IX. 

When  any  mournful  tune  you  hear, 

That  dies  in  every  note ; 
As  if  it  figh'd  with  each  man's  care, 

For  being  fo  remote ; 
Think  how  often  love  we've  made 
To  you,  when  all  thofe  tunes  were  play'd. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

X. 

In  juftice  you  cannot  refufe. 

To  think  of  our  diflrefs  ; 
When  we  for  hopes  of  honour  lofc 

Our  certain  happinefs; 
All  tliofe  defigns  are  but  to  prove 
Ourfelves  more  worthy  of  your  love. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

XI. 

And  now  we've  told  you  all  our  loves 

And  likewife  all  our  fears  ; 
In  hopes  this  declaration  moves 

Some  pity  from  your  tears ; 
Let's  hear  of  no  inconftancy. 
We  have  too  much  of  that  at  fea. 

With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  la. 


ON  THE  COUNTESS  OF  DORCHESTER, 

MISTRESS   TO    KING  JAMES  II.I680. 

Tell  me,  Dorinda,  why  fo  gay, 

Why  fuch  embroidery,  fringe,  and  lace  ? 
Can  any  dreifcs  find  a  way. 
To  flop  th'  approaches  of  decay. 

And  mend  a  ruin'd  face  ? 
II. 
Wilt  thoa  ftill  fparkle  in  the  box, 

Still  ogle  in  the  ring  t 
Canft  thou  forget  thy  age  and  pox. 
Can  all  that  fliines  on  fliells  and  rocks 

I^^e  thee  a  fine  yourg  thing  ? 


Stt 


THE   WORKS   OF   DORSET. 


So  have  I  feen  in  larder  dark 

Of  veal  a  lucid  loin  ; 
Replete  with  many  a  brilliant  fparb, 
As  wife  philofophers  remark, 

At  once  both  ftink  and  Ihine. 


ON  THE  SAME. 


Proud  with  the  fpoils  of  royal  cully, 
With  falfe  pretence  to  wit  and  parts, 

She  fwaggers  like  a  batter'd  bully, 
To  try  the  tempers  of  mens  hearts. 

Though  flie  appear  as  glittering  fine. 

As  gems,  and  jetts,  and  paint,  can  make  her ; 

She  ne'er  can  win  a  breaft  like  mine  ; 
The  devil  and  Sir  David  f  take  her. 


KNOTTING. 


At  noon,  in  a  funfhiny  day, 
The  brighter  lady  of  the  May, 
Young  Chloris  innocent  and  gay, 
Sat  knotting  in  a  fhade : 

Each  flender  finger  play'd  its  part. 
With  fuch  adlivity  and  arr. 
As  would  inflame  a  youthful  heart. 
And  warm  the  moft  decay'd. 

Her  favourite  fwain,  by  chance,  came  by. 
He  faw  no  anger  in  her  eye ; 
Yet  when  the  balhful  boy  drew  nigh. 
She  would  have  feem'd  afraid. 

She  let  her  ivory  needle  fall. 
And  hurl'd  away  the  twifted  ball : 
But  ftraight  gave  Strephon  fuch  a  call, 
As  would  have  rais'd  the  dead. 

Dear  gentle  youth,  is't  none  but  thee  ? 
With  innocence  I  dare  be  free  ; 
By  fo  much  truth  and  modefty 

No  nymph  was  e'er  betray'd. 

Come  lean  thy  head  upon  my  lap  ; 
While  thy  fmooth  checks  I  ftroke  and  clap, 
Thou  may'ft  fecurely  take  a  nap  ; 
Which  he,  poor  fool,  obey'd. 

She  faw  him  yawn,  and  heard  him  fnore. 
And  found  him  faft  afleep  all  o'er. 
She  figh'd,  and  could  endure  no  more, 
But  flatting  up,  Ihe  faid, 

Sjch  virtue  fhall  rewarded  be  : 
l-or  this  thy  dull  fidelity, 
I'll  trufl;  you  with  my  flocks,  not  tne, 
Purlue  thy  grazing  trade  ; 

t  Sir  David  Colyear,  late  Earl  of  Porcmore, 


Go,  milk  thy  goats,  and  fheaf  thy  fheep, 
And  watch  all  night  thy  flocks  to  keep ; 
Thou  ftialt  no  more  be  luU'd  afleep 
By  me  miflaken  maid. 


The  antiquated  coquet. 

A  SATIRE  ON  A   LADV  OF  IRELAND  fj. 

Phyllis,  if  you  will  not  agree. 
To  give  me  back  my  liberty ; 
In  fpite  of  youj  I  muft  regain 
My  lofs  of  time,  and  break  your  chain. 
You  were  mifl:aken,  if  you  thought 
I  was  fo  grofsly  to  be  caught ; 
Or  that  I  was  fo  blindly  bred. 
As  not  to  be  in  woman  read. 
Perhaps  you  took  me  for  a  fool, 
Defign'd  alone  your  fex's  tool ; 
Nay,  you  might  think  fo  mad  a  thing, 
That,  with  a  little  fafliioning, 
I  might  in  time,  for  your  dear  fake, 
That  monfter  call'd  a  hufl^and  make : 
Perhaps  I  might,  had  I  not  found 
One  darling  vice  in  you  abound  ; 
A  vice  to  me,  which  e'er  will  prove 
An  antidote  to  banifli  love. 
O  !  I  could  better  bear  an  old, 
Ugly,  difeas'd,  mif-fliapen  fcold. 
Or  one  who  games,  or  will  be  drunk, 
A  fool,  a  fpendthrift,  bawd,  or  punk. 
Than  one  at  all  who  wildly  flies. 
And,  with  foft,  alking,  giving  eyes, 
And  thoufand  other  wanton  arts. 
So  meanly  trades  in  begging  hearts. 
How  might  fuch  wondrous  charms  perplex. 
Give  chains,  or  death,  to  all  our  fes. 
Did  flie  not  fo  unwifely  fet. 
For  every  fluttering  fool  her  net ! 
So  poorly  proud  nf  vulgar  praife, 
Htr  very  look  her  thoughts  betrays ; 
She  never  ftays  till  we  begin, 
But  beckons  us  herfelf  to  fin. 
Ere  we  can  alk,  ihc  cries  confent,  "y 

So  quick  her  yielding  looks  are  fent,  V 

They  hope  foreftal,  and  ev'n  defire  prevent.       j 
But  Nature's  turn'd  when  women  woo. 
We  hate  in  them  what  we  ftiould  do ; 
Defire's  afleep,  and  cannot  wake. 
When  women  fuch  advances  make  : 
Both  time  and  charms  thus  Phyllis  wafles, 
Since  each  muft  furfeit  ere  he  taftes. 
Notlung  efcapes  her  wandering  eyes. 
No  one  ftie  thinks  too  mean  a  prize ; 
Ev'n  Lynch  f,  the  lag  of  human  kind, 
Neareft  to  brutes  of  God  dcj}gn'd. 
May  boaft  the  fmilcs  of  this  coquet, 
As  much  as  any  man  of  wit. 
The  figns  hang  thinner  in  the  Srrand, 
The  Dutch  I'carce  more  inf;;ll  the  land, 


II  Suppored  to  he  of  tlie  nams  Of  CIr.nbraz'J. 
I  A  riutgiriouiii'.-tiiucl.ct:. 
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Though  Egypt's  locufis  t!i£>'  outvie, 
In  number  and  voracity. 
Whores  are  not  half  fo  plenty  found. 
In  play-houfe,  or  that  hallow'd  ground 
Of  Temple-walks,  or  Whetftone's  park  ; 
CarelTes  lefs  abound  in  Spark  f . 
Then  with  kindioooks  for  all  who  come, 
At  bawdy  houfe,  the  Drawing-room  : 
But  all  in  vain  (he  throws  her  darts. 
They  hit,  but  cannot  hurt  our  hearts  : 
Age  has  enerv'd  her  charms  {o  much, 
That  fearlefs  all  her  eyes  approach ; 
Each  her  antumnal  face  degrades 
With  '•  Reverend  Mother  of  the  Maids !" 
But  'tis  ill-natur'd  to  run  en, 
Forgetting  what  her  charms  have  done  ; 
To  Teaguehnd  we  this  beauty  owe, 
Teagueland  her  earlicft  charms  did  know  : 
There  firft  her  tyrant  beauties^reign'd ; 
Where'er  (he  look'd,  fhe  conoueft  gain'd. 
No  heart  the  glances  could  repel, 
The  Teagues  in  flioals  before  her  fell ; 
And  tLOtdng  boj/s  was  all  the  art, 
The  found  had  left  to  fave  his  heart. 
She  kiU'd  ib  fafl,  by  my  falvation, 
She  near  dilpeopled  half  the  nation  : 
Though  flie,  good  foul,  .to  fave,  took  care 
All,  all  (he  could  from  fad  defpalr. 
From  thence  fhe  thither  came  to  prove 
If  yet  her  charms  could  kindle  love  : 
But  ah !  it  was  too  late  to  try, 
For  Spring  was  gone,  and  Winter  nigh  : 
Yet  though  her  eyes  fuch  conquefts  made, 
That  they  were  Ihunn'd,  or  elfe  obey'd, 
Yet  now  her  charms  arc  fo  decay'd. 
She  thanks  each  coxcomb  that  will  deign 
To  praife  her  face,  and  wear  her  chain. 

So  iome  old  foldier,  who  had  done 
Wonders  in  youth,  and  battles  won, 
7/hen  feeble  years  his  ftrength  depofe, 
'i'hat  he  too  weak  to  vanquifh  grows, 
Witli  mangled  face  and  v/ooden  leg, 
Reduc'd  about  for  alms  to  beg, 
O'erjoy'd,  a  thoufand  thanks  beflows 
0;i  him  v;ho  but  a  farthing  throws. 


SONG 


Methinks  the  poor  town  has  been  troubled  too 

long, 
With  Phyllis  and  Chloris  in  every  fong. 
By  feols,  who  at  once  had  both  love  and  defpalr, 
And  will  never  leave  calling  them  cruel  and  fair; 
Which  juftly  provokes  me  in  rhyme  to  exprefs 
The  truth  that  I  know  of  bonny  Black  Befs. 
II. 
This  Befs  of  my  heart,  this  Befs  of  my  foul. 
Has  a  fkin  white  as  milk,  and  hair  as  black  as  a 

coal; 
She's  plump,  yet  with  cafe  you  may  fpan  round 

her  waift,  [brac'd  : 

But  her  round  fwelling  thighs  can  fcarce  be  em- 
Her  belly  is  foft,  not  a  word  of  the  reil : 
But  I  know  what  I  think,  when  (  dritik  to  the  beft. 
III. 
The  plowman  and  'fquire,  the  arranter  c1ov.'n. 
At  home  (he  fubdued  in  her  poragon  gown ;'  '"■-"- 
But  now  (he  adorns  both  the  boxes  and  pit,      ^ 
And   the   proudelt   town    gallants  are  forc'd  to 

fubmit ; 
All  hearts  fall  a  leaping  wherever  flie  comes. 
And  beat  day  and  night,  like  my  Lord   Craven's 

drums. 

IV. 

I  dcre  not  permit  her  to  come  to  Whitehall,- 
Forfhe'd  ou:fliine  the  ladies,  pamt,  jewels,  and  all : 
If  a  lord  (hould  but  whifper  his  love  in  the  crowds 
She'd  fell  him  a  bargain,  and  laugh  out  aloud  : 
Then  the  Q^een,  ovethearing  what  Betty  did  fa/. 
Would  fend  Mr.  Roper  to  rake  her  away. 

T. 

But  to  thofe  that  have  had  my  dear  Befs  In  their 

arms, 
She's  gentle,  and  knows  how  to  foften  her  diarms; 
And  to  every  beauty  can  add  a  new  grace, 
Having  Icarn'd  how  to  lifp,  and  to  trip  in  her 

pace ; 
And  with  head  on  one  fide,  and  a  languifhing  eye. 
To  kill  us  by  looking  as  if  (he  would  die. 


SONG  TO  CHLORIS, 

FROM   THE 

'■■  BLIND    ARCHER:' 


Ah  !  Chloris,  'tis  time  to  difarm  your  bright  eyes, 

And  lay  by  thofe  terrible  glances; 
We  live  in  an  age  that's  more  civil  and  wife, 
Thau  tj  follow  the  rules  of  romances. 
It. 
When  once  your  round  bubbles  begin  but  to  pour, 

They'll  allow  you    no  long  time  of  courting  ; 
ArA  you'll  find  it  a  very  hard  talk  to  hold  out ; 
i'^or  all  maidens  arc  mortal  at  fourteen. 
*  Eluatetli  Spar!:,  2  noted  cnurtfzan, 
"v'oL.  VI. 


SONG. 


May  the  ambitious  ever  find 

Succefs  in  crowds  and  noife  ; 
Wl'.ile  gentle  love  does  fill  my  mir.d 

With  fiient  real  joys! 
II. 
May  knaves  and  fools  grow  rich  and  great. 

And  the  world  think  them  wile. 
While  I  lie  dying  at  her  feet. 

And  all  the  world  defpife. 
III. 
Let  conquering  kings  new  triumphs  raif^. 

And  melt  In  court  delights; 
Her  eyes  can  give  much  brighter  days, 

Her  arms  much  fofter  nights. 
Kk 
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A  FEIENCH  SOJJJG  PARAPHRASED 


In  grey  hair'd  Cxlia's  wither'd  arms 

As  mighty  Lewis  lay, 
She  cry'd.  If  I  have  any  charms, 

My  deareft,  let's  away. 

■for  you,  my  Love,  is  all  my  fear  '. 

Hark  how  the  drums  do  rattle ! 
Alas,  Sir  !  what  fhould  you  do  here 

In  dreadful  day  of  battle  ? 

L-et  little  Orange  flay  and  fight,' 
For  danger's  his  diverfion  ; 

The  wife  will  think  you  in  the  right, 
Not  to  expofe  your  perfon :     . 

Nor  vex  your  thoughts  how  to  rephir 

The  ruins  of  your  glory  ; 
you  ought  to  leave  fo  mean  a  care 

To  thofc  who  pen  your  flory. 

Are  not  Boileau  and  Corneille  paid 

For  panegyric  writing  ? 
They  know  how  heroes  may  be  made. 

Without  the  help  of  fighting. 

■).Vhen  foes  too  faucily  approach, 
'Tis  beft  to  leave  them  fairly  : 
Fut  fix  good  horfcs  to  your  coach, 
'    Apd  carry  me  to  Marly, 

Let  Bouflers,  to  fecure  your  fame, 
Go  take  fome  town  or  buy  it ; 

Whilft  you,  great  Sir,  at  N&tre  Dams 
Te  Deum  fing  in  quiet. 


SONG. 

Pkvli.13,  the  laireft  of  Love's  loef, 
■    Though  fiercer  than  a  dragon, 
Phyllis,  that  fcorn'd  the  powdcr'd  beaux. 

What  has  fhe  now  to  brag  on  ?    ' 
So  long  fhe  kept  her  legs  fo  clofe, 

Till  they  had  fcarce  a  rag  on. 

Compell'd  through  want,  this  wretched  maid 

Did  fad  complaints  begin  ; 
Which  furly  Strephon  hearing,  faid, 

It  was  both  Ihame  and  l?n, 
To  pity  fuch  a  lazy  jade. 

As  will  neither  play  nor  fpia. 


SONG, 


Dorinda's  fparkling  wit  and  eyes, 

United,  caft  too  fierce  a  light. 
Which  blazes  high,  but  quickly  dies, 
'  Pains  not  the  heart,  but  hurts  the  Cght, 

Love  is  a  calmer  gentler  joy. 

Smooth  are  his  looks,  and  foft  his  pace  ; 
Her  Cupid  is  a  blackguard  boy, 
•   That  runs  his  ]injt  full  in  your  fact. 


SONG, 


Sylvia,  methinks  you  are  unfit 

For  your  great  lord's  embrace  ; 
For  though  we  all  allow  you  wit. 

We  can't  a  handfome  fiice. 

Then  where's  the  pleafure,  where's'  the  goDcl, 

Of  fpcnding  time  and  coft  ? 
For  if  your  wit  be  n't  underflocd, 

Your  keeper's  blifs  is  loft. 


SONG. 


Phyllis,  for  fhame,  let  us  improve 

A  thoufsnd  different  ways, 
Thofe  few  (kort  moments  fnatch'd  by  lovg 

From  many  tedious  days. 
II. 
if  you  want  courage  to  defpife 

The  cenfure  of  the  grave. 
Though  Love's  a  tyrant  in  your  eyes, 

Your  heart  is  but  a  flave. 

UT. 

My  love  is  full  of  noble  prides 

Nor  can  it  e'er  fubmit. 
To  let  that  fop,  Difcretion,  ride 

In  triumph  over  it. 

IV. 

Falfe  friends  I  have,  as  well  as  you, 

Who  daily  counfel  me 
Fame  and  ambition  to  purfue. 

And  leave  off  loving  thee. 

y. 

But  when  the  leafl  regard  I  Ciev/ 

To  foo)s  who  thus  advifc, 
May  1  be  dull  enough  to  grow 

Mofl  miferubly  wde ! 


SONG. 


CoRTDON  bereatb  a  willow, 

By  a  murmuring  current  iat'd, 
H-s  arm  reclin'd,  the  lover's  pilloTj', 

Thus  addrefs'd  the  charming  maid. 
11. 
O  !  my  SacharifFa,  tell. 

How  could  nature  take  delight 
That  a  hean  fo  hard  fhould  dwell 

In  a  frame  fo  foft  aud  white. 
III. 
Could  you  feel  but  half  the  anguifh. 

Half  the  tortures  that  I  bear. 
How  for  you  I  daily  languifh. 

You'd  be  kind,  as  you  are  fair. 

IV. 

See  the  fire  that  in  me  reigns, 

O  1  behold  a  burning  man  ; 
Think  I  feel  my  dying  pains, 

And  be  cruel  if  you  can, 

V. 

With  her  conqueft  pleas'd,  the  dame 
Cry'd,  with  an  infulting  look. 

Yes,  I  fain  would  quench  your  flame  ; 
She  fpoke,  and  pointed  to  the  broek. 
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Stepney !  in  foreign  courts  a  favourite  name. 
For  ever  facred  to  the  voice  of  Fame  ! 
Abroad,  at  home,  his  atSions  wonder  mov'd; 
Great  was  the  glory  to  be  thus  ^pprov'd, 
But  greater  that,  to  be  by  you  belov'd. 

EasDEN's  Epistle  to  Halifax. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  STEP  NET. 


George  Stepney,  defcended  of  the  family  of  the  Stepneys  of  Pendegraft,  in  Pembrokeniire, 
was  born  in  Weftminfter,  in  the  year  1663.     Of  his  father's  condition  or  fortune  nothing  is  known. 

He  was  educated  at  V/eftminfter  fchool,  from  whence  he  was  removed  to  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge, in  1 68a  ;  and  he  took  his  Mafter's  degree  in  1689. 

At  college  he  continued  a  friendlhip,  begun  at  fchool,  with  Charles  Montague,  Efq.,  after- 
wards Earl  of  Halifax,  towhofe  perfonal  kindnefs  he  was  chiefly  indebted  for  the  preferment  he 
afterwards  enjoyed. 

They  came  to  London  together,  and  are  faid  to  have  been  introduced  into  public  life  by  the 
Earl  of  Dorfet. 

At  this  tini^,  he  was  perhaps  attached  to  the  Tory  intereft  ;  for  one  of  the  firft  poems  he  wrote 
was  an  addrefs  to  King  James,  on  his  Acceflion  to  the  Throne ;  in  which,  with  little  poetry  or  pro- 
priety, he  compares  that  monarch  to  Hercules. 

Soon  after  the  Acceflion  of  King  James,  when  Monmouth's  Rebellion  broke  out,  the  Univerfity 
of  Cambridge  thought  proper  to  burn  the  pi<5ture  of  that  rafli  prince,  who  had  been  their  Chancel- 
lor.    On  this  occ.ifion.  Stepney  wrote  fome  good  verfes,  in  anfwer  to  this  queflion  : 


Sed  quid 


Turba  Remi  ?  fequitur  fortunam,  ut  femper,  et  odit  damnatos." 

At  the  Revolution,  he  embraced  the  Whig  intereft  ;  and  his  qualifications  recommended  him  to 
many  foreign  employments  in  the  reign  of  King  William,  and  the  fucceeding  reign. 

In  1692,  he  was  fent  Envoy  to  the  Eledtor  of  Brradenburg ;  in  1693,  to  the  Imperial  Court; 
in  1694,  to  the  Ele61:or  of  Saxony;  in  1696,  to  the  Ele(5lors  of  Mentz  and  Cologne,  and  the  Con- 
grefs  of  Frankfort ;  in  1698,  a  fecond  time  to  Brandenburg;  in  1699,  to  the  King  of  Poland;  in 
1701,  again  to  the  Emperor  ;  and,  in  1706,  to  the  States  General. 

He  was  very  fuccefsful  in  his  negotiations,  which  occafioned  his  conflant  employment  in  the  mofl; 
weighty  affairs  of  that  time. 

His  life  was  bufy,  and  not  long.  He  died  at  Chelfea  in  1707,  in  the  44th  year  of  his  age,  and 
was  buried  in  Weftminfter  Abbey. 

This  is  all  that  is  known  of  Stepney  ;  a  man  who  wanted  not  wifdom  as  a  ftatefman,  nor  ele- 
gance as  a  poet ;  but  whofe  public  honours  feem  to  have  been  more  owing  to  his  political  connec- 
tions, than  to  his  merit  as  a  writer. 

His  profe  writings  confift  of  fome  occafional  political  trads ;  particularly,  An  EJfay  on  the  prefent 
Jntereji  of  England,  170I;  and  The  Breceedings  of  the  Hou/e  of  Commons  in  1667,  upon  the  French 
Kings  Progrefs  in  Flanders,  printed  in  the  Colledtion  of  Trads,  called  Lord  Somers's   CollecSlion. 

His  poems,  which  are  not  very  long,  nor  are  tiie  fabje<Ss  upon  which  they  are  written  very  con- 
iCLderable,  were  printed  among  the  w^orks  of  the  Minor  Poets,  in  a  volumes,  lamo,  1749, 

K.  k  iij 
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He  apparently,  however,  profeffed  himfelf  a  poet,  and  came  forward,  among  others,  with  hh 
verfes  on   public  occafions,   particularly  on  ihe  Death  of  ^een  Mary;    a  fubjed  which  required 
more  elegiac  tendernefs  than  is  to  be  found  in  his  performance. 

His  name,  alfo,  appears  among  thofe  of  the  other  wits  in  the  Verfion  of  Juvenal,  to  which  he 
contributed  a  tranflation  of  the  Eighth  Satire,  executed  with  a  freedom  cbfervable  in  the  verfion  of 
his  affociates,  and  a  negledl  of  his  author  which  is  not  compenfated  by  beauties  of  his  own. 

«  In  his  original  poems,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  «'  now  and  then  a  happy  line  may  perhaps  be  found, 
and  now  and  then  a  Ihort  compofition  may  give  pleafure  ;  but  there  is,  in  the  whole,  little  cither  of 
the  grace  of  wit,  or  the  vigour  of  nature." 

His  charadter  is  given  in  the  following  Epitaph,  infcribed  on  the  pedellal  of  a  monument  eredled 
to  his  memory  in  Weftmififter  Abbey. 

H.  S.  E. 

GEORGit;s  Stepneius,  Armiger, 

Vir, 

Ob  Ingenil  acumen, 

Literarum   Scientiam, 

Morum  Saavitatem, 

Rerum  ufum, 

,  Virorum  AmpliiTimorum  Confuetudineni 

LingujE,  Styli,  ac  Vitas  Eicgantiam, 

Prsedara  officia  cum  Britannise  turn  Europse 

Prseftita, 

Sua  JEtate  multum  celebratus, 

Apud  pofleros  fcmper  celebrandus ; 

Plurimas  Legationes  obiit 

Ea  Fide,  Diligentia,  ac  Felicitate, 

Ut  Auguiliffimorum  Principum 

Gulielmi  et  Annse 

Spem  in  illo  repcfitam 

Nunquam  fefellerit, 

Haud  raro  fuperaverit 

Poft  longum  honorum  Curfum 

Brevi  Temporis  fpatio  confedum. 

Cum  Naiurae  parum,  Famas  fatis  vixerat 

Animam  ad  altiora  afpirantem  placide  cfflavit. 

On  the  Left  Hand. 

G.S. 

Ex  Equeftri  familia  Stepneiorum 

De  Pendegrafl,  in  Comitaiu 

Pembrochienfi  criundus, 

Weflmonafterii  natus  eft,  A.  U.  1633. 

EleiStus  in  Collegium 

Sandii  Petri  Weflmonafl.  A.  1676. 

Saudi  Tnnitatis  Car.'.ah.  168s. 

Confiliariorum  quibus  Commercli 

Cura  Commifla  ell  1697. 
Chelfeiw  mortuus,  ct  comitante 

Magna  Procerum 
frcqucntja,  hue  elatus,  1707. 


POEMS, 


=?'^= 


ON    THE    N5ARR1AGE    Oi" 

GEORGE  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK, 

AND    THE 

LADY  ANNEf. 

CiRCOMVOLANTUM  blanda  Cupidinutn 
Hue  Mater  axes  fleiftat  eburneos, 
Dum  fxvientis  fiagra  dextrx 
Chaonia  metuant  Columba;. 

Seu,  ne  jugales  heu  !  nimium  pigros 
Damnent  Amantes,  ocius,  ocius 
Impelle  cutrum  fortiori 
Remigio  vplitans  Olorum. 

Jundlum  marins  Pelea  Conjugi, 
benique  jurcftum  Cyprida  Troico, 
Delira  ne  jadtet  vetuflas, 
Connubio  fuperata  noftro : 

Uluftriorl  ftemmate  regiam 
Ditabit  aulam  cobilior  Parens ; 
Virtute  et  ^oean  Nepotes, 
Viribus  et  fuperer.t  Achiliem, 
• 
Quin  bellicofae  gloria  Cimbriasi     ■ 
Nunc  invidendse  fpes,  decus  Anglis, 
Ira,  liorror,  et  vultus  minaces 
In  Domins  tumulentur  ulnis. 

Ceffate  lites ;  fplcula,  machins 
Dorjnite  lethi ;  libret  et  unices, 
i^rsebent  puellae  quas  ocelli, 
Armiger  innocuus  fagittas  1 

Quam  duke  vultu  virgineo  rubet 
Pandora  !  (quantum,  dum  rubet,  alllcit !) 


,  f  From  the 
«•  aUe,  1683.' 


Hymenaeus  Cantabrigienfi3,     Cantabn- 


'I'acetque,  fed  narraut  viciflini 
Lumlua  luminibus  calorcs. 

Liquifiet  Evan  Gnofida,  floridam 
Tu,  Phoebe,  Daphnen  banc  peteres  magis : 
Nee  non  Tonantis  pluma  mendax, 
Cornua  feu  tegerent  amores. 

Lacuna  nunquam  damna  modeflix 
TuUflet,  Idas  fi  puer  hue  vagus 
Erraffet,  ardentes  videret 
Funere  tergemino  penates» 

Flammafque  viles  crederet  Ilii. 
Mcrcede  tali  quls  ftadiutn  piger 
Fatale  vitet  ?  quis  timcret        .    . 
Oenomai  fremitum  fequentis  ? 

Te  prscda  nul!o  parta  periculo, 
Te  gaza  nnllis  empta  laboribus 
Expetftat  ultro  :    fata,  Princeps, 
Hse  meritis  ftatuerc  tantis. 

^tas  ut  aptis  vernfet  amoribus,  . 
Blando  fideles  niurmure  turtures, 
'       Nexuque  vites  ardliori,  et 
Bafiolis  fuperate  concha?. 

Cum  dextra  Ceeli  pradiga  Carolum 
Omiirit  omni  dote,  Britannia 
Oblita,  et  haeredis  fwturi, 

Nee  dederit  fimilem  aut  fecundura  j 

Te,  fpes  ruentis  fauftior  imperi, 

Nomen  beaWt  ?atris  amabile, 

Hcrqas  illuftres  daturvm, 

Qui  doraitum  rooderentur  orbem. 

Infans  Parenti  laudibus  semulus 
Affurgat,  annbs  dilTitnulans  breves  : 
Patris  decorem  mas  verendum. 
Matrix  et  os  refcrant  Puells. 
Kk  iiij 


Si* 
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TO  KING  JAMES  II. 
Ufin  Jj'ts  Acc^Jpon   to  the   Tircii:,   1 684-5. 

As  vigors  Infe  the  trouble  the^'  fudain 

In  greater  trophies  which  the  triumphs  gain  ; 

And  martyrs,  when  the  joyful  crown  i«  given, 

Forget  the  pain  by  which  they  purchas'd  heaven  : 

yo,  when  the  Phcnix  of  out  empire  dyM, 

And  with  a  greater  heir  the  empty  throne  fupply'd, 

Your  glory  difiipates  our  mournful  dew. 

And  turns  our  grief  for  Charles  to  joy  for  you. 

Myflcrious  Fate,  whcfe  one  decree  could  prove 

Thr'high  extreme  of  cruelty  and  love  1 

May  then  no  flight  of  a  blafpheming  'Mufc 
Thofe  wile  refclves  of  Providence  accufe. 
Which  eas'd  our  Atlas  of  his  glorious  weight, 
Since  fironger  Hercules  fupports  the  Rate. 
England  no  more  fliall  pciifive  thoughts  employ 
On  him  fhe  'as  lofl: ;  but  him  flie  has,  enjoy. 
Ho  Ariadne,  when  her  lover  fled, 
And  Bacchus  honour'd  the  delerted  bed, 
Ceas'd  with  her  tears  to  raife  the  fwelling  flood. 
Forgot  her  Thefeus,  and  embrac'd  the  god. 


On  the  Uv'i-v'rjtty  of  Cambridge  s  burning  the  Dule  cf 
Monmovth' s  FtBure,  1685,  ivbo  -was  formerly  their 
Chancellor. — In  Anftver  to  this  ^lejiian, 

"  — r-  Sed  quid 
"  Tutba  Remi  ?    fequitur  fcrtunam,  ut  fcmper, 

"  et  odit 
"  Damnatoi " 


Yes,  fickle  Cambridge,  Perkins  found  this  true 
Both  from  your  rabble  and  your  dofiors  too. 
With  what  applaufe  you  once  receiv'd  his  grace, 
And  begg'd  a  copy  of  his  godlike  face  ; 
Bat  when  the  fage  Vice-Chancellor  was  fure 
The  original  in  limbo  layiecure. 
As  grealy  as  himfelf  he  fends  a  lidlor, 
To  vent  his  loyal  m.aiicc  en  the  pi(5lure. 
The  beadle's  wife  endeavours  all  fhe  can 
To  favc  the  image  of  the  tall  young  man, 
Which  fne  fo  oft  when  pregnant  did  embr«ce, 
That  with  ftrong  thoughts  flie  might  improve  her 

race ; 
But  all  in  vain,  fince  the  wife  hcufe  confpire 
To  damn  the  canvas  traitor  to  tiic  fire, 
J^eft  it,  like  bones  of  Scanderbeg,  incite 
Scythe-niEn  next  harveft  to  renew  the  fight. 
Then  in  comes  mayor  Eagle,  and  does  gravely 

allcdge, 
He'll  fubfcribe,  if  he  can,  for  a  bundle  of  Sedge; 
But  the  man  of  Clare-hall  that  proffer  reful'es, 
'Snigs  he'll  be  beholden  to  none  but  the  Mules  ; 
And  orders  ten  porters  to  briiig  the  dull  reams 
On  the  death  of  good  Charles,  and  crowning  of 

James ;  [ilufF 

And  fwears  lie  will  borrow  of  the  Provofl;  more 
On  the  raaniage  of  Aiinc,  if  that  be  n't  enough. 


The  heads,  left  he  get  all  the  profit  t'  himfelf, 
Too  greedy  of  honour,  too  lavifh  of  pelf, 
This  motion  deny,  and  vote  that  Tite  Tillet 
Should  gather  from  each  noble  do6tor  a  billet. 
The  kindnefs  was  common,  and  fo  they'd  return 

it; 

The  gift  was  to  all,  all  therefore  would  burn  it  ; 
Thus  joining  their  flocks  for  a  bonfire  together, 
As  they  club  for  a  cheefe  in  the  parifh  of  Chtdder, 
Confufedly  crowd  on  the  fophs  and  the  do6lors, 
The  hangman,  the  townfmen,  their  wives,  and 

the  prodlors; 
While  the  troops  from  each  part  of  the  countries 

in  ale 
Cnme  to  qua/This  confufion  in  bumpers  of  flale  : 
But  Rofalin,  never  unkind  to  a  Duke, 
Does  by  her  abfejnce  their  folly  rebuke. 
The  tender  creature  could  not  fee  his  fate, 
With  whom  flie  'ad  danc'd  a  minuet  fa  late. 
The  heads,  who  never  could  hope  forfuch  frame. 
Out  of  envy  condemn'd  fixfcore   pounds  to  the 

flames  ; 
Then  his  air  was  too  proud,  and  his  features  amifs, 
As  if  being  a  traitor  had  alter'd  his  phiz  : 
So  the  rabble  of  Rome,  whofe  favour  ne'er  fettles, 
Melt  down  their  Sejanus  to  pots  and  brais  kettles. 


AN     EPISTI.E    TO 

CHARLES    MONTAGUE,   Eso. 
Afterwards  Earl  of  Halifax. 

On  his    Mojif.ys    J  oynge  to   Ho'laitJ. 

Sir, 

Since  ycu  oft  invite  me  to  renew 
Art  I  'vf  either  loft,  or  never  knew, 
Pleas'd  my  paft  follies  kindly  to  commend, 
And  fondly  lofc  the  critic  in  the  friend  ; 
Though  my  warm  youth  untimely  be  dccay'd, 
From  grave  to  dull  infenfibly  betray'd, 
I'll  coiitradi6t  the  humour  of  the  times, 
Inclin'd  to  bufinefs,  and  averfe  to  thymes. 
And  to  obey  the  man  I  love,  in  fpitc 
Of  the  world's  genius  and  my  own,  I'll  write. 

But  think  not  that  I  vainly  do  aipire 
To  rival  what  I  only  would  admire. 
The  heat  and  beauty  of  your  manly  thought, 
And  force  like  that  with  which  your  hero  fought  ; 
Like  Samfon's  riddle  is  that  powerful  fong. 
Sweet  as  the  honey,  as  the  lion  ftrong; 
The  colours  there  fo  artfully  are  laid. 
They  fear  no  luftre,  and  they  want  no  fliade, 
But  fliall  of  writing  a  jufl  model  give, 
While  Boync  fiiall  flow,  and  William's  glory  live. 

Yet  fince  his  every  adl  may  well  infufe 
Some  happy  rapture  in  the  humblefl  Mufe, 
'i'hough  mine  defpairs  to  reach  the  wondfous") 
height,  / 

She  prunes  her  pinions,  eager  of  the  flight ;        I 
I'he  King's  the  theme,  and  I've  a  fubjedt's  right,  j 


OEM 


When  William's  deeds,  and  rcfcucd  Europe's  joy, 
Do  every  tongue  and  every  pen  employ, 
"fis  to  think  treafon  fure,  to  fliew  no  zeal, 
And  not  to  write,  is  almoft  to  rebel. 

I^et  Albion  then  forgive  her  meaneft  fon. 
Who  would  continue  what  her  befl;  begun  ; 
Who,  leavinnr  conquefts  and  the  pomp  of  war, 
Would  fing  the  pious  King's  divided  care ; 
How  eagerly  he  flew,  when  Europe's  fate 
Did  for  the  feed  of  future  actions  wait ; 
And  hov/  two  nations  did  with  transport  boaft, 
Which  was  belov'd,  and  lov'd  the  victor  mofl  : 
How  ioylul  Belgia  gratefully  prcpar'd 
Trophies  and  vows  for  her  returning  lord; 
How  t'ne  fair  ifle  with  rival  paiTions  drove  ; 
How  by  her  forrow  fhe  exprefs'd  her  love, 
When  he  withdrew  from  what  his  arm  had  freed; 
And  how  flie  bicfs'd  his  way,   yet  figh'd,  and 
.  faid  : 

Is  it  decreed  my  htro  nt'er  fhall  reft, 
Ne'er  be  of  me,  and  I  of  him  poffefs'd  ? 
Scarce  had  I  met  his  virtue  with  my  throne, 
By  right,  by  merit,  and  by  arms  his  own. 
But  Ireland's  freedom,  and  the  war's  alarms, 
Call'd  him  from  me  and  his  Maria's  charms, 

0  generous  pnnce,  too  prodigally  kind  !  T 
Can  the  diffufive  g(  odnefs  of  your  mind  > 
Be  in  no  bounds,  but  of  the  world  confin'd  ?     j 
Should  finking  nations  fummon  you  away, 
Maria's  love  might  juftify  your  ftay. 
Imperfectly  the  many  vows  are  paid. 

Which  for  your  fafety  to  the  Gods  were  made. 
While  on  the  Boyne  they  labour'd  to  out-do 
Your  zeal  for  Albion  by  their  care  for  you ; 
When,  too  impatient  of  a  glorious  eafe. 
You  tempt  new  dangers  on  the  winter  feas. 
The  Belgic  (late  has  refted  long  fecure 
Within  the  circle  of  thy  guardian  power  ; 
Rear'd  by  thy  care,  that  noble  lion,  grown 
Mature  in  ftrength,  can  range  the  woods  alone  ; 
When  to  my  arms  they  did  the  Priiice  relign, 

1  blefs'd  the  change,    and   thoug'nt  him  wholly 

mine  ; 
Concelv'd  long  hopes  T  jointly  fhould  obey 
His  (Ironger,  and  Maria's  gentle  fway  : 
He  fierce  as  thunder,  fhe  as  lightning  bright ; 
One  my  defence,  and  t'other  my  delight: 
Yet  go — wh-rre  honour  calls  the  hero,  go : 
^or  let  your  eyes  behold  how  mine  do  flow  ; 
Go  meet  your  country's  joy,  your  virtue's  due  ; 
Receive  their  triumphs,  and  prepare  for  new  ; 
Enlarge  my  einpiie,  and  let  France  afford 
The  next  large  harvefi.  to  thy  ptofperous  fword : 
Again  in  Crcfcy  let  niy  arms  be  rear'd. 
And  o'tT  the  coniinent  Britannia  fear'd  : 
While  under  Mary's  tutelary  care. 
Far  from  the  danger,  or  the  noife  of  war, 
III  honourable  picufiire  I  polfefs 
The  fpoils  of  conquefl,  and  the  charms  of  peace. 
As  the  great  lamp  by  which  the  globe  is  blefs'd, 
CoDllant  in  toil,  and  ignorant  cf  retl. 
Through  dili'crent  regions  does  his  couvfe  purfue, 
And  leaves  one  world  but  to  revive  a  new ; 
While,  by  a  pleafmg  change,  the  Queen  of  Night 
Relieves  his  luitre  with  a  milder  light : 


So  when  your  beams  do  didant  nations  cheer. 
The    partner    of   your    crown    fiiali    mount  the 

fphere, 
Able  alone  my  empire  to  fuflain, 
And  carry  on  the  glories  of  thy  reign — 
But  why  has  fate  malicioufly  <iecre;;d, 
That  greateit  blefTings  mull  by  turns  fuccecd  ? 
Here  fhe  relented,  and  would  nrge  his  (tay 
By  all  that  fondnefs  and  that  grief  could  fay  ; 
But  foon  did  her  prefaging  thoughts  employ 
On  fcenes  of  triumphs  and  returning  joy. 
Thus,  like  the  tide,  while  her  unconftant  breafi; 
Was  fwell'd  with  rapture,  by  defpair  deprefc'd. 
Fate  call'd  ;  the  hero  rnufi  his  way  purfue, 
And  her  cries  leffen'd  as  the  fliore  withdrew. 

The  winds  were  filent,  and  the  gentle  main 
Bore  an  aufpicious  omen  of  his  reign  ; 
■\Vhen  Neptune,  owning  wliom  thofe  feas  obey. 
Nodded,  and  bade  the  cheerful  Tritons  play. 
Each  cliofe  a  different  fubjecft  for  their  lavs. 
But  Oranoe  was  the  burden  of  their  praile  : 
Some  in  their  flrains  up  to  the  fountain  ran. 
From  whence  this  flream  of  virtue  firfl  began  : 
Others  chofe  heroes  of  a  later  date, 
And  fung  the  *  founder  of  the  neighbouring  ftate; 
How  daringly  he  tyranny  withftood, 
And  feal'd  his  country's  freedom  with  his  blood ; 
Then  to  the  two  illuftrious  f  brethren  came. 
The  glorious  rivals  of  their  father's  fame  ; 
And  to  the  ||  youth,  whofe  pregnant  hopes  out- 
ran 
The  fteps  of  time,  and  early  fliew'd  the  man ; 
For  whofe  alliance  monarchs  did  contend, 
And  gave  a  daughter  to  fecure  a  friend. 
But  as  by  Nature's  law  the  Phcnis  dies. 
That  from  its  urn  a  nobler  bird  may  rife ; 
So  fate  ordain'd  the  §  parent  foon  fhould  fet, 
To  make  the  glories  of  his  heir  complete. 

At  William's  name  each  fill'd  his  vocal  fnell. 
And  on  the  happy  found  rejoic'd  to  dys'ell  : 
Some  fung  his  birth,  and  how  difcerning  Fate 
Sav'd  infant  Virtue  againfl  powerful  Hate  ; 
Of  poifonous  fnakes  by  young  Alcides  quell'd, 
And  palms  that  fpread  the  more,  the  more  with- 
held. 
Some  fung  Senefie,  and  early  wonders  done 
By  the  bold  youth,  himfelf  a  war  alone; 
And  how  his  firmer  courage  did  oppofe  "J 

His  country's  foreign  and  inteftire  foes;  v 

The  lion  he,  who  held  their  arrows  clofc.  J 

Others  fung  Perfeus,  and  the  injur'd  maid, 
Redeem'd  by  the  wing'd  warrior's  timely  aid ; 
Or  in  myfterious  numbers  did  unfold 
Sad  modern  truths  wrapt  up  in  tales  of  old  ; 
How  Saturn,  flufh'd  with  arbitrary  power, 
Defigii'd  his  lawful  iffue  to  devour  ; 
But  Jove,  referv'd  for  better  f:ite,  withflood 
The  black  contrivance  of  the  doating  god; 
With  arms  he  came,  his  guilty  father  fled, 
'Twas  Italy  fecur'd  his  frighted  head. 
And  by  his  flight  refign'd  his  empty  throne 
And  triple  empire  to  his  wortliier  Ion. 
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Then  in  one  note  their  artful  force  they  join, 
Eager  to  reach  the  vi(5lor  and  the  Boync  : 
How  on  the  wondering  bank  the  hero  (lood, 
Laviflily  bold,  and  defperately  good  : 
Till  Fate,  defigning  to  convince  the  brave 
That  they  can  dare  no  more  than  Heaven  can  fave, 
Let  death  approach,  and  yet  withheld  the  fling, 
Wounded  the  man,  diilinguifhing  the  King. 
They  had  enlarg'd,   but  found  the  flrain  too 
ftrong, 
And  in  foft  notes  allay *d  the  bolder  fong  : 
Flow,  gentle  Boyne,  they  cry'd,  and  round  thy 

bed 
For  ever  may  vidtorious  wreaths  be  fpread  ; 
No  more  may  travellers  deiire  to  know 
Where  Simois  and  Granicus  did  flow  ; 
Nor  Rubicon,  a  poor  forgotten  flream, 
Be  or  the  foldier's  rant,  or  poet's  theme  : 
All  waters  fhail  unite  their  fame  in  thee. 
Loft  in  thy  waves,  as  thofe  are  in  the  fea. 

They  breath'd  afrefh,  unwilling  to  give  o'er, 
And  begg'd  thick  mifls  long  to  conceal'  the  Ihorc  ; 
Smooth  was  the  liquid  plain  ;  the  fleeping  wind 
More  to  the  fea,  than  to  its  mafler  kind, 
Detained  a  treafure,  which  we  value  more 
Than  all  the  deep  e'er  hid,  or  waters  bore. 
But  he,  with  a  faperior  genius  born,  [fcorn  : 

Treats    chance  with  inlolence,    and  death  with 
Darknefs  and  ice  in  vain  obftiud:  his  way  ; 
>IolIand  is  near,  and  nature  mull  obey  ; 
Charg'd  with  our  hopes  the  boat  fecurely  rode. 
For  Cafar  and  his  fortune  were  the  load. 

With  eager  tranfport  Belgia  met  her  fon," 
Yet  trembling  for  the  danger  he  had  run  ; 
Till,  certain  of  her  joy,  fhe  bow'd  her  head, 
Confefs'd  her  Lord,  blefs'd  his  return,  and  faid  : 

If  palTion  by  long  abfence  does  improve, 
And  makes  that  rapture,  whiih  before  was  love, 
Think  on  my  old,  my  intermitted  blifs. 
And  by  my  former  pleafure  meafure  this  : 
Nor  by  thefe  feeble  pillars  v,hich  I  raife. 
Unequal  to  fiiftain  the  hero's  praife  : 
Too  faint  the  colours,  and  too  mean  the  art, 
To  reprcfent  your  glories,  or  my  heart : 
Thefe  humble  emblems  are  dcfign'd  to  fhew, 
Not  how  we  would  reward,  bu:  what  we  owe. 
Here  from  your  childhood  take  a  (hort  review, 
How  Holland's  happincfs  advanc'd  with  you  ; 
How  her  ftout  veffel  did  in  triimiph  ride, 
And  mock'd  her  llorms,  while  Orange  was  her 

guide. 
What  Cnce  has  been  our  fate — I  need  not  fay, 
111  fuiting  with  the  bleffings  of  the  day. 
Our  better  fortune  with  our  Prince  v.as  gone, 
Conqueft  was  only  there  where  he  led  on. 
Like  the  Palladium,  wlierefoe'cr  you  go,   . 
Yon  turn  all  death  and  danger  on  the  foe. 
In  you  we  but  tco  fadly  underflood. 
How  angels  have  their  fpheres  of  doing  good  ; 
Elfe  the  fame  foul  which  did  our  troops  poll'efs, 
And  crown'd  their  daring  courage  with  I'uccci's, 
Had  taught  our  fleet  to  triumph  o'er  the  main, 
And  Fleurus  had  been  Hill  a  guiltlefs  plain. 
What  pity  'tis,  ye  Gods!   an  arm  and  mind 
Like  yours  Ihould  be  to  time  and  place  confiu'd  ! 


But  thy  return  (hall  fix  our  kinder  fate  ; 

For  thee  our  councils,  thee  our  armies  wait ; 

Difcording  princes  fhall  with  thee  combine, 

And  centre  all  their  interefts  in  thine; 

Proud  of  thy  friendlhip,  (hall  forego  their  fway. 

As  Rome  her  great  DiiSator  did  obey ; 

And  all  united  make  a  Gordian  knot. 

Which  neither  craft  fhall  loefe,  nor  force  fhall  cut. 


ON  THE  LATE  HORRID  CONSPIRACY. 

The  *  youth  whofe  fortune  the  vaft  globe  obey'd. 

Finding  his  f  royal  enemy  betray'd, 

And  in  his  chariot  by  ||  vile  hands  opprefs'd. 

With  noble  pity  and  juft  rage  polTefs'd, 

Wept  at  his  fall  from  i"o  fublime  a  ftate, 

And  by  the  traitor's  death  reveng'd  the  fate 

Of  majefly  profan'd—- fo  adled  too 

The  generous  Casfar,  when  the  Roman  knew 

A  J  coward  king  had  treacheroufly  flain, 

^  Whom  fcarcc  he  foil'd  on  the  Pharfalian  plain  ■• 

The  doom  of  his  fam'd  rival  he  bemoan'd. 

And  the  bafe  author  of  the  crime  dethron'd. 

Such  were  the  virtuous  maxims  of  the  great. 

Free  from  the  fervile  arts  of  barbarous  hate  : 

They  knew  no  foe  but  in  the  open  field, 

And  to  their  caufe  and  to  the  gods  appeal'd. 

So  William  adls — and  if  his  rivals  dare 

Difpute  his  reign  by  arms,  he'll  meet  them  there. 

Where  Jove,  as  once  on  Ida,  holds  the  fcale. 

And  lets  the  good,  the  juft,  and  brave,  prevail. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  CARLISLE, 

Upon  the  Death  of  his  Son  before  Luxemburgb. 

He's  gone  !  and  was  it  then  by  your  decree,  ~S 
Ye  envious  powers,  that  we  fliould  only  lee  p 
This  copy  of  your  own  divinity  \  J 

Or  tliought  ye  it  furpafling  human  (late, 
To  have  a  bleffing  lading  9.%  'twas  great  ? 
Your  cruel  (kill  you  better  ne'er  had  fhewn. 
Since  you  fo  foon  defign'd  him  all  your  own. 
Such  foftering  favours  to  the  damn'd  are  give.T, 
When,  to  intrcafc  their  hell,  you  (hew  them  hea- 
ven. 
Was  it  too  godlike,  he  (hould  long  inherit 
At  once  his  father's  and  his  uncle's  fpirit .' 
Yet  as  much  beauty,  and  as  calm  a  bread, 
As  the  mild  dame  whofe  teeming  womb  he  bleft. 
H'  had  all  the  favours  Providence  could  give. 
Except  its  own  prerogative,  to  live  ; 
Referv'd  in  picafures,  and  in  dangers  bol,d. 
Youthful  in  adlion,  and  in  prudence  old  : 
His  humble  greatnefs,  and  fubmiinve  (late. 
Made  his  liTt.  full  of  wonder,  as  his  fate  ; 
One,  who,  to  all  the  heights  of  learning  bred. 
Read  books  and  men,  and  pra&is'd  what  he  read^ 


♦  Alexander, 
S  Piolcmy. 


t  D.irius. 
11  Pompey. 
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■Honnd  ihe  wide  globe  fcarce  did  the  bufy  fun 
With  greater  hafte  and  greater  lullre  run. 
True  gallantry  and  grandeur  he  defcry'd. 
From  the  French  fopperies,  and  German  pride; 
And  like  the  induftrious  bee,  where'er  he  flew, 
Gather'd    the    fweets   which  on  fweet  bloJToms 

grew.  _  j 

Babel's  confufed  fpeeches  on  his  tongue 
With  a  fweet  harmony  and  concord  hung. 
More  countries  than  for  Homer  did  conteft 
Do  flrivc  who  mod  were  by  his  prcfence  blcft. 
Nor  did  his  wifdom  damp  his  martial  fire  ;  "> 

Minerva  both  her  portions  did  infpire,  > 

Ufe  of  the  warlike  bow  and  peaceful  lyre.  J 

So  Cafar  doubly  triumph'd  when  he  wrote, 
Shewing  like  wit,  as  valour  when  he  fought. 

If  God,  as  Plato  taught,  eiample  takes 
From  his  own  works,  and  fouls  by  patterns  makes, 
Much  of  himfelf  in  him  he  did  unfold,  T 

And  caft  theni  in  his  darling  Sidney's  mold,       > 
Of  too  refin'd  a  fubftance  to  be  old.  j 

Both  did  alike  difdain  an  hero's  rage 
Should  come  like  an  inheritance  by  r.;^e. 
Ambitioufly  did  both  confpire  to  twill 
Says  with  the  ivy,  with  their  temples  kift  ; 
Scorning  to  wait  the  flow  advance  of  time,  "^ 

Both  fell  like  early  bloffoms  in  their  prime,         > 
By  blind  events,  and  Providence's  crime.  J 

Yet  both,  like  Codrus,  o'er  their  yiek'.iog  foe, 
Obtain'd  the  conqueft,  in  their  overthrow  ; 
And  louger  life  do  purchafe  by  their  death. 
In  fame  completing  what  they  want  in  breath. 
Oh  '.  had  kind  Fate  flretch'd  the  contraded  ipan 
To  the  full  glories  of  a  perfefl  man. 
And,  as  he  grew,  could  every  rolhng  year 
A  new  addition  to  our  wonder  bear, 
H'  had  paid  to  his  ilhiftrious  line  that  flock 
Of  ancient  honour,  which  from  thence  he  took. 
But  oh  ! 

So  hafty  fruits,  and  too  ambitinu?  fio\rers, 
Scorning  the  midwifery  of  ripening  fhowcrs, 
la  fpite  of  frofls,  fpring  from  th"  unwilling  earth, 
But  find  a  nip  untimely  as  their  birth  ; 
Abortive  iffues  fo  delude  the  womb. 
And  fcarce  have  being,  ere  they  want  a  tomb. 

Forgive,  my  Lord,  the  Mnfe  that  does  afpire 
With  a  new  breath  to  fan  your  raging  fire  ; 
.  Who  each  officious  and  unfkilful  found 
Can  with  frefti  torture  but  enlarge  the  wound. 
Could  I,  with  David,  curfe  the  guilty  plain, 
Wheie  once  more  lov'd  than  Jonathan  was  ilain ; 
Or  could  I  flights  high  as  his  merits  raife, 
Clear  as  his  virtue,  deathlefs  as  his  praife  ; 
None  who,    though  laurels  crown'd  their  aged 

head, 
Admir'd  him  living,  and  ador'd  him  dead. 
With  more  devotion  fhould  enrol  his  name 
In  the  long-confecrated  lift  of  Fame. 
But,  fince  my  artltfs  and  unhallow'd  ftrain 
Will  the  high  worth,  it  fhould  commend,  profane; 
Since  I  defpair  my  humble  verfe  fhould  prove 
Great  as  your  lofs,  or  tender  as  your  love  ; 
My  heart  with  fighings,    and  with  tears  mine 

eye. 
Shall  the  defed  of  writteo  grief  fiipply. 


A      P  O  E  SI. 


Dedicated  to  the  blrffed  Memory  of  her  late  grasi::us 
Hfejejiy    ^ueen  xAary. 

Once  more,  my  Mufe, — we  muft  aa  altar  raife; — 
May  it  prove  lading  as  Maria's  praife  ; 
And,  the  fong  ended,  be  the  fwan's  thy  doom, 
Reft  ever  fil&nt,  as  Maria's  tomb. 

But  whence  fhali  we  begin  ?  or  whither  fteer  t 
Her  virtues  like  a  perfccft  round  appear. 
Where  judgment  lies  in  admiration  loft. 
Not  knowing  which  it  fhould  diftinguilli  moft. 

Some  angel,  from  your  own,  defcribe  her  frame. 
For  fure  your  godlike  beings  are  the  fame  ; 
All  th:>t  was  charming  in  the  fairer  kind. 
With  manly  fenfe  and  refolution  join'd  ; 
A  mien  compos'd  of  niildnefs  and  of  ftate. 
Not  by  totiilraint  or  affetSation  great ; 
But  form'd  by  nature  for  fuprt:me  command. 
Like  Eve  juft  moulded  by  the  Maker's  hand; 
Yet  fuch  her  meekntfs,  as  h.ilf-veil'd  the  throne. 
Left,  being  in  too  great  a  luftK  lliewn, 
V.  might  debar  the  fubje<ft  of  accefs, 
And  make  her  mercies  and  our  comforts  lefs. 
So  Gads  of  old,  defcending  from  th^  fphere 
To  vifit  men,  like  raortah  did  appear; 
Left  their  too  awful  prefence  Oiould  affright 
Thofc  whom  they  meant  to  bkfs  and  to  delight. 

Thus  to  the  noon  of  her  high  glory  run, 
From  her  bright  orb,  difiufive  like  the  fun, 
:'he  3id  htr  healing  influence  difplay,  ") 

And  chcriih'd  all  our  nether  world,  that  lay       C 
Within  the  circle  of  her  radiant  day  ;  J 

Relicv'd  not  only  thofe  who  jounty  fought, 
But  gave  unnflc'd,  and  as  ihe  gave  forgot; 
Fouj^.d  modeft  Want  in  her  obfcure  retreat. 
And  courted  timorous  Virtue  to  be  great. 
The  Church,  which  William  fav'd,  was  Mary's 

care, 
Taught  by  her  Ufe,  and  guarded  by  her  pray'r ; 
What  her  devotions  were,  ye  cherubs,  tell, 
Who  ever  round  the  feat  of  mercy  dwell ; 
For    here    Ihe    would  not  have  her  goodnefs-j 

known,  { 

But  you  beheld  how  flie  addrefs'd  the  tlirone,    f 
And  wondcr'd  at  a  zeal  fo  like  your  own.  J 

Since  fiie  was  form'd,  and  lov'd,  and  pray'd  hke 

you, 
She  fhould,  alas  I  have  been  immortal  too. 

A  mind  fo  good,  in  beauteous  ftrength  array'd, 
Afiui'd  our  hopes  fhe  might  be  long  obey'd  ; 
And  we,  with  heighten'd  reverence,  relight  have 

fcen 
The  hoaty  grandeur  of  an  aged  Queen, 
Who  might,  with  William,  jointly  govern  here. 
As    that    bright  pair  wliich  rules  the  heavenly 

fphere. 
Grace  and  mild  mercy  beft  in  her  were  fhewrbj 
In  him  the  rougher  vJitiits  of  the  throne: 
Of  Juftice  fne  at  home  rhe  balance  held  ; 
Abroad,  Oppreflion  by  his  fvvord  was  quell'd  : 
The  generous  lion,  and  the  peaceful  dove. 
The  God  of  ba'tiej  and  th§  Queti;  of  iovc. 
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Did  in  their  liPppy  nuptials  well  agree  :  n 

l-.ike  Mars,  he  k-d  our  ar-.iies  out.;   and  fhe        C 
With  fmiles  prefided  o'er  her  native  fea.  J 

Such  too  their  meetings,  when  our  Monarch 
Ccime, .    . 
With  laurels  louden,  and  immortal  fame  : 
As  when  the  God  on  Hamus  quits  his  arms, 
f?ofteiiing-  Jiis  toils  in  Cytherea's  charms: 
rhen  -with  what  joy  did  fhe  the  vicilor  meet. 
And  lay  the  reins  of  empire  at  his  feet ! 
With  the  fame  temper  as  the  *  Latian  hind 
Was  made  Dictator,  conqucr'd,  and  refign'd  : 
So  Pallas  from  the  dufly  iicld  withdrew,  ~l 

And,  when  imperial  Jove  a{>pear'd  in  view,       ( 
Refum'd  her  female  arts,  the  fpindle  and  the  f 
clew ;  J 

l-'orcjot  the  fceptre  fhe  fo  well  had  fway'd. 
And,  with  that  mildnefs  Ihe  had  rul'd,  obey'd  ; 
f'leas'd  with   the  change,  and  uncontern'd  as") 
Jove,  ( 

When  indilgiiife  he  leaves  his  power  above,       ( 
And  drowns  all  other  attributes  in  love.  J 

Such,  mighty  Sir,  if  yet  the  facred  ear 
Of  JVIajefty  in  grief  vouclifafe  to  hear. 
Was  the  lov'd  confort  of  thy  crown  and  bed, 
Our  joy  while  livine,  our  dcfpair  now  dead. 
Yet  thoudji.with  Mary  one  fupporter  fall, 
■   Thy  virtue  can  alone  kiflain  the  ball. 
Of  Sybil's  books,  that  volume  which  remain'd, 
The  perfccT:  value  of  the  wiiole  rctain'd. 
When  in  the  fiery  car  EHjah  fled, 
His  fpirit  doubled  on  his  partner's  head  ; 
•So  will  thy  people's  lovr,  now  Mary's  gone,* 
Unito  both  flreams,  aiid  flov?  on  thee  alone. 
The  j^ratcful  fenate  with  one  voice  combine 
To  breathe  tlieir  fonows,  and  to  comfort  thine. 
By  bringing  to  thy  view  how  Europe's  fate 
Does  on  thy  counfels  and  thy  courapje  wait : 
But,  when  the  vaftnei's  of  thy  giief  they  fee. 
They  own  'tis  juft,  and  melt  in  tears  with  thee. 
Blufli    not,    great    foul,    thus    to    reveal    thy 
•woe ; 
Sighs  will  have  vent,  and  eyes  too  full  o'erflow  ; 
Shed  by  degrees,  thry  piif,  iinfclt  away, 
But  raife  a  llorm  and  ilf'luge  where  they  flav. 

The  bravell  heroes  have  the  foftcfh  mind ; 
Their  nature's,  like  the  Gods,  to  love  inclin'd. 
Homer,  who  human  pailions  nicely  knew. 
When  his  illufcrjous  Grecian  chief  he  drew, 
Left  likcwife  in  his  foul  one  mortal  part, 
Whence  love  and  anguifli   too   might  reach  his 

heart ; 
For  a  loll  miftrefs  in  defpair  he  fate. 
And  let  declining  Troy  Hill  ftruggle  with  her  fate: 
But  when  the  jianner  of  his  cares  lay  dead, 
Like  a  rous'd  lion  from  his  tent  he  lied, 
Whole  hecatombs  of  trembling  Trojans  flew, 
And  mangled  He>5lor  at  his  chniiot  drew. 

Still  greater  is  thy  lof^:, be  fuch  thy  rage, 

As  conquer'd  Gallia  only  may  afluage. 

She  who  on  earth  fecur'd  thee  by  her  prayer, 
Return'd  to  heaven,  IhuU  prove  thy  guardian  an- 
gel there, 

*  Lucius  CMiinti'jj. 
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And,   hovering    round   thee    with  her  heavcnlv 
fhield,  " 

Unfeen  proted  thee  in  the  doubtful  field. 
Go  then,  by  different  paths  to  glory  go,  -) 

The  church's  both  eftates  with  Mary  (hew,         C 

And  while  above  flie  triumphs,  fight  belovv. J 

"fis  done — our  Monarch  to  the  camp  returns 

The  Gallic  armies  fly — their  navy  burns,  ! 

And  earth  and  feas  all  bow  at  his  command,  ' 

And  Europe  owns  her  peace  from  his  vi6i:orious 
hand. 


THE  AUSTRIAN  EAGLE. 

At  Anna's  call  the  Auftrian  eagle  flies. 
Bearing  her  thunder  to  the  fouthern  Ikies; 
Where  a  ralb  Prince,  with  an  unequal  fway. 
Inflames  the  region,  and  mifguides  the  day; 
Till  the  ufurper,  from  his  chariot  hut  I'd, 
Leaves    the     true    monarch    to    command    the 
world. 


THE  NATURE  OF  DREAMS. 

At  dead  of  night  imperial  Reafon  fleeps, 

And  Fancy  with  her  train  loofe  revels  keeps ; 

Then  airy  phantoms  a  mix'd  fcene  difplay. 

Of  what  we  heard,  or  faw,  or  wifh'd  by  day  ; 

For  memory  thofc  images  retains. 

Which    paflion    form'd,    and    ftili    the  ftrongell 
reigns. 

Huntfmen  renew  the  chace  they  lately  run. 

And  generals  fight  again  their  Battles  won. 

Spcdres     and     furies     haunt     the     murderer's 
dreams ; 

Grants  or  difgraces  are  the  courtier's  themes. 

Fhe  mifer  fpies  a  thief,  or  a  new  hoard  ; 
The  cit's  a  knight,  the  fycophant  a  lord. 
Thus  fancy's  in  the  wild  diftradtion  loft. 
With  what  we  mofl  abhor,  or  covet  moft. 
But  of  all  paflions  that  our  dreams  control. 
Love  prints  the  deepeft  image  in  the  foul ; 
For  vigorous  fancy  and  warm  blood  difpeiifc 
Pieafures  fo  lively,  that  they  rival  fenfe. 
Such  are  the  tranfports  of  a  willing  maid, 
Not  yet  by  time  and  place  to  acj  betray 'd. 
Whom  fpies  or  fome  faint  virtue  forc'd  to  fly 
That  fcene  of  joy,  which  yet  (he  dies  to  try  : 
Till  fancy  bawds,  and,  by  myflcrious  charms. 
Brings  the  dear  objedl  to  her  longing  arms ; 
Unguarded  then  flie  melts,  aiSls  fierce  dehght. 
And  curfes  the  returns  of  envious  light. 
In  fuch  bleft  dreams  Byblis  enjoys  a  flame. 
Which  waking  fhe  dcttfts,  and  dares  iiot  name. 
Ixion  gives  a  loofe  to  his  wild  love, 
And  in  his  airy  vifions  cuckolds  Jove. 
Honours  and  ilate  before  this  phantom  fall ; 
For  flccp,  like  death  its  image,  equals  all.  , 
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VERSES, 


Imitated  from   the   French   of  Monf.    Maynaid,    io 
Cardinal  Richelieu. 


When  money  and  my  blood  ran  high. 

My  Mufe  was  reckon'd  wondrous  pretty  ; 
The  Sports  and  Smiles  did  round  her  fly, 

Enamour'd  with  her  fmart  concetti. 
II. 
Now  (who'd  have  thought  it  once  ?)  with  pain 

She  firings  her  harp,  whilft  freezing  age 
But  feebly  luns  through  every  vein, 

And  chills  my  brilk  poetic  rage. 
III. 
I  properly  have  ceas'd  to  live, 

To  wine  and  women,  dead  in  law  ; 
And  foon  from  Fate  I  fhall  re9eive 

A  fummons  to  the  Ihades  to  go. 

The  warrior  ghofts  will  round  me  come 

To  hear  of  fam'd  Ramillia's  fight ; 
Whilfl  the  vext  Bourbons  through  the  gloom 
'    Retires  to  th'  utmoft  realms  of  night. 

V. 

Then  I,  my  lord,  will  tell  how  you 
With  penfions  every  Mufe  inlpire  ; 

Who  Marlborough's  conquefts  did  piirfue, 
And  to  his  trumpets  tun'd  the  lyre. 

VI. 

But  fliould  fome  drolling  fprite  demand, 
V/ell,  Sir,  what  place  had  you,  I  pray  ? 

How  like  a  '..ixcomb  fhould  I  Hand  ! 

What  would  your  Lordfliip  have  me  fay  ? 


JUVENAL. 

SATIRE     VIIl. 

The  Argument. 

In  this  Satire,  the  poet  proves  that  nobilitY  does 
not  confift.  in  ftatues  and  pedigrees,  but  n\  ho- 
nourable and  good  acftions  :  He  lafiies  Rubel- 
lius  Plancus,  for  being  infolent,  by  reafon  of 
his  high  birth;  and  lays  down  an  inllance  that 
we  ought  to  make  the  like  judgment  of  men, 
as  we  do  of  horfes,  who  are  valued  rather  ac- 
cording to  their  perfonal  qualities,  than  by  the 
race  of  whence  they  come.  He  advifes  hi*  no- 
ble friend  Ponticus  (to  whom  he  dedicates  the 
fatire)  to  lead  a  virtuous  life,  difluading  him 
from  debauchery,  luxury,  oppreffion,  cruelty, 
and  other  vices,  by  his  fevere  cenfures  on  La- 
teranus,  Djniafippus,  Gracchus,  Nero,  Cataline; 
and  in  oppofition  to  thcfe,  difplays  the  worth 
cf  perfons  meanly  born,  fuch  as  Cicero,  Ma- 
rias, Servius  Tuiiius,  and  the  Decii. 

The  tranflator  of  this  fatire  induftriouny  avoided 
impofing  upon  the  reader,  and  perplexing  the 
printer  with  tedious  coaYnion-place  r.ctes :    but 


finding  towards  the  latter  end  man*  examples 
of  noblemen  who  difgraced  their  anceflors  by 
vicious  praiiiices,  and  of  men  meanly  born  who 
ennobled  their  families  by  virtaoGs  and  brave 
aiflions,  he  thought  Ibme  hitloricai  relations 
were  neccffary  towards  rendering  thole  in- 
ftances  more  intelligible;  which  is  all  he  pre- 
tends to  by  his  remarks.  He  would  gladly 
have  left  out  the  heavy  palTage  of  the  Mitaiillo 
and  Retiarius,  which  he  honellly  confeffes  he 
either  does  not  rightly  underfland,  or  cannot 
fufficiently  explain.  If  he  has  not  confined 
himfelf  to  the  ftri6t  rules  of  tranflatton,  but  has 
frequently  taken  the  liberty  of  imitating,  para- 
phrafing,  or  reconciling  the  Roman  culloms  to 
our  modern  ufage,  he  hopes  this  freedom  is 
pardonable,  fince  he  lias  not  ufed  it  but  when 
he  found  the  original  flat,  obl'cure,  or  defective, 
and  where  the  humour  and  coimedtion  of  the 
author  might  naturally  allow  of  fuch  a  change. 

What's  the  advantage,  or  the  real  good. 
In  tracir.g  from  the  fource  our  ancient  blood  ? 
To  havi;  our  anceflors  in  pain:  or  flcne, 
Prcferv'd  as  relics,  or  like  monfters  fliewn  ? 
The  brave  ^miiii,  as  in  triumph  plac'd, 
The  virtuous  Curii,  half  by  time  defac'd  ; 
Corvinus,  with  a  mouldering  nofe,  that  bears    "^ 
Injurious  fears,  the  fad  effetSls  of  years  ?  S- 

And  Galba  grinning  without  nofe  or  ears  ?         3 
Vain  are  their  hopes,  who  fancy  to  inherit 
By  trees  of  pedigrees,  •r  fame,  or  merit : 
Though   plodding   heralds  through  each  branch 

may  trace 
Old  Captains  and  Didators  of  their  race, 
While  their  ill  lives  that  family  bely. 
And  grieve  the  brafs  which  Hands  difnonour'd  by. 
'Tis  mere  burlefque,  that  to  our  Generals praifc 
Their  progeny  immortal  flatues  raife, 
Yec  (far  from  that  old  gallantry)  delight 
To  game  before  their  images  all  night. 
And  Ileal  to  bed  at  the  approach  of  day. 
The  hour  when  thefe  rheir  enligns  did  difplay. 

Why  fliould  foft  Fabiiis  impudently  bear 
Names  gain'd  by  conquefls  in  the  Gallic  war  ? 
Why  lays  he  claim  to  Hercules's  flrain. 
Yet  dares  be  bafe,  effeminate,  and  vain  ? 
The  glorious  altar  to  that  hero  built 
Adds  but  a  greater  luftre  to  his  guilt, 
Whofe  tender  limbs  and  polifh'd  flcin  difgracc 
The  grifly  beauty  of  his  manly  race ; 
And,  who,  by  pradlifing  the  difmal  fkill 
Of  poifoniiig,  and  fuch  treacherous  ways  to  kill. 
Makes  his  unhappy  kindred  marble  fwear, 
When  his  degenerate  head  by  their's  is  fee. 

Long  galleries  of  anceflry,  and  all 
The  follies  which  ill-grace  a  country  hall. 
Challenge  no  wonder  or  ertecni  from  me ; 
"  Virtue  alone  is  true  nobility." 
Live  therefore  well :  to  men  and  gods  appear. 
Each  as  good  Paulus,  ColFus,  Drufus,  were  ; 
And  in  thy  confular,  triumphal  fliew, 
Let  thefe  biS'ore  thy  fathers  flatues  go  ; 
Place  them  before  the  cnflgns  cf  the  ftate, 
As  chcoling  rather  to  be  good  than  grea:. 


5^^ 

Convince  the  world  that  you're  devout  and  true, 
Be  juft  in  all  you  fay,  and  all  you  dn  ; 
Whatever  be  your  birth,  you're  fiire  to  be 
A  peer  of  the  firft  magnitude  u>  me  : 
Rome  for  your  fake  fhall  pufh  herconquefts  oii,"^ 
And  bring  new  titles  heme  ffom  nations  won,    > 
To  dignify  fo  eminent  a  fon.  j 

With  your  blcft  nanje  fhall  every  reg:ion  found, T 
J^oud  as  mad  Egypt, when  her  priefts  have  found  > 
A  new  Ofiris  for  the  ox  they  drown'd.  j 

But  who  will  call  thofe  noble,  vho  deface. 
By  meaner  a6ls,  the  glories  of  their  rrtce; 
Whofe  only  title  to  our  fathers'  fame 
Is  couch'd  in  the  dead  letters  of  their  name  ? 
A  dwarf  as  well  may  for  a  giant  pafs ; 
A  negro  for  a  fwan  ;  a  crook-back'd  lafs 
Be  call'd  Europa ;  and  a  cur  may  bear 
The  name  of  tiger,  lion,  or  whate'er 
Denotes  the  nobleft  or  the  fierceft  beaft  ; 
Be  therefore  careful,  left  the  world  in  jcfl 
Should  thee  juft  fo  with  the  mock  titles  greet 
Of  Camerinus,  or  of  conquer'd  Crete. 

To  whom  is  this  advice  and  cenfure  due  ? 
Rubellius  Plancu?,  'tis  a}^  plied  to  you  ; 
Who  think  your  perfon  fecond  to  divi!;e, 
Eecaufc  dcfcerKled  from  the  Drufian  line ; 
Though  yet  you  no  illuftrious  adt  have  done, 
To  make  the  world  diftinguifli  Julia's  fon 
From  the  vile  offspring  of  a  trull,  whoftts 
By  the  town  wall,  and  for  a  living  knit*. 
"   You  are  poor  rogues  (you  cry;  the  bafer  fcum 
"  And  inconfiderabic  dregs  of  Rome  ; 
"   Who  know  not  from  what  earner  of  the  earth 
"  The  obfcure  wretch    who  got  you,    ftole  his 

"  birth; 
''  Mine  I  derive  from  Cecrops."— May  your  Grace 
Live  and  enjoy  the  fplcndor  of  your  race  ! 
Yet  of  thtfe  bafe  plebeians  we  have  known         ") 
Some,    who,    by    charming    eloquence,    have  / 
grown  r 

Great  fenators,  and  honours  to  that  gown  ;         j 
Some  at  the  bar  with  fubtilty  defend 
The  caufe  of  an  unlearned  noble  friend  ; 
Or  on  the  bench  the  knotty  laws  untie  : 
Others  their  ftronger^youih  to  arms  apply, 
Go  to  Euphrates,  or  titol'e  lorces  join 
Which  gariifon  the  conqiiefl-s  near  the  Khine. 
While  you,  Rubellius,  on  your  birth  rely; 
Though  you  refenible  your  great  family 
No  mere,  than  thofe  rough  ttututs  on  the  road 
(Which  wc  call  Mercuries)  are  like  that  god  : 
Your  blockhead  though  excels  in  this  ajonc. 
You  are  a  living  Itatue,  that  of  llcne. 

Great  fon  of  Troy,  who  ever  prais'd  a  b£aft 
For  being  of  a  race  above  the  reft. 
But  rather  meant  his  courage,  and  his  force  ? 
'J'o  give  an  inftance — We  commend  a  horfe 
(Without  regard  of  pafture  cr  of  breed) 
Por  his  undaunted  mettle  and  his  fpecd  ; 
Who  wins  molt  plates  with  greateft  eafe,  and  firft 
Prints  with  his  hoofs  his  conqncfts  ou  the  duft. 
Kut  if  fleet  Dragon's  progeny  at  laft 
Prcve  jaded,  and  in  frequent  matclics  caft. 
No  favour  for  the  ilallion  we  retain, 
AJid  no  refpcdl  for  the  degenerate  I'.rtun; 
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The  v/orthlcfs  brute  is  from  New- market  brought, 
And  at  an  under  rate  in  Smithfield  bought. 
To  turn  a  mill,  or  drag  a  loaded  life 
Beneath  two  panniers  and  a  baker's  wife. 

That  we  may  therefore  you,  not  your's,  admire, 
Firft,  Sir,  fome  honour  of  your  own  acquire  ; 
Add  to  thit  ftock  which  juftly  we  beftow 
On  thofe  bleft  Iliades  to  whom  you  all  things  owe. 

This  may  fuifice  the  haughty  youth  to  fbame, 
Whofe fwelling  veins  (if  we  may  credit  fame) 
Burft  alnioft  with  the  vanity  and  pride 
That  their  rich  blood  to  Nero's  is  ally'd  : 
The  rumour's  likely ;  for,  "  We  feldom  find 
"  Much  leiife  with  an  exalted  fortune  join'd.'' 

But  Ponticus,  I  would  not  you  ihould  raLfc 
Your  credit  by  hereditary  praife ; 
Let  your  own  adls  immortalife  your  name  ; 
"  'Tis  poor  relying  en  another's  fatne  ;" 
For,  take  the  pillars  but  away,  and  all 
The  fupcrftruv^ure»muft  in  ruins  fall ; 
As  a  vi.,e  droops,  when  by  divorce  remov'd 
From  the  embraces  of  the  elm  flie  lov'd. 

Be  a  good  foldier,  or  upright  truilee, 
An  arbitrator  from  corruption  free. 
And  if  a  witnefs  in  a  doubtful  caufe, 
Where  a  brib'd  judge  means  to  elude  the  laws: 
Though  Phalans's  brazen  bidl  were  there, 
And  he  would  di(ftate  what  he'd  have  you  fwear. 
Be  not  fo  profligate,  but  rather  choofe 
To  guard  your  honour,  and  your  life  to  lofe. 
Rather  than  let  your  virtue  be  betray'd  ; 
Virtue,  the  nobleft  caufe  for  vvliich  you're  made. 

"   Improperly  we  mealure  life  by  breath  ; 
"  Such  do  not  truly  live  who  merit  death  ; 
Though  they  their  wanton  fenfes  nicely  pleafe 
With  all  the  charms  of  luxury  and  eafe ; 
Though    mingled    flowers    adorn    their    careltfo 

brow. 
And  round  them  coftly  fweets  neglefted  flow, 
As  if  they  in  their  funeral  ftate  were  laid. 
And  to  the  world,  as  they're  to  vil-tue,  dead. 

When  you  the  province  you  expe>5l  obtain. 
From  paflion  and  from  avarice  refrain  ; 
Let  our  alTociafcs  jrovcrty  provoke 
Thy  generous  i-.cart  not  to  iiicreafe  their  yoke. 
Since  riches   canuct  refcue  from  the  grave. 
Which  claims  alike  the  monarch  and  the  ftave. 

To  what  the  laws  enjoin,  fubmjfllon  piiy  ; 
And  what  the  Senate  fliall  command,  obey. 
Think  what  rewards  upon  the  good  attend. 
And  how  thofe  fall  unpitied  who  ofltnd  : 
Tutor  and  Capito  may  v/arnings  be, 
Who  felt  the  tliundcr  of  the  States  decree. 
For  robbing  the  Cecilian^  though  they 
(Like  leffer  pikes)  only  fubfift  on  prey. 
But  whut  avails  the  rigour  of  their  doom? 
Which  cannot  future  violence  o'trcome, 
Nor  give  the  niiferable  province  eafe, 
Since  what  one  plunderer  left,  the  next  will  feize. 

Cherippus  then,  in  time  yourfclf  bethink. 
And  what  your  rags  will  yield  by  au6tion,  link; 
Ne'er  put  yourfelf  to  diarges  to  complain 
Of  wrong  which  heretofore  you  did  fuftain. 
Make  not  a  voyage  to  detedl  the  theft . 
*Tis  raaii  to  lavilh  what  their  rapine  left. 
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When  Rome  at  Srft  our  rich  allies  fubdued, 
From  gentle  taxes  noble  fpoils  accrued  ; 
Each  wealthy  province,  but  in  part  oppreft, 
Thought  the  lofs  trivial,  and  enjoy *d  the  reft. 
All  treafuries  did  then  with  heaps  abound  ; 
Jn  every  wardrobe  coftly  Clks  were  found  ; 
The  leaft  apartment  of  the  meaneft  houfe 
Could  all  the  wealthy  pride  of  art  produce  ; 
Pidlures  which  from  Parrhafius  did  receive 
Motion  and  warmth,  and  flatues  taught  to  live  : 
Some  Polyclete's,  fome  Myron's  work  declar'd, 
la  others  Phidias'  niafter-picce  appear'd  ; 
And  croAvding  plate  did  on  the  cupboard  ftand, 
Embofs'd  by  curious  Mentor's  artiul  hand. 
Prizes  like  thefe  oppreffors  might  invite, 
Thefe  Dolabella's  rapine  did  excite, 
Thefe  Anthony  for  his  own  theft  thought  fit, 
Verres  for  thefe  did  facrilege  commit ; 
And  when   their   reigns  were  ended,  Ihips   full 

fraught 
The  hidden  fruits  of  their  exaiftion  brought. 
Which  made  in  peace  a  treafure  richer  far. 
Than  what  is  pliinder'd  in  the  rage  of  war. 

This  was  of  old ;  but  our  confederates  now 
Have  nothing  left  but  oxen  for  the  plough, 
O.-  fome  few  mares  referv'd  alone  for  breed  ; 
Yet,  left  this  provident  defign  fucceed. 
They  drive  the  father  of  the  herd  away. 
Making  both  ftallion  and  his  pafture  prey. 
Their  rapine  is  fo  abjedl  and  profane, 
1  hey  not  from  trifles  nor  from  gods  refrain  ; 
But  the  poor  Lares  from  the  niches  feize, 
If  they  be  little  images  that  pleafc. 
Such  are  the  fpoils  which  now  provoke  their  theft, 
And  are  the  greateft,  nay,  they're  all  that's  left. 

Thus  may  you  Curiiuh  or  weak  Rhodes  op- 
profs. 
Who  dare  not  bravely  what  they  feel  fedrefs : 
For  how  can  fops  tiiy  tyranny  controul, 
"  Smooth  limbs  are  fymptoms  of  a  fervile  foul." 
But  trefpafs  not  too  far  on  flurdy  Spain,  "J 

Sclavonia,    France,  thy  gripes  from   thofe  re-f^ 
flrain,  f 

Who  wich  their  fwest  Rome's  luxury  maintain,  J 
And  fend  us  plenty,  while  oiiy  wanton  day 
Is  lavifla'd  at  the  circus,  or  the  play. 
For,  Ihould  you  to  extortion  be  inclin'd, 
Your  cruel  guilt  will  little  booty  find, 
Smce  gleaning  Maxius  has  already  feiz'd 
»Ail  that  from  fun-burnt  Afric  can  be  fqueez'd. 

Bat,  aiK)ve  all,  "  Be  careful  to  with-hold 
"   Your  talons  from  the  wretched  and  the  bold ; 
*'  Tempt  not  the  brave  and  needy  to  defpair ; 
'•  For,  though  your  violence   fhould  leave  them 

bare 
"  Of  gold  and  filver,  fwords  and  darts  remain, 
^'  And  will  revenge  the  wrongs  which  they  fuf- 

"  tain; 
"  The  plunder'd  ftill  have  arms ." 

Think  not  the  precept  I  have  here  laid  down 
A  fond,  uncertain  notion  of  my  own ; 
No,  'tis  a  Sibyl's  leaf  what  I  relate, 
As  fix'd  and  fure  as  the  decrees  of  fate. 

I>et  none  but  men  of  honour  you  attend  ; 
Choofc  him  that  has  molt  virtue  for  your  friend, 


And  give  no  way  to  any  darling  youth 
To  fell  your  fiivour,  and  pervert  the  truth. 
Reclaim  your  wife  from  (trolling  up  and  down, 
To  all  aflizes,  and  through  every  town. 
With  claws  like  harpies,  eager  for  the  prey 
(For  which  your  jufticc  and  your  fame  will  pay). 
Keep  yourftlf  free  from  fcandals  fuch  as  thefe ; 
Then  trace  your  birth  from  Picus,  if  you  plcafe  : 
If  he's  too  modern,  and  your  pride  afpire 
To  feek  the  author  of  your  being  higher, 
Choofe  any  Titan  who  the  gods  withftood  T 

To  be  the  founder  of  your  ancient  blood,  > 

Prometheus,  and  that  race  before  the  flood,       j 
Or  any  other  ftory  you  can  find 
From  heralds,  or  in  poets,  to  your  mind. 

But  fliould  you  prove  ambitious,  luftful,  vain  ; 
Or  could  you  fee  with  pleafure  and  difdain, 
Rods  broke  on  our  aflbciates  bleeding  backs. 
And  heads-men  labouring  till  they  blunt  their  ax : 
Your  father's  glory  will  your  fin  proclaim. 
And  to  a  clearer  light  expofe  your  fhame  ; 
"  For  ftill  more  public  fcandal  vice  extends, 
"  As  he  is  great  and  noble  who  offends." 

How  dare  y on  then  your  high  extra>Stion  plead  i 
Yet  blufti  not  when  you  go  to  forge  a  deed. 
In  the  fame  temple  which  your  grandfire  built ; 
Making  his  ftatue  privy  to  the  guilt. 
Or  in  a  bawdy  mafquerade  are  led, 
Muffled  by  night,  to  fome  polluted  bed. 

Fat  Lateranus  does  his  revels  keep 
Where  his  forefathers*  peaceful  aflies  fleep; 
Driving  himfelf  a  chariot  down  the  hill. 
And  (though  a  conful)  links  himfelf  the  wheel : 
To  do  him  juftice,  'tis  indeed  by  night,  ~y 

Yet  the  moon  fees,  and  every  fmaller  light  ?• 

Pries  as  a  witnefs  of  the  fliameful  fight.  J 

Nay,  when  his  year  of  honour's  ended,  foon 
He'll  leave  that  nicety,  and  mount  at  noon; 
Nor  blufli  Ibould  he  fome  grave  acquaintance  meet, 
But,  proud  of  being  known,  will  jerk  and  greet ; 
And  when  his  fellow-beafts  are  weary  grown. 
He'll  play  the  groom,  give  oats,  and  rub  them 
If,  aft^  Numa's  ceremonial  way,  [down. 

He  at  Jove's  altar  would  a  vidlim  flay. 
To  no  clean  goddefs  he  direds  his  prayers, 
But  by  Hippona  moft  devoutly  fwears, 
Or  fome  rank  deity,  whofe  filthy  face 
We  fuitably  o'er  ftinking  ftables  place. 

When  he  has  run  his  length,  and  does  begin 
To  fteer  his  courfe  diredlly  for  the  inn 
(Where  they   have   watch'd,  cxpedling  him  all 
A  greafy  Syrian,  ere  he  can  alight,  [night)' 

Prefents  him  eflence,  while  his  courteous  hoft 
(Well  knowing  nothing  by  good-breeding's  loft) 
Tags  every  fentence  with  fome  fawning  word, 
Such  as  "  My  King,  My  Prince,"  at  leaft  "  Mj 

"  Lord ;" 
And  a  tight  maid,  ere  he  for  wine  can  aflc, 
Guefles  his  meaning,  and  unoils  the  flaflc. 
Some,  friends  to  vice,  induftrioufly  defend 
Thefe  innocent  diverfion?,  and  pretend 
That  I  the  tricks  of  youth  too  roughly  blame, 
Alleging  that  when  young  we  did  the  fame. 
I  grant  we  did,  yet  when  that  age  was  paft. 
The  frolic  humour  did  no  longer  laft  i 
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We  did  not  cherifli  and  indulge  the  crime  : 
What's  foul  in  afting,  fhould  be  left  in  time. 
'Tis  true,  fome  faults,  of  courfe,  with  childhood"^ 
end,  f 

We  therefore  wink  at  wags  when  they  offend,  C 
And  fpare  the  boy,  in  hopes  the  man  may  mend.  J 

But  Lateranus  (now  his  vigorous  age 
Should  prompt  him  for  his  country  to  engage, 
The  circuit  of  our  empire  to  extend. 
And  all  our  lives  in  Caifar's  to  defend) 
Mature  in  riots,  places  his  delight 
All  day  in  plying  bumpers,  and  at  night 
Reels  to  the  bawds,  over  whofe  doors  are  fet 
Figures  and  bills,  with  '•  Here  are  whores  to  let." 
Should  any  defperaie  unexpefted  fate 
Summon  all  heads  and  hands  to  guard  the  flate, 
Csefar,  fend  quickly  to  fccure  the  port ; 
"  But    where's    the    general  ?    where    does  he 

"  refort  ?" 
Send  to  the  futler's ;  there  y'  are  fure  to  find 
The  bully  match'd  with  rafcals  of  his  kind, 
Quacks,  coffin-makers ;  fugitives  and  failors ; 
Rooks,  common  foldiers,  hangmen,  thieves,  and 
tailors ;  [cellions, 

With  Cybele's  priefts,  who,  weary'd  with  pro- 
Drink  there,  and  fleep  with  knaves  of  all  pro- 

fcfficns, 
A  friendly  gang  !  each  equal  to  the  bell ; 
And  all,  who  can,  have  liberty  to  jeft  :  [think 

One  flaggon  walks  the  round,  that  none  fliould 
They  either  change,  or  flint  him  of  his  drink  : 
And,  left  exceptions  may  for  place  be  found, 
Their  flools  are  all  alike,  their  table  round. 

What  think  you,  Ponticus,  yourfelf  might  do, 
Should  any  Have  fo  lewd  belong  to  you  ? 
No  doubt,  you'd  fend  the  rogue  in  fetters  bound 
To  work  in  Sridev/ell,  or  to  plough  your  ground  : 
But,  nobles,  you  who  trace  your  birth  from  Troy, 
Think,  you  the  great  prerogative  enjoy    • 
Of  doing  ill,  hy  virtue  of  that  race  ;  ^^ 

As  it  what  we  edeem  in  coblers  bafe,  > 

Would  the  hji^h  family  ef  Brutus  grace.  j 

Shameful  arc  thefe  examples,  yet  we  find 
(To  Rome's  dilgrace)  far  worfe  than  thefe  bthlRd  ; 
Poor  Damafippus,  v/hom  we  once  have  known 
Fluttering  with  coach  and  fix  about  the  town. 
Is  forc'd  to  make  the  flage  his  lafl:  retreat, 
And  pawns  his  vcjce,  the  all  he  has,  for  meat  : 
For  nov^  he  muft  (fjuce  his  eftate  is  loft) 
Or  reprtfcnt,  or  be  himfelf,  a  ghoft  : 
And  Lentulus  ads  hanging  with  fuch  art, 
V/ere  I  a  judge,  he  Ihoulil  not  feign  the  part. 
N'^r  would  I  their  vile  iufolcnce  acquit,  ") 

Who  can  with  patience,  nay  diveifion,  fit,  C 

Applauding  my  lord's  bufioonry  for  wit.  j 

And  clapping  farces  adled  by  the  court. 
While  the  pttis  cull',  to  make  the  rabble  fport  : 
Or  hirelings,  at  a  prize,  their  fortunes  try; 
Certain  to  fall  unpity'd  if  tiity  die  ; 
Since  none  can  have  the  favourable  thought 
That  to  obey  a  tyrant's  will  they  fought. 
But  that  their  lives  they  wiUingly  ex[io(e. 
Bought  hy  the  Prxtors  to  adorn  their  (liews. 

Yet  fay,  the  ftage  and  lifts  were  both  in  figlit, 
And  you  mu.1  either  chocfc  to  a<fl,  or  light ; 


Death  never  fure  bears  fuc'i  a  ghafrly  fiiape, 
That  a  rank  coward  bafeiy  would  efcape 
By  playing  a  foul  harlot's  jealous  tool, 
Or  a  feign'd  Ar.-drew  to  a  real  fool. 
Yet  a  peer  atftor  is  no  nionftrous  thing,'' 
Since  Rome  has  own'd  a  fidler  for  a  king  : 
After  fuch  pranks,  the  world  itfclf  at  beii 
May  be  imagin'd  nothing  but  a  jeft. 

Go  to  the  lifts  where  feats  of  arms  arefliewn, 
There   you'll   fintj  Gracchus  (from   patrician) 

grown 
A  fencer  and  the  fcandal  of  the  town. 
Not  will  he  the  Mirmillo's  weapons  bear. 
The  niodeft  helmet  he  difdains  to  wear; 
As  P,.etiatius  he  attacks  his  foe  ; 
Firft  waves  his  trident  ready  f  jr  the  throw. 
Next  cafts  his  net,  but  neither  level'd  right, 
He  ftares  about  cxpos'd  to  public  fight, 
Then  places  all  his  fafety  in  his  flight. 
Room  for  the  noble  gladiator  !  Sec 
His  coat  and  hatband  fhew  his  quality. 
Thus  when  at  laft  the  brave  Mirmillio  knew 
'Twas  Gracchus  was  the  wretch  he  did  purfue, 
To  conquer  fuch  a  coward  griev'd  him  more, 
Than  if  he  many  glorious  wounds  had  bore. 

Had  we  the  freedom  to  exprefs  our  mind. 
There's  not  a  wretch  fo  much  to  vice  inclin'd. 
But  will  own,  Seneca  did  far  excel 
His  pupil,  by  whofe  tyranny  he  fell : 
To  expiate  whofe  complicated  guilt. 
With  fome  proportion  to  the  blood  he  fpilt, 
Rome  Ihould  more  ferpents,  apes,  and  facks  pro- 
vide. 
Than  one,  for  the  compendious  parricide. 
'Tis  true,  Oreftes  a  like  crime  did  ai5i: ; 
Yet  weigh  the  caufe,  there's  difference  in  the  faft  : 
He  flew  his  mother  at  the  gods'  command. 
They  bid  him  ftrike,  and  did  diredl  his  hand  ; 
To  punilh  falfehood,  and  appeafe  the  ghoft 
Of  his  poor  father  treacheroufly  loft, 
Juft  in  the  minute  when  the  lluwing  bowl 
With  a  full  tide  enlarg'd  his  chceriul  foul. 
Yet  lull'd  he  not  his  fifter,  or  hi;  v/ife, 
Nor  aini'd  at  any  near  relation's  li!e  ; 
Oreftef,  in  the  heat  of  all  his  rage. 
Ne'er  play'd  or  fuug  upon  a  public  ftage: 
Never  on  verfe  did  his  wild  thoughts  employ, 
To  paint  the  horrid  fcene  of  burning  Troy, 
Like  Nero,  vvho,  to  raife  his  fancy  higher, 
And  finiih  the  great  work,  fet  Rome  on  fire. 
Such  crinus  make  treafon  juft,  and  might  compel 
Virginius,  Vindcx,  Galba,  to  rebel ; 
For  what  could  Nero's  fclf  have  ailed  worfe 
To  aggravate  the  wretched  nation's  curfe  ? 

Thefe  are  the  bleft  endowments,  ftudies,  arts, 
Wiiich  exercifc  our  mighty  Emperor's  parts ; 
Such  frolics  with  his  roving  genius  fuit, 
On  foreign  theatres  to  proftitute 
His  voice  and  honour,  for  the  poor  renown         ~) 
Of  putting  all  the  Grecian  aCt<:rs  down,  ^ 

And  winning  at  a  wake  their  paiftcy-crowr,       j 
Let  this  triumphal  chaplet  find  fome  place 
Among  the  other  trophies  of  thy  race  ; 
By  the  Domitii's  ftatues  fliall  be  laid 
The  habit  and  the  malk  in  which  you  play'd 
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Antigon'^,  or  bold  Thyeftes'  part, 
(White  your  wild  nature  little  wanted  art) 
And  on  the  marble  pillar  fhall  be  hung 
The  lute  to  which  the  Rnyal  Madnjan  fung. 

Who,  Catalitie,  can  boaft  a  nobler  line 
Than  thy  lewd  friend  Cethcgus's,  and  thine  ? 
Yet  you  took  arms,  and  did  by  night  confpire 
To  fet  your  houfes  and  our  gods  on  fire. 
(An  enterprife  whicli  might  indeed  become 
Our  enemies,  the  Gauls,  not  ions  of  Rome, 
To  recompcnce  whofe  barbarous  intent 
Pitch'd  fhirts  would  be  too  mild  a  punifhment)  ; 
But  Tully,  our  w^ife  conful,  watch'd  the  blow, 
With  care  difcover'd,  and  difarm'd  the  foe; 
Tully,  the  humble  mufhronm,  fcarcely  known. 
The  lowly  native  of  a  country  town 
(Who  till  of  late  could  never  reach  the  height 
Of  being  honour'd  as  a  Roman  knight). 
Throughout  the  trembling  oit^'  plac'd  a  guard, 
Dealing  an  equal  fhare  to  every  ward, 
And  by  the  peaceful  robe  got  more  renown 
Within  our  walls,  than  young  Oftavius  won 
By  victories  at  AcSHum,  or  the  plain 
Of  Theffaly,  difcolour'd  by  the  flain  : 
Him  therefore  Rome  in  gratitude  decreed 
The  Father  of  his  Country,  which  he  freed. 

Marius  (another  conful  we  admire) 
In  the  fame  village  born,  fir  ft  plow'd  for  hire  ; 
His  next  advance  was  to  the  foldier's  trade. 
Where,  if  he  did  not  nimbly  ply  the  fpade. 
His  furly  officer  ne'er  fail'd  to  crack 
His  knotty  cudgel  on  his  tougher  back  ; 
Yet  he  alone  fecur'd  the  tittering  fM.te, 
Withftood  the  Cinibrians,  and  redeem'd  our  fate  : 
So  when  the  eagles  to  their  quarry  flew 
(Who  never  fuch  a  goodly  banquet  knew) 
Only  a  fecond  laurel  did  adorn 
His  colleague  Catulus.  though  nobly  born; 
He  fhar'd  the  pride  of  the  triumphal  bay, 
But  Marius  won  the  glory  of  the  day. 

From  a  mean  ftcck  the  pious  Decii  came, 
Small  their  eftates,  and  vulgar  was  their  name  ; 
Yet  fuch  their  virtues,  that  their  lofs  alone 
For  Rome  and  all  our  legions  did  atone ; 
Their  country's  doom  they  by  their  own  retriev'd, 
Themfelves   more  worth  than  all  the  hoft  they 

fav'd. 
The  lali  good  king  whom  v^'illing  Rome  obey'd, 
Was  the  poor  offspring  of  a  captive  maid  ; 
Yet  he  thofe  robes  of  empire  juftly  bore. 
Which  Romulus,  our  facred  founder,  wore  : 
Nicely  he  gain'd,  and  well  pcfleft  the  throne, 
Not  for  his  father's  merit,  but  his  own, 
And  reign'd,  himfelf  a  family  alone. 

When  Tarquin,  his  proud  fucceffor  was  quell'd, 
And  with  him  Luft  and  Tyranny  expell'd. 
The  confuls'  fons  (who  for  their  country's  good, 
And  *)  enhance  the  hjnoyr  of  their  blood. 
Should  have  afferted  what  their  father  won, 
And,  to  confirm  that  liberty,  have  done 
Anions  which  Codes  might  have  wi 
What  might  to  Mutius  wonderful  appear, 
And  what  bold  Clelia  might  with  envy  hear) 
Open'd  the  gates,  endeavouring  to  reftore 
Their  banifh'd  kjirig,  af4  arbitrary  power  ; 
Vol.  VI. 
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Whilft  a  poor  flave,  with  fcarce  a  name,  betray'd 
The  horrid  ills  thefe  well  born  rogues  had  laid ; 
Who  therefore  for  their  treafon  juftly  bore 
The  rods  and  ax,  ne'er  us'd  in  Rome  before. 

If  you  have  ftrength  Achilles'  arnjs  to  bear. 
And  courage  to  fuftain  ai  ten  years  war; 
Though  foul  Therfites  got  thee,  thou  fhalt  be 
More  lov'd  by  all,  and  more  efteem'd  by  me, 
Than  if  by  chance  you  from  fomc  hero  came. 
In  nothing  like  your  father  but  his  name, 

Boaft  then  your  blood,  and  your  long  lineagfe 
flretch 
As  high  as  Rome,  and  its  great  founders  reach  ; 
You'll  find,  in  thefe  hereditary  tales, 
Your  anceftors  the  fcuni  of  broken  jails ; 
And  Romulus,  your  honour's  ancient  fource, 
But  a  poor  fhepherd's  boy,  or  fomething  worfe. 


HORACE,  BOOK  III.  ODE  VII. 

IMITATED. 
I. 

Dear  Molly,  why  fo  oft  in  tears  ? 
Why  all  thefe  jealoufies  and  fears, 

For  thy  bold  Son  of  Thunder  ? 
Have  patience  till  we've  conquer'd  France, 
Thy  clofet  fhall  be  flor'd  with  Nantz  ; 

Ye  ladies  like  fuch  plunder. 
II. 
Before  Toulon  thy  yoke-mate  lies. 
Where  all  the  live-long  night  he  fighs 

For  thee  in  loufy  cabin  : 
And  though  the  Captain's  Cloe  cries, 
"  'Tis  I,  dear  Bully,  pr'ythee  rife" » 

He  will  not  let  the  drab  in. 
III. 
But  fhe,  the  cunning'ft  jade  alive. 
Says,  'tis  the  ready  way  to  thrive, 

By  fharing  feriiale  bounties  : 
And,  if  he'll  be  but  kind  one  night. 
She  vows  he  fhall  be  dubb'd  a  knight. 

When  fhe  is  made  a  countefs. 

IV. 

Then  tells  of  fmooth  young  pages  whipp'd, 
Cafliier'd,  and  of  their  liveries  ftripp'd; 

Who  late  to  peers  belonging, 
Are  nightly  now  compell'd  to  trudgb 
With  links,  becaufe  they  would  not  drudgs 

To  fave  their  ladies  longing. 

V. 

But  Val  the  euniich  cannot  be 
A  colder  cavalier  than  he. 

In  all  fuch  love  adventures : 
Xhen  pray  do  you,  dear  M()lly,  take 
Some  Chriflian  care,  and  do  not  break 

Your  conjugal  indentures. 

VI. 

Bellair  1   (who  does  not  Bellair  know  ? 
The  wit,  the  beauty,  and  the  beau) 

Gives  out  he  loves  yen  dearly  : 
And  many  a  nymph  attack'd  with  Cghs^ 
And  ibft  impertinence  and  noifs, 

Full  ©ft  has  beat  a  parley. 
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But,  pretty  turtle,  when  the  blade 
Shall  come  with  amorous  ferenade, 

Soon  from  the  window  rate  him  : 
But  If  reproof  will  not  prevail, 
And  he  perchance  attempt  to  fcale, 

Difcharge  the  Jordan  at  him. 


HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  IX. 


Verses  immortal  as  my  bays  T  fing. 

When  fuited  to  my  trembling  ftring  : 

When  by  ftrange  art  both  voice  and  lyre  agree 

To  make  one  pleafing  harmony. 

All  poets  are  by  their  blind  captain  led, 

(For  none  e'er  had  the  facrilegious  pride 
To   tear  the   well-plac'd   laurel    from    his   aged 
head.) 
Yet  Pindar's  rolling  dithyrambic  tide 
Hath  flill  this  praife,  that  none  prefume  to  fly 
Like  him,  but  flag  too  low,  or  foar  too  high. 
Still  does  Steflchorus's  tongue 
Sing  fweeter  than  the  bird  which  on  it 
Anacreon  ne'er  too  old  can  grow     [hung. 
Love  from  every  verfe  does  flow  ; 
Still  Sapho's  firings  do  feem  to  move, 
InflrucSing  all  her  fex  to  love. 
II. 
Golden  rings  of  flowing  hair 
More  than  Helen  did  en&iare  ; 
Others  a  prince's  gr^siideur  did  admire. 
And,  wondering,  melted  to  defire. 
Not  only  iJcilful  Teucer  knew 
To  dired;  arrows  from  the  bended  yew. 
Troy  more  than  cncc  did  fall, 
Though  hireling  gods  rebuilt  its  nodding 
Was  S^henelus  the  only  valiant  he,  [wall. 

A  fubjed:  fit  for  lafting  poetry  ? 
Was  Hedlor  that  prodigious  man  alone, 
\\'ho,  to  fave  others'  lives,  expos'd  his  own  i 
Was  only  he  fo  brave  to  dare  his  fate. 
And  be  the  pillar  of  a  tottering  ftate  ? 
No ;  others  bury'd  in  oblivien  lie, 

As  filent  as  their  grave, 
Becaulc  no  charitable  poet  gave 
Their  well  deferved  immortality. 
III. 
Virtue  with  floth,  and  cowards  with  the  brave, 
Are  level'd  in  th'  impartial  grave, 
If  they  no  poet  have. 

But  I  will  lay  my  mufic  by. 
And  bid  the  mournful  firings  in  filence  lie; 
Unlefs  my  fongs  begin  and  end  with  yi'ii. 
To  whom  my  firings,  to  whom  my  fongj,  are  due. 
No  pride  does  with  your  rifing  honours  grow, 
You  meekly  look  on  fupjJiant  crowds  below. 
Should  fortune  change  your  happy  fhitc, 
You  could  admire,  yet  envy  not,  the  great. 
Your  equal  hand  holds  an  unbias'd  Icalc, 
Where  no  rich  vices,  gilded  baits,  prevail : 
You  with  a  generous  hoi.elly  defpiic      ,    , 
What  all  the  meaner  world  fo  dearly  prize.:     ' ' 


ive,  -^ 


Nor  does  your  virtue  difappear, 

With  the  fmall  circle  of  one  fhort-Iiv'd  year  : 

Others,  like  comets,  vifit  and  away  ;  "% 

Your  luftre,  great  as  theirs,  finds  no  decay,  ( 

But  with  the  conftant  Sun  makes  an  eternal  T 

day.  J 

IV. 

We  barbarrufly  call  thofe  blefl,  "V 

Who  are  of  largefl  tenements  pofTefl,  f 

Whilft  fwelling  coffers  break  their  owner's  C 
reft.  J 

More  truly  happy  thofe,  who  can 
Govern  that  little  empire,  Man  ; 
Bridle  their  pafTions,  and  diredl  their  will    [ill ; 
Through  all  the  glittering  paths  of  charming 
Who  fpend  iheir  treafure  freely  as  'twas  given 
By  the  large  bounty  of  indulgent  Heaven  ; 
Who,  in  a  fixt  unalterable  ftate. 
Smile  at  the  doubtful  tide  of  Fate, 
And  fcoro  alike  her  friendfliip  and  her  hate  ; 
Who  poifon  lefs  than  faliehood  fear, 
Loth  to  purchafe  life  fo  dear ; 
But  kindly  for  their  friend  embrace  cold  death, 
And  feal  their  country's  love  with  their  departing, 
breath. 


TRANSIATION  OF  THE  FOLLOWING 
VERSE  FROM  LUCAN. 

"  Vidlrix  caufa  Diis  plaucit,  fed  vicSa  Catoni." 

Tiii  Gods  and  Cato  did  in  this  divide, 

'I'hey  choofc  the  conquering,  he  the  conquer'd  fide. 


TO  MR.  EDMUND  SMITH. 

Mt;N*,  rarely  credit  common  Fame, 
Unheeded  let  her  praife  nr  blame  % 
As  whimfies  guide  the  gofllp  tattles 
Of  wits,  of  beautie-^,  and  of  battles ; 
To-day  the  warrior's  brow  flie  crowns. 
For  naval  fpoils,  and  taken  towns ; 
To-morrow  all  her  fpite  fhe  rallies, 
And  votes  the  viiilor  to  the  gallies. 

Nor  in  her  vifits  can  fhe  fpare 
The  reputation  of  the  fair. 
For  inftance  ; — Chloe'a  bloom  did  boaR 
A  while  to  be  the  reigning  toaft  ; 
Lean  hciSlic  fparks  abundcn'd  bohea. 
And  in  beer  glafles  pledg'd  to  Cloe  ; 
What  fops  of  figure  did  Ihe  bring 
To  the  front  boxes  and  the  ring  .' 
While  nymphs  of  quality  look  lullen. 
As  breeding  wIvcf,  or  moulting  pullcii- 
Ulell  charmer  flic,  till  pryi!)g  Fame 
Incog,  to  Mifs'b  ti'iltt  came  ; 
Where  in  the  gally-pots  Ihe  fpy'J 
/Lillics  and  rofes,  that  'ctcfj^'d ' 
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The  froft  of  age,  \vith  certain  pickles 
They  call — Cof.netics  for  the  freckles  : 
Away  (he  flew  with  what  Ihe  wanted, 
And  told  at  Court  that  Cloe  painted. 

"  Then  who'd  on  Common  Fame  rely, 
"  Whofe  chief  employment's  to  decry  .' 
"  A  cogging;,  fickle,  jilti'.i^  female, 
•'  As  ever  ply'd  ar  fix  in  the  Mall; 
"  The  father  of  all  fibs  begat  her  ' 

K  On  fonie  old  newfman's  fufty  daughter." 

O  Captain  !  Taifcz-vous — 'twere  hard 
Her  novels  ne'er  fhould  have  regard  : 
One  proof  I'll  in  her  favour  give, 
Which  none  but  you  will  riifbeli^ve. 

When  Phcebus  fent  her  to  recite 
The  praifes  of  the  moft  polite, 
Whofe  fceneshave  been,  in  every  age, 
The  glories  of  the  Britilh  ft  age  ; 
Then  (he,  to  rigid  truth  confin'd, 
Yourname  with  lofty  Shakfpeare  join'd; 
And,  fpeaking  as  the  God  direfled, 
The  praife  (he  gave  vsras  unfufpedted. 


TriE  SPELL  *. 


Whene'er  I  wive,  young  StrepFion  cry'd. 

Ye  powers  that  o'er  the  noofe  prefide  ! 

Wit,  beauty,  wealth,  and  humour,  give, 

Or  let  me  ftill  a  rover  live  : 

But  if  all  thefe  no  nymph  can  (hafe,  "^ 

And  I'm  predeftin'd  to  the  fnare,  V 

J^et  mine,  ye  powers  !  be  doubly  fair, .  j 

Thus  pray'd  the  fwain  in  heat  of  blood, 
Whilft  Cupid  at  his  elbow  ftood. 
And  twitching  him,  faid,  Youth,  be  wife, 
Afk  not  impoffibilities : 
A  faultlefs  make,  a  manag'd  wit. 
Humour  and  fortune  never  met : 
Bu'  if  a  beauty  you'd  obtain, 
Court  fomc  bright  Phyllis  of  the  brain, 
The  dear  idea  long  enjoy ; 
Clean  is  the  blifs,  and  will  not  cloy. 
But  truft  me,  youth,  for  I'm  fincere. 
And  know  the  ladies  to  a  hair  : 
Howe'er  fmall  poets  whine  upon  it, 
In  mad'igal,  and  fong,  and  fonnet, 
Their  beauty's  but  a  Spell,  to  bring 
A  lover  to  th'  inchanted  ring  : 
Ere  the  fack  poffet  is  digefted. 
Or  half  of  Hymen's  tapti"  wafted, 
The  winning  air,  the  wanton  trip. 
The  radiant  eye,  the  velvet  lip, 
From  which  you  fragiarit  kifTes  ftole, 
And  feem  to  fuck  her  fpringing  foul— 
Thefe,  and  the  reft,  you  doated  on, 

Are  naufcous  or  infipid  grown ; 
The  Spell  diff.  Ives,  the  cloud  is  gone. 

And  Sachariffa  turns  to  Joan. 

*   Tlija  poem,  with  a  few  alterations,  is  to  be  found  in 
Teuton,  under  tUe  title  of  "  The  Platonic  Spell." 


ELEGY 

'  UPON    THE 

DEATH    OF    TIBULLUS. 

FROM    OVID. 

If  Memnon's  fate,  bewail'd  with  conftant  dew. 
Docs    with  the  day,  his  mother's  grief  renew  ; 
If  her  fon's  death  mov'd  tender  Thetis'  mind 
To  fwell  with  tears  the  waves,  with  fighs  the 

wind  ; 
If  mighty  Gods  can  mortals'  forrow  know. 
And  be  the  humble  partners  of  our  woe  ; 
Niiw  loofe  your  treCfes.  penfive  Elegy, 
(Too  well  your  office  and  your  name  agree) 
Tibullus,  once  the  joy  and  pride  of  Fame, 
Lies  noiv  rich  fuel  on  the  treiibling  flame. 
Sad  Cupid  now  defpairs  of  conquering  hearts, 
Thron  s  by  his  empty  quiver,  breaks  his  darts, 
Eafes  his  ufelefs  bows  from  idle  ftrings. 
Nor  flies,  but  humbly  creeps  with  flagging  wings. 
He  wants,  of  which  he  robb'd  fpnd  lovers,  reft, 
And  woundswith  furious  hands  his  penfive  breaft. 
Thofe  graceful  curls  which  wantonly  did  floW, 
The  whiter  rivals  of  the  falling  fnow, 
Forget,  their  beauty,  and  ia  difcord  lie. 
Drunk  with  the  fountain  from  his  melting  eye. 
Not  more  Eneas'  lofs  the  boy  did  move  ; 
J  .ike  paflions  for  them  both,  prove  equal  love. 
Tibullus'  death  grieves  the  fair  goddefs  more,    "J 
More  fwells  her  eyes,  than  when  the  favage  / 

boar .  r 

Her  beautiful,  her  lov'd  Adonis  tore.  J 

Poets  large  fouls  heaven's  nobleft  (lamps  do 

bear, 
(Poets,  the  watchful  angels'  darling;  care  :) 
Yet  death  (blind  archer)  that  no  difference  knows. 
Without  refped;  his  roving  arrows  throws. 
Nor  Phoebus,  nor  the  Mufes'  queen,  could  give 
Their  fon  their  own  prerogative,  to  live. 
Orpheus,  the  heir  of  both  his  parents'  (kill, 
Tam'd  wondering  beafts,  and  Death's  more  croel 

wiil. 
Linus'  fad  ftrings  on  the  dumb  lute  do  lie, 
In  filence  forc'd  to  let  their  mafter  die. 
Homer  (the  fpring  to  whom  we  poets  owe 
Our  little  all  does  in  fvveet  numbers  flow) 
Remains  immortal  only  in  his  fame; 
His  works  alone  furvive  the  envious  flame. 

In  vain  to  Gods  (if  God«  there  are)  we  pray. 
And  needlefs  vidlims  prodigally  pay, 
Worfhip  their  fleeping  Deities  :    yet  Death 
Scorns  votaries,  and  flops  the  praying  breath. 
To  hallow'd  fhrines  intruding  Fate  will  come. 
And  drag  you  from  the  altar  to  the  tomb. 
Go,  frantic  poet,  with  dclufions  fed, 
.  Think  laurels  guard  your  confecrated  head. 
Now  the  fweet  mafter  of  your  art  is  dead. 
What  can  we  hope  '  fince  that  a  narrow  fpan 
Can  meafure  the  reaiains  of  tliee,  great  man  I 
f  he  bold  rafh  flame  that^durft  approach  fo  nigh, 
And  fee  Tibullu',  and  not  trembling  die, 
Durft  Icjze  on  temples,  aud  their  gods  defy. 
LI  ij 
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Fair  Venus  (fair  ev'n  in  fuch  forrows)  (lands, 
Clofmg  her  heavy  eyes  with  trembling  hands  : 
Anon,  in  vain,  officioufly  ftie  tries  ^ 

To  quench  the  flame  with  rivers  from  her  eyes. 

His  mother  weep'ng  does  his  eye-lids  dofe, 
And  on  his  urn  tcar<;,  her  laft  gift,  beflows. 
His  fifler  too,  with  hair  diflievel'd,  bears 
Part  of  her  mother's  nature,  and  her  tears. 

With  thofe,  two  fair,  two  mournful  rivals  come, 
And  add  a  greater  triumph  to  hi«  tomb  : 
Both  hug  his  urn,  both  his  lov'd  aflies  kifs. 
And  both  contend  which  reap'd  the  greater  blifs. 
Thus  Delia  fpoke  (when  fighs  no  more  could  laft) 
Renewing  by  remembrance  pleafures  paft  : 
"  When  youth  with  vigour  did  for  joy  combine, 
"  I  was  Tibullus'  life,  TibuUus  mine  : 
"  I  cntertain'd  his  hot,  his  firft  defire, 
"  And  kept  alive,  till  age,  his  adlive  fire." 
To  her  then  Nemefis  (when  groans  gave  leave), 
•^  As  I  alone  was  lov'd,  alnne  I'll  grieve  : 
"  Spare  your  vain  tears,  TibuUus'  heart  was  mine, 
*  About  my  neck  his  dying  arms  did  twine ; 
"  1  fnatch'd  his  foul,  which  true  to  me  did  prove: 
••  Age  ended  yours,  death  only  flopp'd  my  love." 

If  any  poor  remains  furvive  the  flames. 
Except  thin  ftiadows,  and  more  empty  names ; 
Free  in  Elyfium  ftiall  Tibullus  rove, 
Nor  fear  a  fecond  death  fhoiild  crofs  his  love. 
There  fhall  Catullus,  crown"d  with  bays,  impart 
To  his  far  dearer  friend  his  open  heart : 


There  Gallus  (if  Fame's  hundred  tongues  ail  lye) 
Shall,  free  from  cenfure,  no  more  raflily  die. 
Such  fhall  our  poets  blefl  companions  be. 
And  in  their  deaths,  as  in  their  lives,  agree. 
But  thou,  rich  urn,  obey  my  ftridl  commands,    * 
Guard  thy  great  charge  from  facrllegicus  hands. 
Thou,  Earth,  Tibullus'  afhes  gently  ufc, 
And  be  as  foft  and  eafy  as  his  Mufe, 


TO    THE    EVENING    STAR. 
EngVtJbed  from  a   Greek  IdyUium. 

Bright  Star  !  by  Venus  fix'd  above, 
To  rule  the  happy  realms  of  love  ; 
Who  in  the  dewy  rear  of  day. 
Advancing  thy  diftinguifli'd  ray, 
Doft  other  lights  as  far  cutfhine 
As  Cynthia's  filver  glories  thine  ; 
Known  by  fuperior  beauty  there, 
As  much  as  Paftorella  here. 

Exert,  bright  Star,  thy  friendly  light. 
And  guide  me  through  the  diifky  night : 
Defrauded  of  her  beams,  the  moon 
Shines  dim,  and  will  be  vanifh'd  footi. 
I  would  not  rob  the  fhepherd's  fold ; 
I  feek  no  mifer's  hoarded  gold  ; 
To  find  a  nymph,  I'm  forc'd  to  flray, 
Who  lately  flole  my  hear:  away. 
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To  which  is  prefixad 
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Philips,  Pomona's  bard,  the  fecond  thou 
Who  nobly  durft  in  rhyme  unfetter'd  verfc 
With  Britijh  freedom  fing  the  Britifli  fong : 
How  from  Silurian  vats,  high-fparkling  wines 
Foam  in  tranfparent  floods ;  fome  ftrong,  to  cheer 
The  wintry  revels  of  the  labouring  hind ; 
And  taileful  fome,  to  cool  the  fununer  hours. 
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THE    LIFE   OF  y.   PHILIPS. 


John  Philips  was  fon  of  Dr.  Stephen  Philips,  Archdeacon  of  Salop,  and  born  at  Bnmpton,  in  Ox- 
furdlhire,  on  the  30th  of  December  1676. 

After  he  had  received  a  grammatical  education  at  home,  he  was  fent  to  Winchefter  fchool, 
where  he  diftinguiftied  himfelf  by  the  fuperiority  of  his  exereifes,  and  endeared  himfelf  to  his  fchool- 
fellows  by  his  civility  and  good-stature. 

It  is  related,  that  he  feldom  mingled  in  play  with  the  other  boys,  but  retired  to  his  chamber, 
where  his  higheft  pleafure  was  to  have  his  hair  combed  by  fomebody;  probably  from  the  fame  ri- 
diculous fancy  that  made  Ifaac  f'tffius  delight  in  having  his  hair  combed  by  barbers,  or  other  per- 
fons  Ikilled  in  the  rules  of  profody,  as  he  himfcjf  relates  in  his  trcatife,  "  De  Poematum  cantu  et 
viribus  Rythmi." 

At  fchool,  he  made  himfelf  mailer  of  the  Latin  and  Greek  languages,  and  was  diftinguifiied  for 
his  happy  imitation  of  the  excellencies  of  the  beft  clafllcal  writers. 

In  1694,  he  was  removed  to  Chrift  Church  College,  Oxford,  where  he  performed  his  academical 
exereifes  with  great  applaufe ;  and  carefully  ftudied  the  works  of  the  ancient  and  modern  poets, 
particularly  the  Paradife  Lojl  of  Milton  ;  vvhofe  founding  words  and  ilately  conllrudion  he  after- 
wards imitated  in  his  own  compofitions.  \ 

He  was  not,  however,  fo  much  addidled  to  the  ftudy  of  poetry,  as  to  negledl;  natural  philofophy ; 
and  as  the  profellion  which  he  intended  to  follow  was  that  of  pbyfic,  he  took  much  delight  in  na- 
tural hillory,  of  which  botany  was  his  favourite  department. 

While  he  refided  at  Chrift  Church,  he  was  efteemed  by  the  moll  eminent  fcliolars  in  the  college  ;. 
at  that  time  in  the  higheft  reputation  ;  and  was  diftinguiilicd  by  the  friendlhip  of  Smith,  author  of 
"  Phazdra  and  Hippolitus  " 

In  1703,  he  publiflied  Tbs  Splendid  Shilling,  a  burlefque  poem,  which  flruck  the  public  attention 
with  a  mode  of  writing,  in  which  the  oppoCtion  between  the  flyle  and  the  fentiment  was  unex- 
pedlcd;  and  the  application  of  Milton's  phrafeology  to  familiar  incidents,  gave  the  words  and 
things  a  new  appearance. 

It  has  the  uncommon  merit  of  being  an  original  fpecimen  of  burlefque,  that  has  loft  nothing  by- 
time,  the  peculiar  manners  of  which  it  did  not,  like  Hudibras,  reprefent,  and  therefore  will  be 
longer  intelligible  than  that  celebrated  poem;  which  is  not  built  on  obfervations  on  nature. 

This  performance  raifed  his  reputation  fo  high,  that  he  was  employed  by  Mr.  St.  John,  after- 
wards Lord  VifcGunt  Bolingbroke,  and  the  Tories,  to  write  a  poem  on  the  Vidory  of  Blenheim, 
probably  in  oppofition  to  Addifon,  who  was  employed  to  write  upon  the  fame  fubjedl  by  Halifax 
and  the  Whigs. 

Accordingly,  his  Blenheim  appeared  in  .1705 ;  and  it  was  not  denied  to  be  a  tolerable_'poem  evtn  by 
tliofe  who  did  not  allow  its  fuperiority  to  the  "  Canipaign"  of  Addifon.     It  is  the  poem  of  ai  fcho-  ■ 
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lar,  written  with  little  comprehenfion  of  the  qualities  neceflary  to  the  co.iipofition  of  a  modcrii 
hero,  which  Addifon  has  difplayed  with  fo  much  propriety. 

In  1706,  he  publiflied  his  greateft  work,  thfi  Poem  on  Cider,  in  two  books,  the  plan  of  which 
he  laid  at  Oxford,  and  afterwards  completed  in  London.  It  was  read  with  univerfal  approbation, 
as  an  imitation  of  Virgil's  Georgic,  which  emulated  the  beauties  of  the  fineft  produdion  of  anti- 
quity. It  continued  long  to  be  read,  and  is  entitled  to  this  peculiar  praife,  That  it  is  founded  in 
truth  ;  that  the  precepts  it  contains  are  exad  and  juft  ;  and  that  it  is  therefore  at  onpe  a  book  of 
entertainment  and  of  fcience. 

About  this  time,  he  wrote  a  Latin  Ode  to  hi$  patron,  St.  John,  in.  return  for  a  prefent  of  wine 
and  tobacco,  which  is  gay  and  elegant,  and  exhibits  feveral  artful  accommodations  of  claffi.c  expref- 
lions  to  new  purpofes. 

He  meditated  a  poem  on  the  Lafl  Day,  the  defign  of  which  his  friend  Smith  had  probably  feen, 
who  thas  fpeaks  of  it  in  the  admirable  Elegy  which  he  wrote  upon  his  deatti. 

"  O  had  relenting  Heaven  projong'd  his  days, 

The  towering  bard  had  fung  in  nobler  lays, 

How  the  laft  trumpet  wakes  the  lazy  dead. 

How  faiiits  aloft  the  ctofs  triumphant  fprcad. 
■'  Well  might  he  fing  the  day  he  could  not  fear, 

'  And  paint  the  glories  he  was  fure' to  wear  !" 

This  work  he  did  not  live  to  finifli ;  a  flow  confumption  and  an  afthmaput  an  end  to  his  life  on  the 
i^th.  of  February  1708,  in  the  3zd  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  in  the  Cathedral  of  Hereford, 
with  an  epitaph  infcribed  upon  his  grave-lone  by  his  mother  ;  and  Sir  Simon  Ifarcourt,  afterwards 
Lord  Chancellor,  erefled  a  monument  to  his  memory,  in  VVeftminftcr  Abbey,  with  a  copious  and 
elegant  infcription,  written  by  Dr.  Atterbury,  though  commonly  given  to  Dr.  Freind. 

Philips  has  been  praifed  by  Dr.  Sewell,  without  contradidion,  as  a  man  modeft,  blamelefs,  and 
pious,  who  bore  narrownefs  of  fortune  vyithout  difcontent,  and  a  tedious  and  painful  iJlnefs  without 
impatience,  beloved  by  all  who  knew  him,  but  not  ambitious  to  be  known. 

His  converfation  is  commended  for  its  innocent  gaiety,  "  He  was  free,  familiar,  and  eafy  with 
his  friends,  but  fomewhat  referved  and  filent  amongft  flrangers  :  he  was  averfe  to  difputes,  an^ 
thought  no  time  fo  ill  I'pent,  and  no  wit  fo  ill  ufcd  as  that  which  was  employed  in  fuch  debates;  his 
whole  life  was  diftinguifhed  by  a  natural  goodnefs,  and  a  well  grounded  and  unafftifted  piety,  an 
univerfal  charity,  and  a  fteady  adherence  to  his  principles ;  no  one  obferved  the  natural  and  civil 
duties  of  life  with  a  flricfter  regard,  whether  a  fon,  a  friend,  or  a  member  of  fociety;  and  he  had 
the  happinefs  to  fill  every  one  of  thofe  parts  without  even  the  fufpicion  either  of  unditifulnefs,  in^ 
llncerity,  or  difrefpecSl.''' 

His  addition  to  the  pleafure$  of  the  pipe  is  mentioned,  with  this  remark,  that  in  all  his  writings, 
except  Blenheim,  he  has  found  an  opportunity  of  celebrating  tobacco. 

His  poetical  charadter  is  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  whofe  unfavourable  opinion  of  blank  verfe  will 
weigh  little  with  readers  uncorrupted  by  literary  prejudices. 

"  His  works  are  few ;  he  unhappily  pleafed  himfelf  with  blank  verfe,  and  fuppofed  that  the 
numbers  of  Milton,  which  imprefs  the  mind  with  veneration,  combined  as  they  are  with  fubjeds  of 
inconceivable  grandeur,  could  be  fuftained  by  images  which  at  moll  can  rife  only  to  elegance. 

*'  He  imitates  Milton's  numbers  indeed,  but  imitates  them  very  injudicioufly.  Deformity  is 
caOly  copied  ;  and  whatever  there  is  in  Milton  which  the  reader  wifhes  away,  all  that  is  obfolete, 
peculiar,  or  licentious,  is  accumulated  with  great  tare  by  Philips.  Thofe  afperities,  therefore,  which 
are  venerable  in  the  ParadiJ's  I  oji,  are  contemptible  in  BUrihtim. 

''  What  fludy  could  confer,  Philips  had  obtained;  but  natural  deficiencc  cannot  be  fupplied.  He 
feems  not  born  to  greatcefs  and  elevation.  He  is  never  lofty  ;  nor  does  he  often  I'urprife  with  unex- 
pected excellence ;  but  perhaps  to  his  lafi  ppem  may  be  applied  what  Tully  laid  of  the  vvork  0^ 
Lucretius,  that  it  >V  ivfitien  luitb  much  art,  though  ivith  few  b'.jfiCi  of  g^nim" 
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TO  W.  BROME,  ESQ^OF  EWITHINGTON,  IN  THE  COUNTY  OF  HEREFORD. 


SIR, 

It  would  be  too  tedious  an  undertaking  at  this 
time  to  examine  the  rife  and  progrefs  of  Dedica- 
tions. The  ufe  of  them  is  certainly  ancient,  as 
appears  both  from  Greek  and  Latin  authors ;  and 
we  have  reafon  to  believe  that  it  was  continued 
without  any  interruption  till  the  beginning  of  this 
century,  at  which  time  mottos,  anagrams,  and 
frontifpieces  being  introduced.  Dedications  were 
mightily  difcouraged,  and  at  laft  abdicated.  But 
to  difcover  precifely  when  they  were  reflored,  and 
by  whom  they  were  firft  ufhered  in,  is  a  work 
that  far  tranfcends  my  knowledge  ;  a  work  that 
can  juftly  be  expe(5led  from  no  other  pen  but  that 
of  your  operofe  Dodlor  Bentley.  Let  us,  therefore, 
at  prefent  acquiefce  in  the  dubioufnefs  of  their 
antiquity,  and  think  the  authority  of  the  paft  and 
prefent  times  a  fufiiclent  plea  for  your  patronizing, 
and  my  dedicating  this  poem  :  efpecially  fince 
in  this  age  Dedications  are  not  only  fafliionable, 
tut  almofl  neceflary ;  and  indeed  they  are  now 
fo  m.uch  in  vogue,  that  a  book  without  one  is  as 
fcldom  feen  as  a  bawdy- houfe  without  a  PraAice 
of  Piety,  or  a  poet  with  money.  Upon  this  ac- 
count, Sir,  thofe  who  have  no  friends,  dedicate  to 
all  good  Chriftians;  fome  to  their  bookfellers ; 
fomej   for  want  of  ^  ft;blunary  patron,   to  the 
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manes  of  a  departed  one.  There  are,  that  hava 
dedicated  to  their  whores :  God  help  thofe  hen- 
pecked writers  that  have  been  forced  to  dedicate 
to  their  own  wives  !  But  while  I  talk  fo  much 
of  other  men's  patrons,  I  have  forgot  my  own  ; 
and  feem  rather  to  make  an  effay  on  Dedications, 
than  to  write  one.  However,  Sir,  1  prefume  you 
will  pardon  me  for  that  fault ;  and  perhaps  like 
me  the  better  for  fayirtg  nothing  to  the  purpofc. 
You,  Sir,  are  a  perfon  more  tender  of  other  men's 
reputation  than  your  own,  and  would  hear  every 
body  commended  but  yourfelf.  Should  I  but 
mention  your  Ikill  in  turning,  and  the  compaffioa 
you  (hewed  to  my  fing.»-s  ends  when  you  gave  me 
a  tobacco-ftopper,  you  would  blulh,  and  be  con- 
founded with  your  juft  praifes.  How  much  more 
would  you,  fhould  I  tell  you  what  a  progrefs  y<^5i- 
have  made  in  that  abftrufe  and  ufeful  language, 
the  Saxon  ?  Since,  therefore,  the  recital  of  your 
excellencies  would  prove  fo  troublefome,  I  (hall 
offend  yOur  modefty  no  longer.  Give  me  leave 
to  fpeak  a  word  or  two  concerning  the  poem,  and 
I  have  done.  This  poem,  Sir,  if  we  confider  the 
moral,  the  newnefs  of  the  fubje(5l,  the  variety  of 
images,  and  the  exadlnefs  of  thefimilitudes  that 
compofe  it,  muft  be  allowed  a  piece  that  was  never 
equalled  by  the  moderns  or  ancients.    Th^  fubjeft 
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ef  the  poem  is  myfelf,  a  fubjeft  never  yet  haudled 
tiy  any  poets.  How  fit  to  be  handled  by  all,  we 
may  learn  by  thofe  few  divine  commendatory 
veries  written  by  the  admirable  Monfieiir  Ic  Bog. 
Yet  fince  I  am  the  fubjeifl,  and  the  poet  too,  I 
fhall  fay  no  more  of  it,  left  I  fhould  feem  vain- 
glorious. As  for  the  moral,  T  have  taken  parti- 
cular care  that  it  fliould  lie  incognito,  not  like  the 
ancients,  viho  let  you  know  at  firfl  fight  they 
defign  fomething  by  their  verfes.  But  here  you 
may  look  a  good  while,  and  perhaps,  after  all,  find 
that  the  poet  has  no  aim  or  defign,  which  muft 
reeds  be  a  diverting  furprife  to  the  reader.  What 
fhall  I  fay  of  the  fimiies,  that  are  fo  full  of  geo- 
graphy, that  you  muft  get  a  Welfhrnan  to  under- 
ftand  them  .'  that  to  raife  our  i<leas  of  the  things 
they  are  applied  to  ?  that  are  fo  extraordinarily 
quaint  and  well  chofen.  that  there's  nothing  like 
them  f  So  that  I  think  I  may,  without  vanity, 
j.dy,  Avia   Pieridi<m  pcragro  loca,   &c.      Yet,  how- 


ever excellent  this  poem  is,  in  the  reading  of  it 
you  will  find  a  vaft  difference  between  fome  parts 
and  others  •  which  proceeds  not  from  your  hum- 
ble fcrvant's  negligence,  but  diet.  This  poem 
was  begun  when  he  had  little  victuals,  and  no 
money;  and  was  finifhed  when  he  had  the  mis- 
fortune, at  a  virtuous  lady's  houfc,  to  meet  with 
both.  But  I  hope,  in  tim.e,  Sir,  when  hunger 
and  poverty  fhall  once  more  be  my  companions, 
to  make  amends  for  the  defaults  of  this  pcem,  by 
an  tfTay  on  Minced  Pies,  which  fhall  be  devoted 
to  you  with  all  f'ubmiifion,  by, 

SlK, 

Your  moft  obliged, 
And  humble  fervant, 

J.    PHILIPS. 
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THE   SPLENDID    SHILLING. 


Sing,  heavenly  Mufe! 


"  Things  unattempted  yet,  in  profe  or  rhyme," 
A  ftiilling,  breeches,  and  chimeras  dire. 


Happy  the  man,  who,  void  of  cares  and  ftrife, 
In  filken  or  in  leathern  purfe  retains 
A  Splendid  Shilling  :    he  nor  hejirs  with  pain 
New  oyfters  cry'd,  nor  Cghs  for  cheerful  ale  ; 
But  with  his  friends,  when  nightly  mifls  arife, 
To  Juniper's  Magpys,  or  Town-hall  *  repairs  : 
"Where,  mindful  of  the  nymph,  whofe  wanton  eye 
Transfix'd  his  foul,  and  kindled  amorous  flames, 
Cloe  or  Phyllis,  he  each  circling  glafs 
Wifheth  her  health,  and  joy,  and  equal  love. 
Meanwhile,  he  fmokes,  and  laughs  at  merry  tale, 
Or  pun  ambiguous,  or  cenundrum  quaint. 
But  I,  wh'  m  griping  penury  furrounds, 
And  hunger,  fure  attendant  upon  want. 
With  fcanty  oifals,  and  fmall  acid  tiff, 
(Wretched  repaft  ! )  my  meagre  corpfe  fuftain  : 
Then  folitary  walk,  or  doze  at  home 
In  garret  vile,  and  with  a  warming  puff" 
Regale  chili'd  fingers;  or  from  tube  as  black 
As  winter-chimney,  or  well-polifli'd  jet, 
jExhale  mundungus,  ill-perfuming  fcent : 
Kot  blacker  tube,  nor  of  a  fliorter  fize. 
Smokes  Cambro-Briton  (vers'd  in  pedigree, 
Sprung  from  Cadwallador  and  Arthur,  kings 
Full  famous  in  ronantic  tale)  when  he 
O'er  many  a  craggy  hill  and  barren  cliff. 
Upon  a  cargo  of  fam'd  Ceflrian  cheefe, 
High  over-ihadowing  rides,  with  a  defign 
To  vend  his  wares,  or  at  th*  Arvonian  mart, 
Or  Maridunum,  or  the  ancient  towd 
i .«  Two  noted  alehoufes  in  Oxford,  i;co. 


Ydep'd  Brechinia,  or  where  Vaga's  flream 
Encircles.  Ariconium,  fruitful  loil  '. 
Whence  flow  nedareous  wines,  that  well  may  vie 
With  Maflic,  Setin,  or  renown'd  Falern. 

Thvs  while  my  joylefs  n.inutes  tedious  flow, 
With  looks  demure,  and  filent  pace,  a  Dun, 
Horrible  monfter  !  hated  by  gods  and  men. 
To  my  aerial  citadel  afcends. 
With  vocal  heel  thrice  thundering  at  my  gate, 
With  hideous  accent  thrice  he  calls  ;  I  know 
The  voice  ill-boding,  and  the  folemn  found. 
What  fliould  I  do  ?  or  whither  turn  .'    Amaz'dj 
Confounded,  to  the  dark  recefs  I  fly 
Of  wood-hole  ;  flraight  my  briftling  hairs  ere<3: 
Through  fudden  fear ;  a  chilly  fweet  bedews 
My  Ihuddering  limbs,  and  (wonderful  to  tell!) 
My  tongue  forgets  her  faculty  of  fpeech; 
So  horrible  he  feems !    His  faded  brow 
Entrench'd  with  many  a  frown,  and  conic  beard, 
And  fpreading  band,  admir'd  by  modern  faints, 
Difaftrous  a(3s  forbode ;  in  his  right  hand 
Long  fcrclls  of  paper  folemnly  he  waves, 
With  characters  and  figures  dire  infcrib'd. 
Grievous  to  mortal  eyes  ;  (ye  gods,  avert     [flalks 
Such  plagues  from  righteous  men  I)  Behind  him 
Another  monfter,  not  unlike  himfelf. 
Sullen  of  afpe(3,  by  the  vulgar  call'd 
A  Catchpole,  whole  polluted  hands  the  gods 
With  force  incredible,  and  magic  charins, ' 
Firft  have  endued  :  if  he  his  ample  palni 
Should  hapi^  on  ill-fated  ihoulder  lay 
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Of  debtor,  ftrait  his  body,  to  the  touch 
Obfequjous  (as  whilom  knights  were  wont) 
To  fome  enchanted  caftle  is  convey'd, 
Where  gates  impregnable,  and  cotrcive  cha'n», 
In  durance  ftri(fl  detain  him,  till,  in  form 
Of  money,  Pallas  fets  the  captive  free. 

Beware  ye  debtors !  when  ye  walk,  beware, 
Be  circumfpedt ;  oft  with  infidious  ken 
The  caitiff  eyes  your  fteps  aloof,  ami  oft 
l.ies  perdue  in  a  nook  or  gloomy  cave. 
Prompt  to  inchant  fonie  inadvertent  wretch 
With  his  unhallow'd  touch.     So  (poets  fing) 
Grimalkin,  to  domeftic  vermin  fworn 
An  everlafling  foe,  with  watchful  eye 
Lies  nightly  brooding  o'tr  a  chinky  gap. 
Protending  her  fell  claws,  to  thoughtlefs  mice 
Sure  ruin.     So  her  difcn-.bowel'd  web 
Arachne,  in  a  hall  er  kitchen,  fpreads 
Obvious  to  vagrant  flies :  fhe  fecret  (lands 
Within  her  woven  cell;  the  humming  prey, 
Regardlefs  of  their  fate,  rufli  en  the  toils 
Inextricable,  nor  will  aught  avail 
Their  arts,  or  arms,  or  ihapes  of  lovely  hue; 
The  wafp  infidious,  and  the  buzzing  drone, 
And  butterfly  proud  of  expanded  wings 
Diflin(Sl:  with  gold,  enrangled  in  her  fnares, 
Ufelefs  refiftance  make  :  with  eager  ftrides, 
She  towering  flies  to  her  fxpe\Sled  fpoils; 
Then,  with  envenom'd  jaws,  the  vital  blood 
Drinks  of  reludlant  foes,  and  to  her  cave 
Their  bulky  carcafes  triumphant  drags. 

So  pafs  my  days.     But,  when  nodurnal  ihades 
This  world  invclop,  and  th'  inclement  air 
Perfuades  men  tu  repel  benumbing  frofts 
With  pleafant  wines,  and  crackling  blaze  of  wood ; 
Me,  lonely  fitting,  nor  the  glimmering  light 
Of  make-weight  eandle,  nor  the  joyous  talk 
Of  loving  friend,  delights  ;  diftrefs'd,  forlorn, 
Amidft  the  horrors  of  the  tedious  night, 
Darkling  I  figh,  and  feed  with  difmal  thoughts 
My  apxious  mind  ;  or  fometimes  mournful  verfe 
Indite,  and  fing  of  groves  and  myrtle  (hades. 
Or  defperate  lady  near  a  purling  flream, 
Or  loTcr  pendent  on  a  v/illow-tree. 
jVIeanwhile  I  labour  with  eternal  drought, 
.And  rsftlefs  wifli,  and  rave  ;  my  parched  throat 
Finds  no  relief,  nor  heavy  eyes  repofe  : 
But  if  a  flumbcr  haply  does  invade 
My  weary  limbs,  my  fancy's  ftill  awake, 
Thoughtful  of  drink,  and  eager,  in  a  dream. 
Tipples  imaginary  pots  of  ak, 
3n  vain;  awake  I  find  the  fettled  fhirft 
Still  gnawing,  and  the  pleafant  phantom  curfe. 

Thus  dp  I  live,  from  pleafurc  quite  debarr'dj 
JJor  tafte  the  fruits  that  the  fuel's  genial  rays 
Mature,  john-apple,  nor  the  downy  peach, 
Nor  walnut  in  rough-furrow'd  coat  feciire, 
Nor  medlar  fruit  delicious  in  decay  ; 
Affliclions  great !  yet  greater  ftill  remain  : 
My  GalligaJkins,  that  have  long  withflood 
The  winter's  fury,  and  encroaching  frofts. 
By  time  fubdued  (what  will  not  time  fubduc  !) 
An  horrid  chafm  difclus'd  with  orifice 
Wide,  difcontinuous  ;  at  which  the  winds 
Eurus  and  Aufter,  and  the  dreadful  force 


Of  Boreas,  that  congeals  the  Cronian  waves, 

Tumultuous  enter  with  dire  chilling  blafts. 

Portending  agues.     Thus  a  well-fraught  ftiip. 

Long  fail'd  fecure,  or  through  th'  jEgean  deep. 

Or  the  Ionian,  till  cruifing  near 

The  Lilybean  fliore,  with  hideous  crufti 

On  Scylla,  or  Charybdis  (dangerous  rocks  I) 

She  ftrikes  rebounding;  whence  the  fhatter'd oak, 

So  fierce  a  ftiock  unable  to  withftand. 

Admits  the  fea ;  in  at  the  gaping  fide 

The  crowding  waves  gufli  with  impetuous  rage, 

Refiftlefs,  overwhelming  ;  hotrors  feize 

The  mariners ;  death  in  their  eyes  appears. 

They  ftare,  they  lave,  they  pump,    they  fwear, 

they  pray: 
(Vain  efforts  !)  ftill  the  battering  waves  rulh  in,    i 
Implacable,  till,  delug'd  by  the  foam,  |{ 

The  Ihip  finks  foundering  in  the  vaft  abyfc.  '" 
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From  low  and  abjeft  themes  the  groveling  Mufe 
Now  mounts  aerial,  to  fing  of  arms 
Triumphant,  and  emblaze  the  martial  ads  | 

Of  Britain's  faero  ;  may  the  verfe  not  fink  ^ 

Beneath  his  merits,  but  detain  a  while 
Thy  ear,  O  Harley*  !   (though  thy  country's  weal  1 
Depends  on  thee,  though  mighty  Anne  requires 
Thy  hourly  counfels)  iince,  with  every  art 
Thyfelf  adorn'd,  the  mean  effays  of  youth 
Thou  wilt  not  damp,  but  guide,  wherever  found. 
The  willing  genius  to  the  Mufes'  feat : 
Therefore  thee  firft,  and  laft,  the  Mufe  (hall  fing. 

Long  had  the  Gallic  monarch,  uncontrol'd, 
Enlarg'd  his  borders,  and  of  humau  force 
Opponent  flightly  thought,  in  heart  elate, 
As  erft  Sefoftris  (proud  Egyptian  king. 
That  monarchs  harnefs'd  to  his  chariot  yokt 
(Bafc  fervitude  !)  and  his  dethron'd  compeers 
Laflit  furious;  they  in  fullen  majefty 
Drew  the  uneafy  load  ;  nor  lefs  he  aim'd 
At  univerfal  fway  :  for  William's  arm 
Could  nought  avail,  however  fam'd  in  war; 
Nor  armies  leagu'd,  that  diverfly  eflay'd 
To  curb  his  power  enormous ;  like  an  oak. 
That  ftands  fecure,  though  all  the  winds  employ 
Their  ceafelefs  roar,  and  only  fheds  its  leaves, 
Or  maft,  which  the  revolving  fpring  rcftores : 
So  ftood  he,  and  alone  ;  alone  defy'd 
The  European  thrones  combin'd,  and  ftill 
Had  fet  at  nought  their  machinations  vain, 
But  that  great  Anne,  weighing  th'  events  of  war 
Momentous,  in  her  prudent  heart,  thee  chofe, 
Thee,  Churchill !  to  dlrecft  in  nice  extremes 
Her  banner'd  legions.     Now  their  priftine  worth 
The  Britons  rccolle<ft,  and  gladly  change 
Sweet  native  home  for  unaccuftom'd  air, 
And  other  climes,  where  different  food  and  foil 
Portend  diftempers;  over  dank,  and  dry. 
They  journey  toilfomc,  unfatigucd  with  length 

» 
#  This  poem  was  infcribed  to  the  Riftht  Honourable 
Robert  Harley,  F.fq.  1705,  then  Speaker  of  tlii;  Houjc.of 
Commons,  a!llSe^;•et«ry  of  StatCi 
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Of  march,  unftruck  with  horror  at  the  fight 

Of  Alpine  ridges  bleak,  high-ftretching  liiils 

All  white  with  fummer's  fnows.     They  go  beyond 

The  trace  of  Englifli  fteps,  where  fcarce  the  found 

OfHenr/'s  arms  arriv'd;  fuch  ftrengthof  heart 

Thy  condaft  and  example  gives  ;  nor  fmall 

Encouragement :  Godolphin,  wife  and  juft» 

Equal  in  merit,  honour,  and  fuccefs, 

To  Burleigh  (fortunate  alike  to  ferve 

The  befl  of  Queens) :  he,  of  the  royal  ftore 

Splendidly  frugal,  fits  whole  nights  devoid 

Of  fweet  repofe,  induflrious  to  procure 

The  foldier's  eafe  ;  to  regions  far  remote 

His  care  extends  ;  and  to  the  Britifli  hoft 

Makes  ravifk'd  countries  plenteous  as  their  own. 

And  now,  O  Churchill !  at  thy  wiftit  approach 

The  Germans,  hopelefs  of  fuccefs,  forlorn. 

With  many  an  inroad  gor'd,  their  drooping  cheer 

New-animated  roufe  ;  not  more  rejoice 

The  miferable  race  of  men,  that  live 

Benighted  half  the  year,  benumb'd  with  frofls 

Perpetual,  and  rough  Boreas'  keenefl  breath. 

Under  the  polar  Bear,  inclement  fky  I 

When  firfl  the  fun  with  new-born  light  removes 

The  long-incumbent  gloom  ;  gladly  to  thee 

Heroic  laurel'd  Eugene  yields  the  prime, 

Nor  thinks  it  diminution,  to  be  rankt 

In  military  honour  next,  although 

Hif  deadly  hand  fhook  the  Turcheflan  throne 

Accurs'd,  and  prov'd  in  far-divided  lands 

Viftorious ;  on  thy  powerful  fword  alone 

Germania  and  the  Belgic  coaft  relies, 

Won  from  th'  encroaching  fea  :  that  fword  great 

Anne 
Fix'd  not  in  vain  on  thy  puiflant  fide. 
When  thee  fii'enroU'd  her  garter'd  knights  among, 
lllullrating  the  noble  lift ;  her  hand 
AfTures  good  omens,  and  Saint  George's  worth 
Enkindles  like  defire  qf  high  exploits. 
Immediate  fie'ges,  and  the  tire  of  war. 
Roll  in  thy  eager  mind  ;  thy  plumy  creft 
Nods  horrible;  with  more  terrific  pert 
Thou  walk'fl,  and  feem'ft  already  in  the  fight. 
What  fpoils,  what  conquefts,  then  did  Albioa 
hope 
From  thy  atchlevements  !  yet  thou  haft  farpaft 
Her  holdell  vows,  exceeded  what  thy  foes 
Could  fear  or  fancy  ;  they,  in  multitude 
Supe»ior,  fed  their  thoughts  with  profpeft  vain 
Of  vi<9:ory  and  rapine,  reckoning  what 
From  ranfom'd  captives  would  accrue.     Thus  one 
Jovial  his  mate  bfifpoke  :  O  friend,  obferve 
How  gay  with  all  th'  accoutrements  of  war 
The  Britonscome,  with  gold  well  fraught,  they 

come 
Thus  far  our  prey,  and  tempt  us  to  fubdue 
Their  rtcreanr  force  ;  how  will  their  bodies  flript 
Enrich  the  viitors,  while  the  vultures  fate 
Their  maws  with  full  repaft  ! — Another,  warm'd 
With  high  ambition,  and  conceit  of  prpwefs 
Inherent,  arrogantly  thus  prefum'd  : 
What  if  this  fword,  full  often  drench'd  in  blood 
Of  bafe  antagonifts,  with  griding  edge 
Should  now  cleave  flieer  the  execrable  head 
Of  Churchill,  m?t  in  arms  I  or  if  this  hand, 


Soon  as  his  army  difarray'd  'gins  fwerve, 

Should  (lay  him  fiying,  with  retentive  gripe. 

Confounded  and  appal'd!  no  trivial  price 

Should  fet  him  free,  nor  fmall  fliould  be  my  pralfe 

']'o  lead  him  (hackled,  and  expos'd  to  fcorn 

Of  gathering  crowds,  the  Briton's  baafted  chief. 

Thus  they,  in  fportive  mood,  their  empty  taunts 
And  menaces  e,xpreft;  nor  cculd  their  prince 
In  arms,  vain  Tailard,  frcim  opprobrious  fpeec.h 
Refrain  :  Why  halt  ye  thus,  ye  Britons  ?  Why 
Decline  the  war  ?  Shall  a  morafs  forbid 
Your  eafy  maKch  ?  Advance ;  we'll  bridge  a  way 
Safe  of  accefs.     Imprudent,  thus  t'  invite 
A  furious  lion  to  his  folds!  That  hoaft 
He  ill  abides;  captiv'd,  in  other  plight 
He  foon  revlfits  Britany,  that  once 
Refplendent  came,  with  flretcht  retinue  girt, 
And  pompous  pageantry  ;  O  haplefs  fate, 
If  any  arm,  but  Churchill's,  had  prevail'd  ! 

No  need  fuch  boafts,  or  exprcbiations  falfo 
Of  cowardice;  the  military  mound 
The  Britifh  files  tranfcend,  in  evil  hour 
For  their  proud  foe?,  tliat  fondly  brav'd  their  fats 
And  .low  on  either  fide  the  trumpets  blew. 
Signal  of  onfet,  refolution  firm 
Infpiring,  and  pernicious  love  of  war. 
The  adverfe  fronts  in  rueful  conflidi  meet, 
ColIe<$ling  all  their  might ;  for  on  th'  event 
Decifive  of  this  bloody  day  depends 
The  fate  of  kingdoms :  with  leis  vehemence 
The  great  competitors  for  Rome  engag'd, 
Casfar,  and  Pompey,  on  Pharfalian  plain?. 
Where  flern  Bellona,  with  one  final  Ilroke, 
Adjudg'd  the  empire  of  this  glabc  to  one. 
Here  the  Bavarian  duke  his  brigades  leads, 
Gallant  in  arms,  and  gaudy  to  beliold, 
Bold  champion  !  brandilhing  his  Noric  blade. 
Beft  temper'd  fleel,  fuccefslefs  prov'd  in  field ! 
Next  Tailard,  with  his  Celtic  infantry 
Prefumptuous  comes;  here  Churchill,  not  fo  prompt; 
To  vaunt  as  fight,  his  hardy  cohorts  joins 
With  Eugene's  German  force.     Now  from  each 
The  brazen  infl.rumtnts  of  death  difcharge 
Horrific  flames,  and  turbid  flreaming  clouds 
Of  fmoke  fulphureous  ;  interrnixt  v/ith  thefe 
I^rge  globous  irons  fly,  of  dreadful  hifs. 
Singeing  the  air,  and  from  long  diftance  bring 
Surprifing  fiaughter ;  on  each  fide  they  fly 
By  chains  connext,  and  with  deftrudive  fweep 
Behead  whole  troops  at  once;  the  hairy  fcalps 
Are  whirl'd  aloof  while  nun)erous  trunks  beftrew 
Th'  enfanguin'd  field  :  with  latent  mifchief  ftor'd 
Showers  of  granadoes  rain,  by  fudden  burft 
Difploding  murderous  bowels,  fragments  of  fteel. 
And  ftoncs,  and  glafs,  and  nitrous  grain  adufi: ; 
I  A  thoufand  ways  at  once  the  fhiver'd  orbs 
Fly  diverfe,  working'torment,  and  foiil  rout 
With  deadly  bruife,  and  galhes  furrow'd  deep. 
Of  pain  impatient,  the  high-prancing  fteeds 
Difdain  the  curb,  and,  flinging  to  and  fro. 
Spurn  their  difmounted  riders;  they  expire 
Indignant,  by  unhoftile  wounds  deftroy'd. 

Thus  through  each  army  death  in  various  fhapes 
'  Prevail'd ;  here  mangled  limbs,  here  brains  and 
j  gore 
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Lie  clotted ;  lifelefs  fonie  :  with  anguifii  thefc 
Gnailiinfj,  and  loud  laments  invoking  aid, 
Unpity"d,  and  unheard  ;  the  louder  din 
Of  guns,  and  trumpets'  clang-,  and  folemn  found 
Of  drums,  o'ercame  their  groans.     In  equal  fcale 
Long  hung  the  fight ;  few  marks  of  fear  were 

feen, 
None  of  retreat.     As  when  two  adverfe  winds, 
fiublim'd  from  dewy  vapours,  in  mid-flcy 
Engage  with  horrid  fhock,  the  ruffled  brine 
Roars  ftormy,  they  together  dafh  the  clouds. 
Levying  their  equal  force  with  utmoft  rage  ; 
Long  undecided  lafts  the  airy  ftn'fe : 
So  they  incens'd;  till  Churchill,  viewing  where 
The  violence  of  Tallard  mofl  prevail'd. 
Came  to  oppofe  his  Haughtering  arm  ;  with  fpeed 
Precipitant  he  rode,  urging  his  way 
O'er  hills  of  gafping  heroes,  and  fall'n  fleeds 
Rolling  in  death  :  deftrudi^n,  grim  with  bl'od, 
Attends  his  furious  courfe.     Him  thus  enrag'd, 
Defcrying  from  afar,  fome  engineer, 
Dextrous  to  guide  th' unerring  charge,  defign'd 
By  one  nice  fliot  to  terminate  the  war. 
With  aim  direcft  the  levell'd  bullet  flew. 
But  mifs'd  her  fcope  (for  Deftiny  withftood 
Th'  approaching  wound)    and  guiltlefs  plough'd 

her  way 
Beneafh  his  courfer  ;  round  his  facred  head 
The  glowing  balls  play  innocent,  while  he 
With  dire  imuetuius  fway  deals  fatal  blows 
Amongft  the  fcatter'd  Gauls.     But  O  !  beware, 
Great  warrior  !  nor,  too  prodigal  of  life, 
Expofe  the  Britifh  fafety  :  hath  not  Jove 
Already  warn'd  thee  t*  withdraw  ?  Referve 
Thyfeif  for  other  palms.     Ev'n  now  thy  aid 
Eugene,  with  regiments  unequal  preft. 
Awaits  ;  this  day  of  all  his  honours  gain'd 
Defpoils  him,  if  thy  fuccour  opportune 
Defends  not  the  fad  hour :  permit  not  thou 
So  brave  a  leader  with  the  vulgar  herd 
To  bite  the  grr.und  unnotted. — Swift,  and  fierce 
As  wintery  flnrm,  he  flies,  to  reinforce 
The  yielding  wing ;  in  Gallic  blood  again 
He  dews  his  reeking  fword,  and  ftrews  the  ground 
With  headlefs  ranks  (fo  .Vjax  interpos'd 
His  fevenfold  fliield,  and  fcreen'd  Laertes'  fon, 
For  valour  much,  and  warlike  wiles,  renown'd. 
When  the  infuking  Trojans  urg'd  him  lore 
With  tilted  ipears)  :  unmanly  dread  invader 
The  French  allony'd;  flrait  their  ufelefs  arms 
They  quit,  and  in  ignoble  flight  confide, 
Unfeeiuly  yelling;  diftant  hills  return 
The  hidoou;  noite.     What  can  they  do  ?  or  how 
Withftand  his  widc-deft»oying  fword  ?  or  where 
Eind  flicker,  thus  rcpuls'd  ?  )3chind,  with  wrath 
Rcfiftlefs,  th'  eager  Entjlifh  champions  prefs, 
Chaftifmg  tardy  flight ;  before  them  roll.-i 
His  current  fwift,  the  Danube  vaft  and  deep. 
Supreme  of  rivers  !  to  the  frightful  brink, 
TJrg'd  by  compulfive  arms,  foon  as  they  reacht, 
New  horror  chill'd  their  veins :  devote  they  faw 
Thcmfclvcs  ti>  wretched  doom  ;  with  tilorts  vain, 
Encdurag'd  by  defpair,  or  obftinate 
To  fall  like  men  iu  arms,  f  ime  dare  reriew 
Feeble  cngagcmcct,  meeting  glorious  fate 


On  the  firm  land  ;  the  reft,  difcomfited, 
And  puflit  by  Marlborough's  avengeful  hand. 
Leap  plunging  in  the  wide-extended  flood. 
Bands  numerous  as  the  Memphian  foldiery 
That  fwell'd  the  Erythrxan  wave,  when  wall'il 
Tlie  unfroze  waters  marvelloufly  flood, 
Obfervanc  of  the  great  command.     Upborne 
By  frothy  billows  thoufands  float  the  ftream 
In  cumbrous  mail,  with  love  of  farther  fliore ; 
Confiding  in  their  hands,  that  fed'lous  ftrive 
To  cut  th'  outrageous  fluent  :  in  this  diftrefs, 
Ev'n  in  the  fight  of  death,  fome  tokens  fhew 
Of  fearlefs  friendfhip,  and  their  finking  mates 
Suftain  :  vain  love,  though  laudable  I  abforb'd 
By  a  fierce  eddy,  they  together  found 
The  vaft  profundity  ;  their  horfc'S  paw 
The  fwelling  furge  with  fruitlefs  toil     furcharg'd^ 
And  in  his  courfe  obftrucSed  by  large  fpoil. 
The  river  flows  redundant,  and  attacks 
The  lingcriug  remnant  with  unufual  tide  ; 
Then  rolling  back,  in  his  capacious  lap 
Ingulfs  their  whole  militia,  quick  immers'd. 
So  when  fome  fweltering  travellers  retire 
To  leafy  fliades,  near  the  cool  funlefs  verge 
Of  Paraba,  Brazilian  ftream  ;  her  tail 
Of  vafl  extcnfion  frmi  her  watery  den, 
A  grifly  Hvdra  fuddenly  fhoots  forth, 
Inlidious,  and  with  curl'd  envenom'd  train 
Embracing  horridly,  at  once  the  crew 
Into  the  river  whirl? .  th'  unweeting  prey 
Entwifted  p-ars,  th'  affrighted  flood  rebounds. 

Nor  did  the  Britifti  fquadr>  ns  now  furceafc 
To  gall  their  fues  o'erwhelm'd;  full  many  felt 
In  the  moiit  element  a  fcorching  death, 
Pierc'd  finking;  ftiroudcd  in  a  dulky  clnud 
The  current  flows,  with  livid  miffive  flames 
Boiling,  as  once  Pergamean  Xanthus  boil'd, 
Inflam'd  by  Vulcan,  when  the  fwift-footed  fon 
Of  Peleus  to  his  baleful  banks  purfued 
The  ftraggling  Trojans :   nor  lefs  eager  drove 
Vidlurious  Churchill  his  defponding  foes 
Into  the  deep  immenfe,  that  many  a  league 
Impurpled  ran,  with  gufliing  gore  diftained. 

Thus  the  experienc'd  valour  of  one  man. 
Mighty  in  conflid,  refcued  harrafs'd  powers 
From  ruin  impendent,  and  th'  afflidled  throne 
Imperial,  that  once  lorded  o'er  the  world, 
Suilain'd.     With  prudent  (lay  he  long  defcr'd 
The  rough  contention,  nor  would  deign  to  rout 
An  hoft  difparted  ;  when  in  union  firm 
Embody'd  they  advanc'd,  colledling  all 
Their  iirength,  and  worthy  feemed  to  be  fubdued  : 
He  the  proud  boafters  fcnt,  with  ftern  aflault, 
Down  to  the  realms  of  Night.     The  Britifti  fouls, 
(A  lamentable  race  1)  that  ceas'd  to  breathe. 
On  Landcn  piaijis,  this  heavenly  gladfome  air. 
Exult  to  fee  the  crowding  gholls  defcend 
Unnumber'd  ;  well  avtng'd,  they  quit  the  cares 
Of  mortal  life,  and  drink  th'  oblivious  lake. 
Not  io  the  new  ii. habitants :  they  roam 
Erroneous,  and  difconfolate  ;  themfelvcs 
Accufing,  and  their  chiefs,  improvident 
Oi  military  chance;  when  lo  !  they  fee, 
i'lirnvigh  -hj  iUni  niift,  in  blooming  beauty  freflij 
Two  lovtly  youths,  that  amicably  walked 
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0'cr  verdant  meads,  and  pleas'd,  perhaps,  revolv'd 
Anna's  late  conquefts  ;  *  one,  to  empire  born, 
Egregious  Prince,  whofe  manly  childhood  fhew'd 
His  mingled  parents,  and  portended  joy 
Unfpcakable  ;  f  thou,  his  aflbciate  dear 
Once  in  this  world,  nor  now  by  fate  disjoin'd, 
Had  thy  preCding  ftar  propitious  flione, 
Should'ft  Churchill  be !  but   Heaven  fevere  cut 

fliort  [boaft 

Their  fpringing  years,  nor  would  this  ifle  fliould 
Gifts  fo  important !  them  the  Gallic  fhades 
Surveying,  read  in  cither  radiant  look 
Marks  of  exceffive  dignity  and  grace. 
Delighted  ;  till,  in  one,  their  curious  eye 
Difcerns  their  great  fubduer's  awful  mien, 
And  correfponding  features  fear ;  to  them 
Confufion  !  ftrait  the  airy  phantoms  fleet, 
With  headlong  hafle,  and  dread  a  new  purfuit. 
The  image  pleas'd  with  joy  paternal  fmiles. 

Enough,  O  Mufe  :  the  fadly-ple^mg  theme 
Leave,  with  thefe  dark  abodes,  and  re-afcend 
To  breathe  the  upper  air,  where  triumphs  wait 
The  conqueror,  and  fav'd  nations'  joint  acclaim. 
Hark !  how  the  cannon,  inofFenfive  now, 
Gives  figns  of  gratulation ;  ftruggling  crowds 
From  every  city  flow;  with  ardent  gaze 
Fixt,  they  behold  the  Britilh  Guide,  of  fight 
Infatiate;  whilft  his  great  redeeming  hand 
lach  prince  affetfts  to  touch  refpeiftful.     See 
How  Pruflia's  King  tranfported  entertains 
His  mighty  gueft  I  to  him  the  royal  pledge, 
Hope  of  his  realm,  commits  (with  better  fate, 
Than  to  the  Trojan  Chief  Evander  gave 
Unhappy  Pallas)  and  entreats  to  fhew 
The  (kill  and  rudiments  aiiftere  of  war. 
See,  with  what  joy,  him  Leopold  declares 
His  great  Deliverer  ;  and  courts  t'  accept 
Of  titles,  with  fuperior  modefty 
Better  refus'd  !  Meanwhile  the  haughty  King 
Far  humbler  thoughts  now  learns  :  defpair,  and 

fear. 
Now  firft  he  feels ;  his  lauf els  all  at  once 
Torn  from  his  aged  head  in  life's  extrema, 
Diftradt  his  foul !  nor  can  great  Boileau's  harp 
Of  various  founding  wire,  be^.  taught  to  calm 
Whatever  paifion,  and  exalt  the  foul 
With  hieheft  ftrains,  his  languid  fpirits  cheer  : 
Rage,  fhame,  and  grief,  alternate  in  his  breaft. 
But  who  can  tell  what  pangs,  what  fliarp  re- 

morfe, 
Torment  the  Boian  prince  ?  from  native  foil 
Exil'd  by  Fate,  torn  from  the  dear  embrace 
Of  weeping  confort,  and  depriv'd  the  light 
Of  his  yoUng  guiltlefs  progeny,  he  feeks 
Inglorious  flielter,  in  an  alien  land  ; 
Deplorable  !  but  that  this  mind  averie 
To  right,  and  infincere,  would  violate 
His  plighted  faith ;  why  did  he  not  accept 
Friendly  compofure  offei'd  ?  or  well  weigh 
With  v/hom  he  niuft  contend  ?  encountering  fierce 
The  S  lymean  Sultan,  he  o'erthrew 
His  moony  troops,  returning  bravely  fmsar'd 
With  Painini  blood  efTus'd;  nor  did  the  Gaul 
Not  find  him  once  a  baleful  foe  :  but  when, 
*  Duke  of  Glouceller,        f  tvJarquis  'K'Clandford. 


Of  counfel  rafh,  new  meafures  he  purfues. 

Unhappy  Prince !   (no  more  a  Prince)  he  fees 

Too  late  his  error,  forc'd  t'  implore  relief 

Of  him,  he  once  defy'd.     O  deftitute 

Of  hope,  unpity'd!  thou  fhould'fl:  firft  have  thoughft 

Of  perfevering  ftedfail ;  now  upbraid 

Tliy  own  incunftant,  ill-afpiring  heart. 

Lo  !  how  the  Noric  plains,  through  thy  default 

Rife  hilly,  v/ith  large  piles  of  flaughter'd  knights, 

Bcft  men,  that  warr'd  ftiU  firmly  for  their  prince 

Though  faithlefs,  and  unfliaken  duty  fhew'd ; 

Worthy  of  better  end.     Where  cities  flood. 

Well  fenc'd  and  numerous,  defolation  reigns, 

And  emptinefs,  difmay'd,  unfed,  unhous'd  ; 

The  widow  and  the  orphan  flrole  around 

The  defert  wide ;  with  oft  retorted  eye 

They  view  the  gaping  walls,  and  poor  remains 

Of  manfions,   once  their    own   (now   loathfome 

haunts 
Of  birds  obfcene),  bewailing  loud  the  lofs 
Of  fpoufe,  or  fire,  or  fon,  ere  manly  prime, 
Slain  in  fad  conflidt,  and  complain  of  fate 
As  partial,  and  too  rigorous  ;  nor  find 
Where  to  retire  thenjfelves,  or  where  appeafe 
Th'  afHi(Sive  keen  defire  of  food,  expos'd 
To  winds,  and  ft,orms,  and  jaws  of  favage  beafts. 

Thrice  happy  Albion  '.  from  the  world  disjoin'd 
By  Heaven  propitious,  blifsful  feat  of  peace ! 
Learn  from  thy  neighbours  miferies  to  prize 
Thy  welfare ;  crown'd  with  Nature's  choiceft  gifs* 
Remote  thou  hear'fl  the  dire  efFedl  of  war, 
Depopulation,  void  alone  of  fear 
And  peril,  whilft  the  difmal  fymphony 
Of  drums  and  clarions,  other  realms  annoys. 
Th*  Iberian  fceptre  undecided,  here 
Engages  mighty  bofts  in  wafteful  ftrife  : 
From  difietent   dimes  the  flower  of  youth  de» 

fcends, 
Down  to  the  Lufitanian  vales,  refolv'd 
With  utmoft  hazard  to  enthrone  their  prince, 
Gallic  or  Auflrian;  havoc  dire  enfue'^. 
And  wild  uproar  :  the  natives  dubious  whom 
They  muft  obey,  in  confternation  wait. 
Till  rigid  conqueft  will  pronounce  their  liege 
Nor  is  the  brazen  voice  of  war  unheard 
On  the  mild  Latian  ftiore  :  what  Cghs  and  tears 
Hath  Eugene  caus'd  !  how  many  widows  curfe 
His  cleaving  faulcheon  !  fertile  foil  in  vain ! 
What  do  thy  paftures,  or  thy  vines  avail, 
Beft  boon  of  Heaven !  or  huge  Taburnus,  cloth 'i 
With  olives,  when  the  cruel  battle  mows 
The  planters,  with  their  harvcft  immature  ? 
See,  with  what  outrage  from  the  frofty  north. 
The  early  valiant  Swede  draws  forth  his  wings 
In  battailous  array,  while  Volga's  ftream 
Sends  oppofite,  in  fhaggy  armour  clad. 
Her  borderers  ;  on  mutual  ilanghter  bent. 
They  rend  their  countries.     How  is  Poland  vest 
With  civil  broils,  while  two  eledted  kings 
Contend  for  fway?  unhappy  nation,  left 
Thus  free  of  choice  !  The  Englifh,  undiflurb'd 
With  fuch  fad  privilege,  fubmifs  obey 
Whom  Heaven  ofdains  fupreme,  with  revcrene^ 

due. 
Not  thraldom^in  fit  liberty  fecurc ; 
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From  fcepter'd  kings,  in  long  defcent  dcriv'd, 
Thou,  Anna,  ruled  ;  prudent  to  promote 
Thy  people's  cafe  at  home,  nor  ftudious  lefs 
Of  Europe's  good  ;  to  thee,  of  kingly  right, 
Sole  arbitrefs  declining  thrones,  and  powers 
Sue  for  relief;  thou  bid'ft  thy  Churchill  go, 
Succour  the  injur'd  realms,  defeat  the  hopes 
Of  haughty  Louis,  unconfin'd  ;  he  goes 
Obfequious,  and  the  dread  command  fulfils, 
Tn  one  great  day.     Again  thou  giv'ft  in  charge 
To  Rooke,  that  he  (hould  let  that  monarch  know, 
The  empire  of  the  ocean  wide  diffus'd 
Is  thine;  behold !  with  winged  fpeed  he  rides 
Undaunted  o'er  the  labouring  main  t'  afferc 
Thy  liquid  kingdoms;  at  his  near  approach 
The  Gallic  navies  impotent  to  bear 
His  volly'd  thunder,  torn,  diflever'd,  feud, 
And  blefs  the  friendly  interpofing  night. 

Hail,  mighty  Queen  !  refcrv'd  by  Fate  to  grace 
The  new-born  age  :  what  hopes  may  we  conceive 
Of  future  years  when  to  thy  early  reign 
Neptune  fubmits  his  trident,  and  thy  a:ms 
Already  have  prevail'd  to  th'  utmoft  bound 
Htfpcrian,  Calpc,  by  Alcidesfixt, 
Mountain  fublimc,  that  cafts  a  (hade  of  length 
Tnimeafurablc,  and  rules  the  inland  waves  ! 
Let  others,  with  infatiate  third  of  rule, 
Invade  their  neighbours  lands,  ncgle<fl  the  ties 
Of  kagues  and  oaths  ;  this  thy  peculiar  praife 
Ee  dill,  to  lludy  right,  and  quell  the  fotxe 
Of  kings  perfidious;  let  then>  learn  from  thee 
That  neither  ftrcrgth,  nor  policy  refin'd. 
Shall  with  fuccefs  be  crown'd,  where  juflicc  failsi 
Thou,  with  thy  own  content,  not  for  thyfelf. 
Subdued  regions,  generous  to  raife 
The  fuppliaiit  knee,  and  curb  the  rebel  neck. 
The  German  boad?  thy  conqueds,  and  enjoys 
The  great  advantage;  nought  to  thee  redounds 
But  fatisfa61ion  from  thy  confcious  mind. 

Auipicions  Queen  I   fince  in  thy  realms,  fecure 
Of  peace  thou  reign'd,  and  vi(5lory  attends 
Thy  didant  enfigns,  with  compafiion  view 
Europe  embtoil'd;  dill  thou  (for  thou  alonis 
Sufficient  art)  the  jarring  klng<loms  ire, 
Reciprocally  ruinous  ;  fay  who 
Shall  wield  th'  Hefperian,  who  the  PoliCh  fword, 
By  thy  decree  ?  the  trembling  lands  fliall  hear 
Thy  voice,  obedient,  ltd  thy  ftourge  fliould  bruife 
Their  ftubborn  necks,  aaid  Churchill,  in  his  wrath, 
Make  them  remember  Blenheim  with  regret. 
•"Thus  fliall  the  nations,  aw'd  to  peace,  extol 
Thy  power,  and  juftice  :  Jealoufies  and  Fears, 
And  Hate  infernal  Uiniih'd,  Ihall  retire 
'J'o  Mauritania,  or  the  Bailrian  coad--, 
On  Tartary,  engendering  difcords  fell 
Amongd  the  enemies  of  truth ;  while  arts 
Pacific,  and  inviolable  love, 
Flourilh  in  Europe.     Hail,  Saturnian  days 
Returning  I  in  perpetual  tenor  run 
Deledtable,  and  ihcd  your  influence  fweet 
On  virtuous  Anna's  head  :  ye  happy  days, 
By  lier  redor'd,  her  jud  defigns  complete, 
And,  mildly  on  her  Ihining,  blefs  the  world  ! 

Thus,  from  the  noify  world  exempt,  with  e«fe 
And  plenty  blcft,  amid  the  mazy  groves. 


(Sweet  folitude  !)  where  warbling  birds  provoke 

The  filenc  Mufe,  delicious  rural  feat 

Of  St.  John,  Englidi  Memmius,  I  prefum'd 

To  fing  Britannic  trophies,  inexpert 

Of  war,  with  mean  attempt;  while  he  inlent 

(So  Anna's  will  ordains)  to  expedite 

His  military  charge  *,  no  leifure  finds 

To  firing  his  charmifig  fliell :  but  when  return'd 

Cotifummate  Peace  (hall  rear  her  cheerful  head; 

Then  fliall  his  Churchill,  in  fublimer  verfe. 

For  ever  triumph ;  lated  times  fhall  learn 

From  fuch  a  Chief  to  fight,  and  Bard  to  fing. 
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O  qui  recifx  finibus  Indicis 
Benignus  herbx,  das  mihi  divitem 

Haurire  fuccum,  et  fauvcolentes 

S^pe  tubis  iterare  fumos ; 

Qui  folus  acri  refpicis  afperum 
Siti  palatum,  proluis  et  mero, 

Dulcem  elaborant  cui  faporem 

Hefperii  pretiumque,  foles : 

Ecquid  reponam  muneris  omnium 
Exors  bonorum  ?  prome  reconditum, 
Pimplaja,  carmen,  defidefque 
Ad  numeros,  age,  tende  chordas. 

Fcrri  fecunda  mens  avet  impetu, 

Qua  cygniformes  per  liquidum  sethera, 

Te,  diva,  vim  prxbente,  vates 

Esplicuit  venufinus  alas : 

Solers  modorum,  feu  pucrum  trucem, 
Cum  matre  flava,  feu  caneret  rofas 
Et  vina,  cyrrhaeies  Hetrufcum 
Rite  beans  equitem  fub  antiis. 

At  non  Lyxi  vis  gencrofior 
Affluxit  illi ;  faepe  licet  cadum 

Jadlet  Falernum,  fjepe  Chiae 

Muncra,  la;titianique  tcilse. 

Patronus  illi  non  fuit  artium 
Celebriorum  ;  fed  nee  amantior 

Ncc  charws  xquc.     O  !  qu.-e  medulla? 

Flamma  fubit,  tacitolque  fenfus  ! 

Pertentat,  ut  teque  et  tua  munera 

Gratus  recorder,  mercurialium 

Princeps  virorum  !  ct  ipfe  Mufx 
Cultor,  ct  ufquc  colende  MuDs  ', 

Sed  me  minantcm  grandia  deficit 

Receptus  xgrc  fpiritus,  ilia 

Dunn  pulfat  ima,  ac  inquieltim 
I'alTius  agens  fine  niore  pcdtus. 

*  He  Wis  tl:en  Secretary  of  Wai'. 


Alte  petito  quaffat  anhelitu  ; 

Funefta  plan^,  ni  mihi  baifamum 
Diftillet  in  vcnas,  tuasque 
Lenis  opera  (erat  hauftus  uvse. 

Hanc  fumo,  parcis  et  tibi  poculis 
Libo  falutcm  ;  quin  precor,  optima 
Ut  ufqae  conjux  fofpitetur, 
Perpetuo  recreans  amore. 

Te  confulentem  militiae  fuper 
Rebus  togatutn.     Maifte  !  tori  decus, 
Formofa  cui  FrancLfca  ceffit, 
Grille  piacens,  niveoque  collo  1 

Quatn  Gratiarum  cura  decentium 
O  !  O  !  labellis  cui  Venus  infidet ! 
Tu  forte  felix  :  me  Maria 
Macerat  (ah  miferum  1)  vidcndo 

Maria,  quse  me  fidereo  tuens 
Obliqua  voltu  per  medium  jecur 
Trajecit,  atque  excuflii:  nmnes 
Protinus  ex  animo  puellas, 

Hanc  uUa  mentis  fpe  mihi  mutus 
Utcunque  decit,  nodle,  die  vi^il 

Sufpiro  ;  nee  jam  vina  fomnos 
Nee  revocant,  tua  dona,  fumi. 
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0  THOD,  from  India's  fruitful  foil, 

That  doft  that  fovereign  herb  f  prepare, 
In  whofe  rich  fumes  I  lofe  the  toil 

Of  life,  and  every  anxious  care  : 
While  from  the  fragrant  lighted  bowl 

1  fuck  new  life  into  my  foui. 


Thou,  only  thou  1  art  kind  to  view 

The  parching  flames  that  1  fuftain  ; 
Which  with  cool  draughts  thy  cafes  fubdue, 

And  wafh  away  the  thirfty  pain 
With  wines,  whofe  ftrength  and  tafl.e  we  prize, 
From  I.atian  funs  and  nearer  fkies. 

O  !  fay,  to  blefs  thy  pious  love. 

What  vows,  what  offerings,  fhall  I  bring  ? 
Since  1  can  fpare,  and  thou  approve 

No  other  gift,  O  hear  me  fing ! 
In  numbers  Phcebus  does  infiiire. 
Who  firings  for  thee  the  charming  lyre. 

Aloft,  above  the  liquid  fliy, 

I  flretch  my  wing,  and  fain  would  go 
Where  Rome's  fweec  fwain  did  v/hi!oni  fly  ; 

And  foaring,  left  the  clouds  below ; 

♦  This  piece  was  trannited  by  the  Reverend  Thomas 
Kewco  nb,  M.  A,  ot  Corpui  Chrilti  College,  Oxon. 
f  Tobacco. 
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The  Mufe  invoking  to  endue 

With  ftrength  his  pinions,  as  he  flew. 

Whether  he  fings  great  Be.uty's  praife. 
Love's  gentle  pain,  or  tender  woes  ; 

Or  chooffi,  the  fubjeift  of  his  lays. 

The  bluftiing  grape,  or  blooming  rofe ! 

Or  near  cool  Cyrrha's  rocky  fprings 

Mxcenas  liftens  while  he  Cngs. 

Yet  he  no  nobler  draught  cnu'.d  boaft. 
His  Mufe  or  mufic  to  infpire. 

Though  all  Falernum's  purple  coaft 
Flow'd  in  each  glafs,  to  lend  him  fire ; 

And  on  his  tables  us'd  to  fmile 

The  vintage  of  rich  Ohio's  ifie. 


Mscenas  deign'd  to  hear  his  fong?, 

His  Mufe  extoU'd,  his  voice  approv'd  : 

To  thee  a  fairer  fame  belongs. 

At  once  more  pleafing,  more  belov'd. 

Oh  !  teach  my  heart  to  bound  its  flam.'. 

As  I  record  thy  love  and  fame. 

Teach  me  the  pafiion  to  reftrain. 
As  I  my  grateful  homage  bring ; 

And  lad  in  Phoebus'  humble  train, 
The  firft  and  brlgh:eft  genius  fing; 

The  Mufes  favourite  plcas'd  to  live. 

Paying  them  back  the  fains  they  give. 

Bat  oh !  as  greatly  I  afpire 

To  tell  my  love,  to  (peak  thy  praife, 
Boafting  no  more  its  fprightly  fire. 

My  bofom  heaves,  my  voice  decays  ; 
With  pain  I  touch  the  mournful  ftring, 
And  pant  and  languifh  as  I  fing. 

Faint  Nature  now  demands  that  breath, 
That  feebly  ft:rive-i  thy  worth  to  fing  ! 

And  would  be  hufli'd,  and  lofl:  in  death* 
Did  not  thy  care  kind  fuccours  bring  i 

Thy  pitying  calks  my  foul  fudain, 

And  call  new  life  in  every  vein. 
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The  fobcr  glafs  I  now  behold. 

Thy  health,  with  fair  Francifca's  join» 
Wilhing  her  cheeks  may  long  unfold 

Such  beauties,  and  be  ever  thine ; 
No  chance  the  tender  joy  remove. 
While  llie  can  pleafc,  and  thou  canft  love* 

Thus  while  by  you  the  Erlciui  arms 
Triumphs  and  diftant  fame  purfud  ; 

The  yielding  Fair  refigns  her  eharms. 
And  gives  you  leave  to  conquer  too  ; 

Her  fnovi'y  neck,  her  bread,  her  eyes. 

And  all  the  nymph  becomes  yoar  prize. 

V/hat  comely  grace,  what  beauty  fmiles  I 
Upon  her  lips  what  fweetnefs  dwells  i 

No:  Love  himfclf  fu  oft  beguiles. 
Nor  Venus  felf  fo  much  excels. 

What  different  fates  our  piiffions  fhare, 

While  you  enjoy,  and  [  defpair  ! 
M  m 
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•  Maria's  form  as  I  furvej', 

Her  fmilea  ^  thoufand  wound?  impart: 
Each  feature  ftcals  my  foul  away, 

Each  glance  deprives  fiie  of  my  heart ! 
And  cliacing  tlience  each  other  Fair, 
Leaves  her  own  image  on!)-  there. 
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Although  my  anxious  breail  defpai'r, 
Atid  fighing,  liopes  no  kind  return 

Yet,  for  the  lov'd  relentlefs  Fair, 
By  night  I  wake,  by  day  I  burn  ! 

Nor  can  chy  gifts,  foft  Sleep,  fupply, 

Or  footh  my  pains,  or  clofe  my  eye. 
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A  POEM,  IN  TWO  BOOKS. 


Honos  erit  huic  quoque  Porno  I"     Vjrg, 


BOOK      L 


VViiAT  foil  the  appleloves,  what  care  is  due 
To  orchats,  timeliell  when  to  prefs  the  fruits, 
Thy  gift,  Pomona,  in  Miitonian  verfe 
Adventurous  1  prefume  to  fi:ig;  of  verfe 
Nor  fkiil'd,  nor  ftudious  ;   but  my  native  foil 
Jnvites  me,  arid  the  theme  as  yet  unfung. 

Yc  Ariconian  knights,  and  fairefl  dames, 
'i'o  whom  propitious  Heaven  thefe  Lltfiings  grants, 
^Vttend  my  lays,  nor  hence  difdain  to  learn. 
How  Nature's  gifts  may  be  improv'd  by  art, 
yVnd  thou,  O  Moftyn,  whofe  benevolence, 
y\nd  csuvionr,  oft  expeiienc'd,  me  vouchfaf'd 
To  knit  in  frienJlhip,  growing  ftill  wirh  years. 
Accept  this  pledge  of  gratitude  and  love. 
May  it  a  iafling  monument  remain 
Of  dear  refpecfi ;  that,  wlien  this  body  frail 
Ts  mouldcr'd  info  dull,  and  I  become 
As  I  had  never  been,  late  times  may  know 
]  once  was  blefs'd  in  fuch  a  matehlefs  friend  ! 

Whoe'er  cxpeifls  his  labouring  trees  Ihouldbend 
With  fruitage,  and  a  kindly  harveft  yield, 
Be  this  his  firft  concern,  to  find  a  traiil 
Tinpcrvious  to  the  winds,  begirt  with  hills 
That  intercept  the  Hyperborean  blafts 
'i'cmpeftuous,  and  cold  Eurus'  nipping  force. 
Noxious  to  feeble  buds  :  but  to  the  well 
J^et  him  free  entrance  grant,  let  Zephyrs  bland 
AdminiHer  their  tepid  genial  airs; 
Nought    fear   he   from   the    weft,   whofc   gentk 
warmth 
-Difclofes  well  the  earth's  all-teeming  womb, 
Invigorating  tender  feeds;  v^hofc  breath 
Nuituicb  the  Orange,  and  ti:e  Citron  groves, 

*  ^V:"  \'"'>'  "'^"*'  ''*ug'!tcr  o(  tlic  btc  rrinrifil  of  Bra- 
Ben  Nofe  CoUCic,  Oxou. 


Hefperian  fruits,  and  wafts  their  odors  fwect 
Wide  through  the  air,  and  diftantfliores  perfumes. 
Nor  only  do  the  hills  exclude  the  winds  r 
But  when  the   blackening   clouds   in   fprinkling 

fhowers 
Diftil,  from  the  hipli  fummits  down  the  rain 
Runs  trickling  ;  with  the  fertile  mnifturc  cheer'J, 
The  orchats  Imile  ;  joyous  the  fjrmers  fee 
Their  thriving  plants,  and  blefs  the  heavenly  dew. 

Next  let  thi  J  lanter,  wirh  difcrction  meet. 
The  force  and  genius  of  each  foil  explore  ; 
To  what  adapted,  what  it  fhuns  averfe  : 
Without  this  neceffary  care,  in  vain 
He  hopes  an  apple  vintage,  and  invokes 
Pomona's  aid  in  vain.      The  miry  fields. 
Rejoicing  in  rich  mold,  mod  ample  fruit 
Of  beauteous  form  produce  ;  plc.iUng  to  fight. 
But  to  the  tongue  inelegant  and  fiat. 
So  Nature  h.as  decreed :  fo  ol't  we  fee 
Men  pafling  fair,  in  outward  lineaments 
Klaborate  ;  lefs,  inwardly,  exaifl. 
Nor  from  the  fable  giound  eipcd  fuccefs, 
Ni<r  from  cretaceous,  ftubborn  and  jejune  ; 
The  Muft,  (if  pallid  hue,  declares  the  foil 
Devoid  of  fpirit;  wretched  he,  that  quaffs 
Such  wheyifh  liquors ;  oft  with  colic  pangs. 
With  pungent  colic  pangs  diftrefs'd  he'll  roar, 
Ami  tofs,  and  turn,  and  curfe  th'  unwholcfome 

draught. 
But,  farmer,  look  where  full-car'd  fhcaves  of  rye 
Orow  wavy  on  the  tilth  ;  that  foil  feUdl 
For  apples;  thence  thy  induftry  fhall  gain 
Tenfold  rcw.ird  ;  thy  gainers,  thence  with  flore 
Surcharg'd,  fliall  burft:  thy  prtfs  with  purell  juice 
ShjU  ilow,  which,  in  revolving  years,  may  try 
1 1  y' feeble  feet,  and  bind  thy  faUcring  tongue. 
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Hj^h  is  the  Kentchurch,  fuch  Dantzeyan  ground, 
S'lcli  thine,  O  learned  Brome,  and  Capel  I'uch, 
Willifian  Burlton,  much-Iov'd  Geers  his  iVIarfti, 
And  Sutton-acres,  drench'd  with  regal  blood 
Of  Ethelbcrt,  when  to  th'  unhallovv'd  t'eall 
Of  iVIetcian  Offa  he  invited  came, 
To  treat  of  fpoufals  :  long  ciinnuhial  joys 
He  promis'd  to  himfelf,  allur'd  by  fair 
Elfrida's  beauty;  but  deluded  dy'd 

In  height  of  hopes oh  !  hardcft  fate,  to  fall 

13y  Ibew  of  friendfhip,  and  pretended  love  ! 

I  nor  advife,  nor  reprehend  the  choice 
Of  Marcley-hill ;  the  apple  no  where  finds 
A  kinder  mold  :   yet  'tis  unfafe  to  truft 
Deceitful  ground  :  who  knows  but  that, once  more, 
This  mount  may  journey,  and,  his  prefent  fite 
Forfaking,  to  thy  neighbour's  bounds  transfer 
The  goodly  plants,  affording  matter  fttange 
For  law  debates  *  ?  if  therefore  thou  incline 
■To  dock  this  rife  with  fruits  of  various  taftes, 
Fail  not  by  frequent  vows  t'  implore  (utcef?. ; 
Thus  piteous  Heaven  may  fix  the  wandering  glebe. 

But  if  (for  Nature  doth  not  fhare  alike 
Her  gifts)  an  happy  foil  fnould  be  withheld ; 
If  a  penurious  clay  fhould  be  thy  lot, 
Or  ri  ugh  unwieldy  earth,  nor  to  the  plough, 
JMor  to  the  cattle  kind,  with  fandy  ilones 
And  gravel  o'er-abounding,  think  it  not 
BeUifath  thy  toil ;  the  fturdy  pear-tree  here 
Will  rife  luxuriant,  and  with  toughcft  root 
Pierce  the  obftrudling  grit,  and  reftive  murle. 
Thus  nought  is  ufelefs  made  ;  rior  is  there  landj 
But  what,  or  of  itfelf,  or  elfe  compell'd, 
Affords  advantage.     On  the  barren  heath 
The  fhepherd  tends  his  flock,  that  daily  crop 
Their  verdant  dinner  from  the  nioffy  tutf. 
Sufficient  ;  after  them  the  cackling  goofe, 
Clofe-grazcr,  finds  wherewith  to  eafc  her  want. 
What  fliould  I  more  ?  Kv'n  on  the  cliffy  height 
Of  Penmenmaur,  and  that  cloud-piercing  hill, 
Plinlimmon,  from  afar  the  traveller  kens 
Aflonilh'd,  how  the  goats  their  (hrubby  browze 
Gnaw  pendent ;  nor  untrembling  canfl  thou  fee, 
How  from  a  fcraggy  rock,  whofe  prominence 
Half  uvcrfhades  the  ocean,  hardy  men, 
Fearlefs  of  rending  winds,  and  daihmg  waves, 
Cut  famphire,  to  exciie  the  fqueamifh  gufl 
Of  pamper'd  luxury.     Then,  let  thy  groiind 
Not  lie  unlabor'd  ;  if  the  richell  iltm 
Refufe  to  thrive,  yet  who  wotild  doubt  to  plant 
Somewhat,  that  may  to  human  ufe  redound, 
And  penury,  the  worft  of  ills,  remove  .' 

There  are,  who,  fondly  fludious  of  increafe, 
Rich  foreign  mold  on  their  ill-natur'd  land 
Induce  laborious,  and  with  fattening  muck 

*  February  the  Teventli,  1571,  atfix  o'clock  In  tlieevcn- 
ing,  tills  liiil  roufed  itfelf  with  a  roxrinf;  noife.and  by  fever, 
the  next  morninf;  had  moved  forty  p.iccsj  it  kept  niovjn|; 
for  three  dsys  together,  carrying  witli  it  (hecp  in  their 
cotes,  hedije-rov.-s  and  trees,  snd"  in  its  pana;;c  overthrew 
Kinnalion  Chappie,  and  turned  two  highways  near  an  hun- 
dred yards  iroin  tlieir  former  politicn.  Tiie  ground  thus 
moved  v.as  about  tv.enty.fix  acres,  which  opened  itfelf, 
and  carried  the  earth  before  it  lor  four  hundred  yards 
fpace,  leaving  that  wliich  was  patture  in  the  placeofthe 
lillaRe.Knd  the  tillage  riverfpfeitd  with  pallure.  SeeSpeei'N 
Accoun:  of  MereforilirJrc,  nage  49,  and  C.imden'i  Ilri- 
tannia. 


Befmt;ar  the  roots ;  in  vain  I  the  tturfling  grove 
Seems  fair  a  while,  cherifh'd  with  fofter  earth : 
But  when  the  alien  compoft  is  exhault, 
Its  native  poverty  again  prevails. 

I'hongh  this  art  fails,  defpond  not ;  little  pains. 
In  a  due  hour  emplny'd,  great  profit  yield. 
Th'  induftrious,  when  the  fun  in  Leo  rides, 
And  darts  his  fultriell  bfeams,  portehdiiig  drought, 
Forgets  not  at  the  foot  of  every  plant 
To  fink  a  circling  trench,  and  daily  pour 
A  jufl  fupply  of  alimental  flfeariis, 
Exhaulled  fap  recruiting ;  elfe  falfe  hopes 
He  cheriflies,  nor  will  his  fruit  expecfl 
Th'  .lutumnal  feafjn,  blit,  in  funiiiier's  pride, 
When  other  orchats  fmile,  abortive  fail. 

Thus  the  great  light  of  heaven,  that  in  hiscoiirfc 
Survoys  and  quickens  all  things,  often  proves 
Noxious  to  planted  fields,  and  ol'ten  men 
Perceive  his  influence  dire  ;  fwelrering  rhey  run 
To  grots,  and  caves,  and  the  cool  umbrage  feck 
Of  woven  arborets,  arid  oft  the  rills 
Still  (beaming  frefh  revifit,  to  allay 
Third  incxtingiiifhable  :  but  if  the  fpring 
Preceding  fhould  be  deftitute  of  raio, 
Or  Iliad  feptentrional  with  brufliirig  wirigs 
Sweep  up  the  fmoky  miftS,  And  vapour.s  dampj 
Then  woe  to  mortals  !  Titan  then  exerts 
His  heat  intenfe,  and  on  our  vitdls  preys; 
Then  maladies  of  various  kinds,  and  names 
Unknown,  nialignarit  fevers,  and  that  foe 
To  blooming  beauty,  -ivhich  imprints  the  face 
Of  laifeft  nymph,  and  checks  our  growing  love, 
Rtign  far  and  hear;  grim  Death  in  different  fhapea 
Depopulates  the  nations  ;  thoufands  fall 
His  vijftiriis ;  youths,  and  virgins.,  ih  thfeir  flowef, 
RelutSant  die,  and  fighirig  leave  their  loves 
Uiifinifh'd,  by  infetfti  us  heaven  dtftroy'd. 

Such  heats  prevail'd,  when  fair  Eiiza,  laft 
Of  W^inchomb's  name  (next   thee  in   blood  arid 

worth. 
Of  fait-eft  Saint  John  !)  left  this  toilfomfe  world 
In  beauty's  prime,  and  fadden'd  all  the  year  : 
Nor  could  her  virtues,  nor  repeated  vows 
Of  thoufand  lover^,  the  rclentlefs  hand 
Of  Death  arrefl ;  fhe  with  the  vulgar  fell, 
Oniy  diftiiiguifh'd  by  this  humble  vei-fe. 

But  if  it  pleafe  the  fun's  intemperate  force 
To  know,  attend  ;  whilfl  I  of  ancient  fame 
The  annals  trace,  and  image  to  thy  mind. 
How  our  forefathers,  (lucklefs  men  !)  higiilft 
By  the  wide-yawning  earth,  to  St\gian  (hades 
Went  quick,  in  one  fad  fepuichre  inclos'd. 
In  tider  days,  ere  yet  the  Rom^n  bands 
■"Viiftcrlous,  this  our  other  world  fubdued, 
A  fpacious  city  flood,  with  firmed  walls 
Sure  moundedj'and  with  numerous  turrets  crown'd. 
Aerial  fpires,  and  citadels,  the  feat 
01  kings,  and  heroes  refolute  in  war, 
Fam'd  Ariconiuni  :  uncentroul'd  and  fi'ee. 
Till  all  fubduing  Latian  arms  prevail'd. 
Then  alfo,  though  to  foreign  yoke  fubmifs. 
She  undemolifli'd  flood,  and  ev'n  till  now 
Perhaps  had  ftood>  of  ancient  Brltifh  art 
A  pleafii  g  monument,  not  lef^  admir'd 
Than  what  from  Attic,  cr  Etiufcan  hands 
M  m  jj 
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Arofe  ;  had  not  the  heavenly  powers  aveife 
Decreed  her  final  I'.oom     f^-r  now  the  fields 
Labour'd  with  thirf^  ;  Aquarius  had  not  (hcd 
His  wonted  fhcwers,  and  Sirius  parch'd  with  heat 
Solftitial  the  green  herb  :  herce  'jran  relax 
The  grounds  contexture,  hence  Tartarian  dregs, 
Sulpluir,  and  nitrous  fpume,  enkindling  fierce, 
feellow'd  within  their  darkibme  caves,  by  far 
JWorc  difnial  than  the  loud  difplcrded  roar 
Of  brazen  enjrinry,  that  cealelcfs  ftorm 
The  badion  of  a  well-built  city,  deem'd 
ImprejMiable  :  th'  infernal  whids,  till  now 
Clofely  imprifon'd,  Iry  Titanian  vv'armth 
Diiatiiie,  and  wi'h  unfiucus  vapours  fed, 
Difdain'd    their   narrow    cells;     and,    their   full 

flrergth 
Coue(Sling,  ircm  beneath  the  folid  niafs 
Upheav'd,  ar.d  all  her  caftles  rooted  deep 
Shook  from  their  loweft  feat :  old  Vr.ga's  flream, 
Forc'd  by  the  fuddc n  fhock,  her  wonted  t^ack 
Pcrfoi  k,  r.nd  drew  her  humid  train  aflcpe, 
Grar.kiingher  banks  :  ar.d  now  the  lowring  fcy, 
And  baleful  li^^htning,  and  the  thunder,  voice 
Of  angry  Gods,  that  rattled  iulen-'n,  difmay'd 
The  iinking  hearts  of  men.     Where  fhould  they 

turn 
Diflrels'd  ?  whence  feek  for  aid  ?  when  from  below 
Hell  threatens,  and  ev'n  Fate  fupreme  gives  figns 
Of  wrath  and  def'-Iation  ?  vain  were  \c.\ws, 
And  plaints,  and  fuppliant  hands  to  Heaven  eredl! 
Yet  fome  to  fanes  rcpair'd,  and  humble  rites 
Perform'd  to  Thor,  and  Woden,  fabled  gods, 
Who  with  their  votaries  in  one  ruin  (har'd, 
Crufli'd,  and  o'trwhelm'd.  Others  in  frantic  mood 
Run  howling  through  the  flrcets,  their  hideous 

yells 
Rend  the  dark  welkin;  Horror .llalks  around. 
Wild-flaring,  and  his  fad  concomitant, 
Defpair,  of  abjeA  look  :   at  every  gate 
The  thronging  populace,  with  hafty  flrldcs 
Prtfs  furious,  and,  too  eager  of  ifcapc, 
Obftruft  the  eafy  way  ;  the  rocking  town 
SuppUints  their  footReps  ;   to  and  fro  they  reel 
Aftonifli'd,  as  o'crcharg'd  with  wine  ;  when  lo  ! 
The  ground  &du(l  her  riven  mouth  difpaits, 
lloiriblc  chafni;  profound  !  with  fwift  dclcent 
Old  Aricnnium  finks,  and  all  lier  tribes. 
Heroes,  and  fenators,  down  to  tlie  realms 
Of  ondlefs  r.i;iht.     Meanwinlc  the  loofen'd  winds 
Infuriate,  molten  rocks  and  flaming  globes 
Hurl'd  high  above  the  clouds;  till  uli  their  force 
Confutn'd,  her  ravcucus  jav.s  th'   earth   fatiate 

clcsd. 
Thus  this  fair  city  fell,  of  which  the  name 
Survives  alone  ;  nor  i:.  there  found  a  mark, 
'  Whereby  the  curious  pafltnger  may  learn 
H-r  ample  fitc,  favc  coins,  cuid  mouldering  urns, 
A;>«!  huge  unwieldy  bones,  lulling  remains 
Of  thr.tV''R'^n''<^  '■''^'^  5  v,hich,  a-,  he  breaks 
The  el.itud  j';Ubc,  the  pjownian  haply  finds, 
Appall'd.     Upon  that  trcaclierons  track(of  land, 
She  whil-^mc  ftood ;  now  Ceres,  in  her  prime, 
.■■mile.'  fertile,  and  withruddkll  freight bcdeck'd, 
The  ap,f  Ic-trtr,  by  our  fortfiuh-rs  blood. 
Iniprov'd,  ih.il  now  rtcals  the  deviouj  Miifc, 


Urging  her  deflin'd  laboufs  to  purfue. 

The  prudent  will  obferve,  what  paflions  reigD 
In  various  plants  (for  not  to  man  alone, 
But  all  the  wide  creation.  Nature  gave 
Love,  and  averfion)  :  everlafting  hate 
The  vine  to  Ivy  bears,  nor  lefs  abhors 
The  Colewort's  ranknefs ;  but  with  amorous  twine 
Clafps  the  tall  Elm  :  the  Paeftan  Rofe  unfolds 
Her  bud  more  lovely,  near  the  fetid  Leek, 
(Creft  of  flout  Britons),  and  enhances  thence 
I'he  price  of  her  celeftial  fcent:  the  Gourd, 
And  thirfty  Cucumber,  when  they  perceive 
Th'  approaching  Olive,  with  refentment  fly 
Her  fatty  fibres,  and  with  tendrils  creep 
Diverfe,  detcfling  contraft  ;  whilfb  the  Fig 
Contemns  not  Rue,  nor  Sage's  humble  leaf, 
Clofe  neighbouring  :  the  Herefordian  plant 
Cn.reffes  freely  the  contiguous  Peach, 
Haze'.,  and  weight-refifting  Palm,  and  likes 
T'  approach   the   (Quince,    and  the  Elder's  pithy 
Uneafy,  fcated  by  funereal  Yew,  fftem; 

Or  Walnut,  (whofe  malignant  touch  impairs 
Ail  generous  fruits),  or  near  the  bitter  dews 
Of  Cherries.     Therefore  weigh  the  habits  well 
Of  plants,  how  they  affociate  beft,  nor  let 
111  neighbourhood  corrupt  thy  hopeful  grafFs. 
Would'fl    thou   thy  vats  with   gen'rous  juice- 
fhould  froth  ? 
Refpeft  thy  orchats;  think  not,  that  the  trees 
Spontaneous  will  produce  an  wholefome  draught. 
Let  art  corrcdl  thy  breed  :    from  parent  bough 
A  Cyon  meetly  fever  :    after,  force 
A  way  into  the  crabflock's  clofc-wrought  grain 
By  wedges,  and  within  the  living  wound 
Inclofe  the  fofter  twig,  nor  over  nice 
Refufe  with  thy  own  hands  annmd  to  fpread 
The  binding  clay :    ere  lorg  their  differing  veins 
lTiiit«,  and  kindly  nouriflmicut  convey 
To  the  new  pupil ;  now  he  fhoots  his  arms 
Wi'.li  quickefl  growth ;    now  fhakc  the  teeming 

trunk, 
Down  rain  th'  impurplcd  balln,  ambrofial  fruit. 
Wi-.cther  the  ^^'ilding's  fibres  are  contriv'd 
T'j  draw  th'  eath's  purefl  fpirit,  and  refift 
Us  feculence,  which  in  more  porous  flocks 
Of  CiJet-piants  finds  paffagc  free,  or  clfe 
The  r.ative  verjuice  of  the  Crab,  dcriv'd 
'J  hrough  th'  infix'd  graff,  a  grateful  mixture  forms 
Of  tart  and  fwect ;  whatever  he  the  caufe. 
This  doubtful  progeny  by  nicefl  taftcs 
Ei-pec!>ed  beft  acceptance  finds,  and  pays 
Largcil  revenues  to  the  orchat-lord. 

Some  think  the  Chinee  and  Apple  would  com- 
bine 
It!  happy  union  ;  others  fitter  deem 
'i'he  Sloc-flem  bearing  Sylvan  Plumbs  auftere. 
Who  knows  but  both  may  thrive  i  howc'cr,  what 

h-fs 
To  fry  the  powers  of  both,  and  fearch  how  far 
Two  difFerent  natures  may  concur  to  mix 
In  clofc  embraces,  und  ftrange  offspring  hear  ? 
Thou'it  find  that  plants  will  frequent  changes  try, 
Undamag'd,  and  their  marriageable  arms 
Conjoin  with  others.     So  Silurian  plants 
Admit  llx  Peach's  cdorifcrous  globe, 
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And  Pears  of  fundry  forms ;  at  different  times 
Adopted  Plumbs  will  alien  branches  grace ; 
And    men  have  gather'd  from  the   Hawthorn's 

branch 
Large  Medlars,  imitating  regal  crowns. 

Nor  is  it  hard  to  beautify  each  month 
With  files  of  particolor'd  fruits,  that  pleafe 
The  tongue  and  view  at  once.     So  Maro's  Mufe, 
Thrice  facred  Mufe  !  commodious  precepts  gives 
InftruAive  to  the  fwains,  not  wholly  bent 
On  what  is  gainful :    fometimes  fhe  diverts 
From  folid  counfels,  fhews  the  force  of  love 
In  favage  beafts ;  how  virgin  face  divine 
AttraiSls  the  helplefs  youth  through  florms  and 

waves, 
Alone,  in-  deep  of  night :    Then  fhe  defcribes 
The  Scythian  winter,  nor  difdains  to  fing 
How  under  ground  the  rude  Riphaan  race 
Mimic  brilk  Cider  with  the  brakes  produdl  wild, 
Sloes  pounded.  Hips,  and  Servis'  h,ir!heft  juice. 

Let  fage  experience  teach  thee  all  the  arts 
Of  grafting  and  in-eyeing  ;  when  to  lop 
The  flowing  branches;  what  trees  anfwer  beft 
from  root  or  kernel :    fhe  will  beft  the  hours 
Of  harvefl  and  feed-time  declare  :    by  her 
The  different  qualities  of  things  were  found, 
And  fecret  motions ;  how  with  heavy  bylk 
Volatile  Hermes,  fluid  and  unmoift, 
Mounts  on  the  wings  of  air  :    to  her  we  owe 
The  Indian  weedf,  unknown  to  ancient  times, 
Nature's  choice  gift,  whofe  acrimonious  fume 
ExtracSts  fuperfluous  juices,  and  refines 
The  blood  diftemper'd  from  its  noxious  falts ; 
Friend  to  the  fpirits,  which  with  vapors  bland 
It  gently  mitigates,  companion  fit 
Of  pleaiautry  and  wine  ;  nor  to  the  bards 
Unfriendly,  when  they  to  the  vocal  fheil 
Warble  melodious  their  well-labor'd  fangs. 
She  found  the  poiifh'd  g'afs,  whofe  fmall  convex 
Enlarges  to  ten  millions  of  degrees 
The  mite,  invilible  eife,  of  Nature's  hand 
Leafl  animal ;  and  fhews,  what  laws  of  life 
The  cheefe  inhabitants  obfcrve,  and  how 
Fabric  their  manfions  in  the  hardened  milk. 
Wonderful  artifts  1  but  the  hidden  ways 
Of  Nature  would'il  thou  know  ?    hqw  firft  Ihe 

frames 
All  things  in  miniature  ?  thy  fpecular  orb 
Apply  tO'Well-difftited  kernels;  lo  ! 
Strai'ge  forms  arifc,  in  each  a  little  plant 
Unfolds  its  boughs  :    obferve  the  flender  threads 
Of  firfl;  beginning  trees,  their  roots,  their  leaves. 
In  narrow  feeds  defcrih'd ;  thoti'lt  wondering  fay, 
An  inmate  orchat  every  apjile  boafts. 
Thus  all  things  by  experience  are  diijlay'd. 
And  moil  iniprov'd.     The»  fcdulot.fly  tl'.iiik 
To  meliorate  thy  flock;   no  way  or  ruij 
Be  uiieffay'd  ;  prevent  the  morning  flnr 
Afiiduous,  uor  with  th.e  weltern  fun 
Surceafe  to  work ;   lo  !  thouglitful  of  thy  rain, 
Notof  my  own,  1  all  the  live-long  day 
Confume  in  mL'ditation  tkcp,  rcclufe 
From  human  coriverj'e,  nor,  at  fliut  of  eve, 
(Jiiijoy  reyole  ;  but  oft  at  midnight  lamp 
t  Tobacco. 


Ply  my  brain-racking  (ludles,  if  by  chance 
Thee  I  may  counfel  right ;  and  oft  this  care 
Difturbs  me  flumbering.     Wilt  thou  then  repine 
To  labour  for  thyfelf  ?  and  rather  choofe 
To  lie  fupinely,  hoping  Heaven  will  blefs 
Thy  flighted  fruits,  and  give  thee  bread  uneara'd? 

'Twill  profit,   when  the  ftork,   fworn  foe  of 
fnakes, 
Returns,  to  fhew  compaflion  to  thy  plants, 
Fatigu'd  with  breeding.     Let  the  arched  knife 
Well  fharpen'd  now  aflail  the  fpreading  fhades 
Of  vegetables,  and  their  thirfty  hmbs 
Diffever  :    for  the  genial  moifture,  due 
To  apples,  other  wife  mifpends  itfelf 
In  barren  twigs,  and  for  th'  expe(5led  crop. 
Nought  but  vain  fhoots,  and  empty  leaves  abound. 

When  fwelling  buds  their  odorous  foliage  fhed. 
And  gently  harden  inio  fruit,  the  wife 
Spare  not  the  little  offsprings,  if  they  grow 
Redundant ;  but  the  thronging  clufters  thin 
By  kind  avulfion  ;  elfe  the  flarveling  brood. 
Void  of  fufficient  fuftenance,  will  yield 
A  flender  autumn,  which  the  niggard  foul 
Too  late  fhall  weep,  and  curfe  his  thrifty  hand, 
That  would  not  timely  eafe  the  ponderous  boughs. 

It  much  conduces,  all  the  cares  to  know 
Of  gardening,  how  to  fcare  nowlurnal  thieves. 
And  how  the  little  race  of  birds  that  hop 
From  fpray  to  fpray,  fcooping  the  coftlielt  fruit 
Infatiate,  undifturb'd.     Priapus'  form 
Avails  but  little  ;  rather  guard  each  row 
With  the  falfe  terrors  of  a  breathlefs  kite. 
This  done,  the  timorous  flock  with  fwil'tefl  wing 
Scud  through  the  air ;  their  fancy  reprefents 
His  mortal  talons,  and  his  rav^inous  beak 
DeftrucSlive  ;  glad  to  fhun  his  hoftile  gripe. 
They  quit  their  thefts,  and  unfrequent  the  fields. 

Befides,  the  filtJiy  fwine  will  oft  invade 
Thy  firm  inclofure,  and  with  delving  fnout 
The  rooted  forefl  undermine  :    forthwith 
Halloo  thy  furious  maflifr,  bid  him  vex 
The  noxious  herd,  and  prjnt  upon  their  ears 
A  fad  memorial  of  their  pad  offence. 

1  he  flagrant  Procyon  will  not  fail  to  bring 
Large    fhoals  of   flow  hor.fe-bearing  fnails  that 

creep 
O'er  the  ripe  fruitage,  paring  flimy  tradls 
In  the  fleek  rinds,  and  unpreft  Cider  diink. 
No  art  averts  this  peft ;  on  thee  it  lies. 
With  mor  i4g  and  with  evening  hand  to  rid 
The  preying  reptiles  ;  nor,  if  v.'ife,  wilt  thou 
Decline  this  labour,  which  itfelf  rewards 
With    pleafing    gam,    whilfl    the    warm  limbec 

draws 
Salubrious  waters  from  the  nocent  brood. 

Myriads  of  wafps  now  alfo  cluftering  hang. 
And  drain  a  fpuri.ms  honey  from  thy  groves. 
Their  winter  food  ;  though  oft  repuls'd,  again 
Tliey  rally,  undifiv.ay'd  ;  but  fraud  with  eafe 
Enfnares  the  noiforr.e  fwarms;  let  every  bough 
Bear  frequent  vials,  pregnant  with  the  dregs 
Of  Moyle,  or  Mum,  or  Treacle's  vifci^us  juice  i 
They,  by  :h'  alluring  odor  drawn,  in  hafte 
Fly  to  the  dulcet  cates,  and  crowding  ftp 
f  hr  p.iU:^ble  ba-.K  ;  j  oyful  thou'lt  fee 
M  m  iij 
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The  clammy  furface  all  o'er-ftrown  with  tribes 

Of  greedy  iiifcifbs,  that  with  fruitlel's  toil 

riap  filir.y  per.n<ins  oft,  to  extricafe 

Their  feet,  in  liquid  Ihackles  bound,  till  death 

JBereavc  them  of  their  worthlefs  fouls:  fuch  doom 

Waits  luxury,  and  lawlcfs  love  of  gain  ! 

Howe'er  thou  may'ft' forbid  external  force, 
Intcftine  evils  will  prevail;   damp  :iirs, 
And  rainy  winters,  to  the  centre  pierce 
The  1^ rmeft  fruits,  and  by  uufcen  decay 
The  proper  relifh  vitiate      'hen  the  grub 
Oft  unrtblerv'd  invades  the  vital  core. 
Pernicious  tenant,  and  her  fecrer  cave 
Enlarges  hourly,  preying  on  the  pulp 
C-afcrlejs;  meanwhile  tie  apple's  outward  form 
Dilcdable  th"  witlefs  fwai  rlegniies, 
T)!i,  with  a  writhen  mouth   and  fpattering  noife, 
He  tallrs  the  hirrer  m^rfel,  and  rejeds 
Difreliih'd;  not  with  ie(s  furprife,  than  when 
Enibatticd  troops  with  flowiiig  banner-,  pafs 
Thioi.;?h  flowery  meads  delighted,  nor  diftruft 
The  fii.iliug  fuifacc  ;  whilfl  the  cavern'd  j;round, 
Wirli  grain  incentive  ftor'd,  by  ludden  bla;4e 
Burfls  fatal,  and  involve'  the  hopes  of  war. 
In  fiery  whirls;  full  of  vidlorious  thoughts, 
Torn  and  difmembered,  they  aloft  expire. 

Now  turn  thine  eye  to  view  Alcinous'  grovgs. 
The  pride  of  the  Phafcian  ifle,  from  whence, 
Sailing  the  fpaces  of  the  boundlefs  deep. 
To  Ariconium  precious  fruits  arriv'd  : 
The  Pippin,  burniflit  o'er  with  gold,  the  Moyle 
Ol  lwee*^ft  hiiheycd  tafte,  the  fair  Permain 
Tcmper'd,   like  ccmelieft  nymph,  with  red  apd 

white. 
Salopian  acres  ^ourifh  with  a  growth 
Veculiar,  ftyl'd  the  Ottiry  :  be  thou  firft 
This  apple  to  tranfplant,  if  to  the  name 
Its  merit  anfwers,  no  where  IhaU  thou  find 
A  wine  more  priz'd,or  laudable  of  tafte. 
jS'  T  d^cs  the  iliot  leaft  deferve  thy  care, 
Nor  Tohn-Ap]  le,  whofe  withcr'd  rind,  intrcncht 
With  many  a  furrow,  a-^tly  reprefents 
Dccrepid  age,  nor  that  fmm  Harvey  nam'd, 
O  ■ick-relifhiiig  :   why  fhould  we  fing  the  Thrift, 
Codlibg,  or  pomroy,  or  of  pimpled  coat 
The  Ruflet,  or  the  Cat'^-head's  weighty  orb, 
JLnormous  in  its  growth,  for  various  i:fe 
Though'thefe  are  meet,  though  after  full  repaft: 
Ari^  of;  requir'd.  and  crown  the  rich  dfffcrt .' 

What,  though  the  Pear-tree  rival  r.'rf  the  worth 
Of  A'ritonian  produd*  .'  yet  her  freight 
]•;  net  contemn'd,  yet  her  widc-barnching  arms 
Beft  fcreen  thy  marfion  fron)  the  fervent  Doj; 
Adverfe  to  life  ;  'Ihe  wiiuery  hurricanes 
In  vain  employ  their  roar,  her  trunk  unm"v'd 
Brealts  the  flrong  onfet,  and  contr  uls  their  rage. 
Chiefly  the  Bofbury,  whofe  huge  increafe. 
Annual,'  in  fumptuous  banquets  claims  applaufe. 
Tlirice  acceptable  beverage  !  could  hut  art 
iiiibdue  the  floating  lee,  Pomona's  feif         [ftrife. 
Would   dread   thy   ptaife,  and   (hun   the  dubiout 
He  it  thy  choice,  when  lumnier-hcats  auiioy, 
To  fit  beneath  her  leafy  canovy, 
f^iafting  rich  liquids  !  oh  !   how  fweet  t'  ctijoy, 
At  one;  hsr  fruits,  and  iiof|nt;iblc  llwd'; ! 
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But  how  with  equal  numbers  fiiall  we  match 
The  Mufs's  furpafllng  worth;  that  earliell  givts 
Sure  hopes  of  racy  wine,  and  in  its  youth. 
Its  tender  nonage,  loads  the  fpreading  boughs 
With  large  and  juicy  offspring,  that  defies 
The  vernal  nippets,  and  cold  fydcral  blafts  1 
Yet  let  her  to  the  Red-ftreak  yield,  that  once 
Was  of  the  Sylvan  kind,  unciviliz'd, 
Of  no  regard,  till  Scuciajiiore'sfkilful  hand  ^ 

Improv'd  her,  and  by  courtly  difcipline 
Taught  her  the  favage  nature  to  forget : 
Hence  ftyl'd  the  Scudamorean  plant ;   whofe  wine 
Whoever  taftes,  let  him  with  grateful  heart 
Relped  that  ancient  loyal  houie,  and  wifu 
Th.'  nobler  peer,  that  now  tranfcends  our  hopes 
In  early  worth,  his  country's  jufteft  pride. 
Uninterrupted  joy,  and  health  entire. 

Let  every  tree  in  every  garden  own 
The  Red-ftreak  as  fupreme,  whiife  pulpous  frul^ 
With  gold  irradiate,  apd  verjniiion  fliines 
Tempting,  not  fatal,  as  the  birth  of  that 
Priniseval  inter  di died  plant  that  won 
Fond  Eve  in  haplefs  hour  to  tafte,  and  die. 
This,  of  more  bounteous  influence,  infpiret 
Poetic  raptures,  and  the  lowly  Mufe 
Kindles  to  loftier  ftrains  ;  even  I  perceive 
Her  facj-ed  virtue.     See  !  the  numbers  flow 
Eafy,  whilft,  cheer'd  with  her  nedareous  juice,    ' 
Her's,  and  ixvj  country's  praifes  I  exalt. 
Hail  Herefordian  plant,  that  doft  d  fdain 
All  other  fields  I   Heaven's  fweeieft  blefling,  hail! 
Be  thou  the  copjous  matter  of  piy  fong. 
And  thy  choice  Nectar;  en  which  always  waits 
Laug'nter,  ^nd  fport,  and  care-beguiling  wit. 
And  friendfhip,  chief  delight  of  human  life. 
What  fhiiuld  we  wiili  for  more  .'  or  why,  in  quefl: 
Of  foreign  vintage,  infiucere,  and  mixt, 
Traverfe  th'  extreme!!  world  ?  why  tempt  the  ragp 
Of  the  rough  ocean  :  when  our  nariye  glebe 
Imparts,  from  bounteous  womb,  annual  recruits 
Of  wine  delegable,  that  far  furmounts 
Gallic,  or  Latin  grape'*,  or  thofe  that  fee 
The  fetting  fun,  near  Galpe's  towering  height. 
N.r  let  the  Rhodian,  nor  the  Lcfbiaij  vines 
Vau  t  their  rich  Muft,  nor  let  Tokay  contend 
For  fivereignty  ,  phaneus' felf  muft  bow 
To  th'  Arconian  vales  :   And  ftiall  we  doubt 
T'  improve  our  vegetable  wealth,  or  let 
The  foil  lie  idle,  which,  vyirh  fit  manure, 
With  largeft  iifury  repay,  alone 
Enipowerc  1  to  fupply  what  Nature  alks 
Frugal,  oi  what  nice  appetite  requires  \ 
rile  meadows  here,  with  battering  ooze  enrich'd. 
Give  fpirit  to  the  grafs ;  three  cubits  high 
i'lie  jointed  herbage  (hoots;  th'  uiilallow'd  glebe 
Yearly  o'crcomcs  the  granaries  wit]!  ftore 
Of  golden  whea',  the  ilrength  of  human  life. 
Low,  on  a.uxiliary  (lolcs,  the  H  ps 
Afcending  fpiral,  rang'd  in  meet  array; 
I  -o,  l.ovv  the  arable,  with  barley-grain 
Stands  thick,  o'erftiadowVl,  to  the  thirfty  hind 
Franlportrng  prolpcdt'    t^icfe,  as  modern  ufc. 
Ordains,  jnlus'd,  an  auburn  drink  coinpofe, 
Whojcfomc,  of  dcathlefs  fame.|  litre,  to  the  fight;, 
Apples  of  price,  atid  plenteous  Ihcavts  of  corn, 
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©ft  Interlac'd  occur,  and  both  imbibe 
Fitting  congenial  juice  ;  io  rich  the  foil, 
S,-)  much  does  fru6i:uous  moifture  o'er-abound  I 
Nor  are  the  hills  unamiable,  whnfe  tops 
To  heaven  afpire,  affording;  profpedi  fweet 
To  human  ken;  or  at  their  feet  the  vales 
Defcending  gently,  where  the  lowing  herd 
Chew  verduous  pafliire  ;  nor  the  yellow  fields 
Giily'  intercharg'd  with  rich  variety 
Pleafmg  ;  as  when  an  emerald  green,  en:bas'd 
In  flamy  gold,  from  the  bright  mafs  acquires 
A.  nobler  iiue,  more  ueiicate  to  fight. 
Next  add  the  Sylvan  (hades,  and  filent  groves, 
(Haunt  of  the  Druids)  whence  the  earth  is  fed 
With  copious  fuel ;  whence  the  flurcy  oak, 
A  prince's  refuge  once,  th'  eternal  guard 
Of  England's  throne,  by  fweating  pcafants  fell'd, 
Stems  the  vaft  main,  and  bears  tremendous  war 
To  diftant  nations,  or  with  fov'reign  fway, 
Awes  the  divided  world  to  peace  and  love. 
"Why  Ihould  the  Chalyb?s,  or  Bllboa  boaft 
Their  harden'd  iron  ;   when  our  mines  produce 
As  pcrfecl  martial  ore  ?  can  Tmolus'  head 
Vie  with  our  faffron  odours  ?  or  the  fleece 
Bastic,  or  fineft  Tarentine,  compare 
With  Lemfter's  filken  wool  ?  where  fhall  wc  find 
Men  more  undiuuted,  for  their  country's  weal 
More  prodigal  of  life  ?  in  ancient  days 
The  Roman  legions,  and  great  Csfar,  found 
Our  fathers  no  mean  foes;  and  Creily's  plains. 
And  Agincourt,  deep  ting'd  with  blood,  confefs 
What  the  Silures  vigour  unwithflood 
Could  do  in  rigid  fight  ;  and  chiefly  what 
Brydges'  wide  wading  hand,  firft  garter'd  Knight, 
PuifTant  author  of  great  Chandos'  ftem, 
High  Chandos,  that  tranfmits  paternal  vvo'tb. 
Prudence,  and  ancient  prowefs,  and  renown, 
T'  his  noble  off-;pring.     O  thrice  happy  peer  I 
That,  blell  with  hoary  vigour,  view'li  thyfelf 
Frefli  blooming  in  thy  generous  fon  ;  whofe  lips. 
Flowing  with  nervous  eloquence  exaifl. 
Charm  the  wife  fcnate,  and  attention  win 
In  deepcft  councils  :   Aricnium  plcas'd. 
Him,  as  her  chol'en  worthy,  firft.  f.ilutcs. 
Him  on  th'  Iberian,  on  the  Gallic  (liore. 
Him  hardy  Britons  bhfs ;  his  faithful  hand 
Conviys  new  courage  fr.>m  afar,  nor  more 
The  Central's  condudi,  than  hi«  care  avails. 

Thee  alfo,  glorious  branch  of  Cecil's  line, 
This  country  claims,  with  pride  and  joy  to  thee 
Thy  Alterennis  calls;  yet  {he  endures 
Patient  thy  abfcncc,  fince  thy  prudent  choice 
Has  flx'd  thee  in  Mufes'  fairell  feat  *, 
Where  f  Aldrich  reigns,  and  from  his  endlefsflore 
Of  univerfal  knowledge  ft.ill  fuppiies 
His  noble  care  ;  he  generous  thoughts  inftils 
Of  true  nobility,  their  country's  love, 
(Chief  end  of  life)  and  forms  their  duiSile  minds 
To  human  virtues  by  his  genius  led. 
Thou  foon  in  every  arc  pre-eminer/t 
i:halt  grace  this  ifle,  and  rife  to  Burleigh's  fame. 

Hatl  high  born  peer  !  and  thou,  great  nurle  of 
arts, 

«  Oxford. 
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A n  d  men,  frprr.  whence  conspicuous  patriots  fpring, 

Hanmer  and  Bromley  ;  thou,  to  whom  with  due 

Refpccft  Wi.'-.tonia  bows,  and  joyful  owns 

Thy  mitred  offspring ;  be  for  ever  blcft 

With  like  examplesj  and  to  future  times 

Proficuous,  fuch  a  race  of  men  produce. 

As,  in  the  caufe  of  virtue  firm,  may  fix 

Her  throne  inviolate.     Hear,  ye  Gods,  this  vow 

From  one,  the  meaneft  in  her  numerous  train  ; 

Though  meaneft,  not  leaft  lludious  of  her  praife. 

Mufe,   raife   thy   voice   to   Beaufort's   fpotlefs 
fame.  . 
To  Beaufjit,  in  a  long  defcent  derived 
From  royal  anceflry,  of  kingly  rights 
Faithful  allerters,  in  him  centering  meet 
Their  glorious  virtues,  high  defert  from  pride 
Disjoin'd,  unfhakeu  honour,  and  contempt 
Of  ftrong  allurements.     O  iilullrious  prince? 
O  thou  of  ancient  faith  !  exulting,  tli'se, 
In  her  fair  lift  this  happy  land  inrcls. 
Who  can  refufe  a  tributary  verfe 
To  Weymouth,  firmed;  frie.'d  of  flighted  worth 
In  evil  days  ?  whofe  hor;.nable  gate, 
Unbarr'd  to  ail,  invitt-"  a  numerous  train 
Of  daily  guefts,  wh'^fo  board,  with  plenty  crown'd, 
Revives  the  feaft-rites  old  :  meanwhile  his  care 
Forgets  not  the  afilidled,  but  content 
In  adls  of  f^^crct  goodcefs,  fliuns  the  praife, 
Ihat  furi"  attends.     Permit  me,  bounteous  lord. 
To  blazon  what  though  hid  will  beauteous  ihine. 
And  with  thy  name  to  dignify  my  fong. 

But  who  is  he,  that  on  the  winding  flream 
Of  Vaga  firft  drew  vital  breath,  and  now 
Approv'd  in  Anna's  fecret  councils  fit<. 
Weighing  the  fum  of  things,  with  wife  forecaft 
Solicitous  of  public  good  ?  how  large 
His  mind  that  comprehends  whate'crwas  known 
To  old,  or  prefent  time  ;  yet  not  el.ite. 
Not  confcious  of  its  fcill  ?  what  praife  deferves 
His  liberal  hand,  that  gati:-'rs  but  to  give, 
Preventing  fuit  ?  O  not  unthankful  Mufe, 
Him  lowly  reverence,  that  firft  deign'd  to  hear 
Thy  pipe,  and  fcrcen'd   t}iee   from   opprobrioua 

tongues. 
Acknowledge  thy  own  Harley,  and  his  name 
Infcribe  on  every  bark;  the  wounded  plants 
\\Mi  faft  increafe,  fafter  thy  juft  rtfpedl. 

Such  are  our  heroes,  by  their  virtues  known. 
Or  fltill  in  peace,  or  war  :  of  fofter  mold 
The  female  fex,  with  fweet  attratflive  airs 
Subdue  obdurate  hearts.     The  travellers  oft 
Ttiat  vicv/  their  matchlefs  forms  with  tranfient 

glance, 
Catch  fuddeu  love,  and  figh  for  nymphs  unknown, 
Sniit  with  the  magic  of  their  eyes  :  nor  hath 
The  doedal  hand  of  Nature  only  ptmr'd 
Her  gifts  of  outward  grace ;  their  innocence 
Unfeign'd,  and  virtue  mofl  engaging,  free 
From  pride,  or  artifice,  long  joys  afford 
'l"o'  th'  honeft  nuptial  bed,  and  in  the  wane 
Of  life,  rebate  the  mifiries  of  age. 
And  is  there  found  a  wretch  fo  bafe  of  mind. 
That  woman's  powerful  beauty  dares  condemn, 
Exaefteft  work  of  Fleaven  ?  He  ill  deferves 
Or  love,  or  pity  ;  frieadkfs  let  hi.-n  fee 
M  ax  iiij_ 
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Uneafy,  tedious  day,  defpls'd,  foilorn, 

As  ftain  of  human  race  :  but  may  the  man, 

'ihat  cheerfully  recounts  the  female's  praife, 

Find  equal  love,  and  love's  nutainted  fweets 

Enjoy  with  honour  1  O,  ye  Gods!  might  I 

Elefl  my  fate,  my  happieft  choice  fbail  be 

A  fair  and  modeft  virgin,  that  invites 

U'ith  afpecft  chafte,  forbidding  loof-'   l^fire, 

Tenderly  foiling;  in  whole  hea-.enly    'c 

Sits  purcft  love  enthron'd  ;  but  if  n  c  ftari 

Malignant  thefe  my  belter  hopes  opp.i.c, 

May  I,  at  leaft,  the  facred  pleafurcs  know 

Of  ftricfleft  amity;  nor  ever  want 

A  friend,  with  wh^m  I  mutually  may  fliare 

Oladnefs  and  anjjuifh,  by  kind  inrercnurfe 

Of  f;^'?ech,  a^A  offices.     May  in  my  mind, 

Indelil'ie,  a  grateful  fenfe  ren-iain 

Of  favours  undeferv'd  1—0  thou  !  from  whom 

Gladly  both  rl'h  and  low  feek  aid ;  moft  wife 

Interpreter  of  ri^I'.t,  whofe  gracious  voice 

isreathes  equity,  ana  curbs  too  rigid  law 

"With  mild  impai'Jal  r''jfo!i ;  vhat  returns 

Of  thanks  are  due  to  thy  beneficence 

Freeiy  vouchfaf'd,  when  fo  >he  gates  of  death 

1  tended  prone  '■   if  thy  indulgf.'t  care 

Had  not  prevcn'd,  among  unbody'd  fhades 

1  now  hud  wander'd  ;  and  thefe  empty  thoughts 

Of  apples  periHi'd;  but,  unpiais'd  by  iK?e, 

I  tunc  my  pipe  afrefh,  each  night  and  day. 

Thy  unexampled  goodntfs  to  extol 

Hcfirous;  but  nor  night,  nor  day,  fuEcel 

For  thct  great  tafk;  the  highly  honoui'd  name 

Of  Trevor  mufl  employ  my  willing  thoughts 

Inceflant,  dwell  for  ever  on  my  tongue. 

Let  me  grateful;  bJt  let  far  from  me 

Be  fawning  cringe,  and  falfe  diffembling  look, 

A  fervile  flattery,  that  harbours  oft 

In  courts  and  gilded  roofs.     Some  loofe  the  bands 

Of  ancieut  friendfnip,  cancel  Nature's  laws 

For  pageantry,  and  tawdry  gewgaws,     .^ome 

Renounce  their  (ires,  oppofc  paternal  right 

For  rule  and  power  ;  and  others  reahiis  invade 

With    fpacicius   Ihews   of  love.      Ihe  traiterous 

wretch 
Betrays  his  fovereign.     Others,  deftitute 
Of  real  zeal,  to  every  ahar  bpnd 
By  lucre  fway'd,  and  aft  the  bafeit  thif-gs 
To  be  (Ijl'd  honourable  :  thi  hontH;  man, 
Simple  of  heart,  prefers  inglorious  want 
To  ill-got  wealth ;  rather  f re  m  door  to  door, 
A  jocund  pilgrim,  though  dii\refs'd, he'll  r<ive, 
Than  brc2k  his  plightccl  faith  ;  nor  fear,  nor  l^ope, 
Will  (hock  his  ftcdfall  foul ;  rather  debarr'd 
Fach  comn-.on  privilege,  CL:t  cff  fror\  hopes 
Of  mcantft  gain,  of  prcfent  goods  dcfpoil'd, 
He'll  bear  the  n.-^rk?  of  infamy  contemn'd, 
XJnpity'd  ;  yet  his  mind,  of  evil  puie, 
Supports  him,  and  intention  free  fro.m  fraud. 
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If  no  retinue  with  obfervant  eyes 

Attend  him,  if  he  can't  with  purple  ftain 

Of  cumbrous  veflments,  labour'd  o'er  with  gold. 

Dazzle  the  crowd,  and  ftt  them  all  agape; 

Yet  clad  in  homely  weeds,  from  Envy's  darts 

Remote  he  lives,  nor  kr.ows  the  nightly  pangs 

Of  coiifcicnce,  nor  wiih  fpefhers'  grifly  forms, 

Demons,  and  injur  d  fouls,  at  clofe  oi  day 

Annoy 'd,  fad  inierrupted  (lumbers  finds. 

I3ut  (as  a  child,  whole  inexperienc'd  age 

Nor  evil  purpofe  fears,  rork'','Ws)  en<i'ys 

Night's  fv/eet  r^frtfhment,  humid  deep  fincere. 

When  Chanticleer,  v.'irh  clarion  fhrill,  recalls 

The  tardy  day,  he  to  his  labours  hies 

Gladfome,  iment  on  fomewhat  that  may  eafe 

Unhealthy  mortals,  and  with  curious  fearch 

Examines  all  the  properties  of  herbs, 

Foffils,  and  minerals,  that  th'  embowel'd  earth 

Difplays,  if  by  his  indiilf  ry  he  can 

Benefit  human  race  :   or  elfe  his  thoughts 

Are  exercis'd  with  fpeculations  deep  [rules 

Of  good,  and  juft,  and  meet,  and   th'  whulfome 

Of  temperance,  and  aught  th.at  may  improve 

riie  moral  iiie;  not  (edulous  to  rail 

Nor  with  envenom'd  tongue  to  blaft  the  fame 

Of  harmlefs  men,  or  fecret  whifpers  fpread 

'J}Joiig  faithful  friends,  to  breed  diftruft  and  hate. 

Studious  of  virtue,  he  no  life  obferves, 

Except  his  own  ;  hi«  own  employs  his  cares, 

Large  fubjedl  I  that  he  labours  to  refine 

Oaily,  nor  of  his  little  (lock  denies 

Fit  alms  to  I^azars,  merciful  and  meek. 

Thus  facred  Virgil  liv'd,  from  courtly  vice, 
Ar.d  bates  of  pompous  Rome  fecure  ;  at  court, 
.Stiii  thoughtlul  of  the  rural  honed  life, 
A: id  how  t' improve  his  grounds,  and  how  himfelf: 
B-sft  poet!  fit  txamplar  for  the  tribe 
Of  Phoebu?,  nor  lefs  fit  Mreonides, 
l^oor  eyelefs  pilgrim  !  and,  if  after  thefe, 
If  after  thefe  ant.ther  I  may  name. 
Thus  tender  Spenfsfr  liv'd,  with  mean  repaft 
Content,  dtpreu'd  by  penury,  and  pine 
In  foreign  realm  ;  yet  not  debas'd  his  verfe 
By  Fortun..'s  frowns.    And  had  that  other  bard  *, 
Oh,  had  but  he,  th.at  fiift  ennobled  fong 
With  holy  rapture,  like  his  Abdiel  been ; 
'iNTong  many  faithlefs,  ftriAly  faithful  found  ; 
Unpity'd,  lie  fiiould  not  have  wail'd  his  orbs. 
That  roU'd  in  vain  to  find  the  j-iercing  rxy. 
And  found  no  dawn,  by  dim  lufFufion  veil'd  I 
But  he — however,  Itt  the  Mufe  abftain. 
Nor  blaft  his  fame,  from  whom  (he  learnt  to  fing 
In  much  inferior  ft  rains,  groveling  beneath 
Th'  Olymnian  hill,  on  plains  and  vales  intent, 
I\Ican  f,;llov.'cr.     'I'hcre  let  her  reft  a  while, 
Picaa'd  wuh  the  fragrant  walks,  and  ccol  retreat. 
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O  Harcourt,  whom  th'  ingenious  love  of  arts 
Has  carry'd  from  thy  native  foil,  beyond 
Th'  eternal  Alpine  fnows,  and  now  detains 
In  Italy's  waftc  realms,  how  long  muft  we 
Xament  thy  abfence  ?  whilft  in  fweet  foj.iurn 
Thou  vicw'ft  the  relics  of  old  Rome  ;  or,  what 
Unrival'd  authors  by  their  prefence  made 
For  ever  venerable,  rural  feats, 
Tibur,  and  Tufculum,or  Virgil's  urn, 
Green  with  immortal  bays,  which  haply  thou, 
Refpe(fling  his  great  name,  doll  now  approach 
With  bended  knee,  and  ftrow  with  purple  flowers ; 
Unmindful  of  thy  friends,  that  ill  can  brook 
This  long  delay.     At  length,  dear  youth,  return, 
Of  wit  and  judgment  ripe,  in  blooming  years, 
And  Britain's  ifle  with  Latian  knowledge  grace. 
Return,  and  let  thy  father's  worth  excite 
Thirft  of  pie-eminence  ;  fee  !  how  the  caufe 
Of  widows,  and  of  orphans,  he  aflerts 
With  winning  rhetoric,  and  well  argu'd  law  1 
Mark  well  his  footfteps,  and,  like  him,  deftrve 
Thy  prince's  favour,  and  thy  country's  love. 
Meanwhile  (although  the  ^lallic  gtaj  e  delights 
Pregnant  of  racy  juice,  and  Formian  hills 
Temper  thy  cups,  yet)  wilt  not  thou  rcjedt 
Thy  native  liquors :  lo  !  for  thee  my  mill 
Now  grinds  choice  apples,  and  the  Britilh  vats 
,  O'crflovv  with  generous  cider  ;  far  remote 
Accept  this  labour,  nor  defpife  the  Mufe, 
That,  paffing  lands  and  feas,  on  thee  attends. 

Thus  far  of  trees :  the  plcafing  taik  remains. 
To  fing  of  wines,  and  autumn's  blefl  increafe. 
Th'  effecfts  of  art  arc  Ihewn,  yet  what  avails, 
'Gainft  Heaven  ?  oft,  notwithllanding  all  thy  care 
To  help  thy  plants,  when  the  fmall  fruitery  fetnis 
Exempt  from  ills,  an  oriental  blaft 
Difaftrous  flies,  foon  as  the  hind  fatigued 
Unyokes  his  team  ;  the  tender  freight,  unfkill'd 
To  bear  the  hot  difeafe,  diftempcr'd  pines 
In  the  year'a  prime ;  the  deadly  plague  annoys 
The  wide  inclofure  :  think  not  vainly  now 
To  treat  thy  neighbours  with  mellifluous  cups, 
Thus  difeppointed.     If  the  former  years 
Xxhibit  no  fupplies,  alas  !  thou  muft 
With  taflelels  water  wafli  thy  droughty  throat. 

A  thcufand  accidents  the  farmer'*  hopes 
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Subvert,  or  check  ;  uncertain  all  his  toil, 

Till  lully  autumn's  lukewarm  days  allay'd 

With  gentle  colds,  infenfibly  confirm 

His  ripening  labours ;  autumn  to  the  fruits 

Earth's  various  lap  produces,  vigour  gives 

Equal,  intenerating  ir.ilky  grain 

Berries,  and  iljy-dy'd  plumbs,  and  what  in  coat 

Rou^jh,  or  foft-rin'd,  or  bearded  huflc,  or  (hell; 

Fat  Olives,  and  Piftacio's  fragrant  nut. 

And  the  Pine's  caftefi.!  Apple  ;  autumn  paints 

Aufonian  hills  wi  h  Grapes  ;  chilli  Englifli  plains 

Bluih  V  ith  pomac.  ous  harvefts,  breathing  fweets. 

O  let  me  now,  when  the  kind  early  dew 

Unlicks  th'  embofom'd  odours,  walk  among 

The  well-rang'd  files  of    trees,  whofe  full-aged 

{lore 
DifTufe  ambroCal  flrcams,  than  Myrrh,  or  Nard, 
More  grateful,  or  perfuming  flowery  Bean  I 
Soft  vvhifpering  airs,  and  the  lark's  matin  fong 
Then  woo  to  mufing,  and  becalm  the  mind 
Perplex'd  with  irkfome  thoughts.     Thrice  hap- 
py time, 
Beft  portion  of  the  various  year,  in  which 
Nature  rejoiceth,  fmiling  on  her  works 
Lovtly,  to  full  perfeAinn  wrought !  but  ah  ! 
Short  are  our  joys,  and  neighbouring  griefs  difturb 
Our  pleafant  hours  !  inclement  winter  dwells 
Contiguous;    forthv.'ith  frofty  blafts  deface 
The  blithfome  year  :  trees  of  their  Ihrivel'd  fruits 
arc  widow'd,  dreary  ftorms  o'er  all  prevail'. 
Now,  now's  the  time,  ere  hafty  funs  forbid 
To  work,  diiburden  thou  thy  faplefs  wood 
Of  its  rich  progeny  ;  the  turgid  fruit 
Abounds  with  mellow  liquor :  now  exhort 
Tliy  hinds  to  exercife  the  pointed  fteel 
On  the  hard  rock,  and  give  a  wheely  form 
To  theexpetfled  grinder  :  now  prepare 
Materials  for  thy  mill ;  a  flurdy  poft 
Cylindric,  to  fupport  the  grinder's  wei<»ht 
txceflive;  and  a  flexile  fallow,  entrench'd, 
Rounding,  capacious  of  the  juicy  hord. 
Nor  muft  thou  not  be  mindful  of  thy  prefs, 
Long  ere  the  vintage  ;  but  with  timely  care 
Shave  the  goat's  Ihaggy  beard,  left  thou  too  late 
In  vain  Ihould'ft  feek  a  ftrainer  to  difpart 
The  bulky,  terrene  dregs,  from  f  urcr  Muft. 
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Be  cautious  next  a  proper  ft?ecl  to  find, 
"VVhofe  prime  is  pad ;  the  vi^orons  horfe  difdains 
Such  fervile  labours,  or,  if  forc'd,  forgets 
His  p3ft  atcfiievenient'i,  and  vidorious  palms. 
Blind  Bayard  rather,  worn  witli  work  and  years, 
Shall  roll  th'  unwieldy  ftone,  with  fober  pace 
He'll  tread  the  circling  path  till  dewy  eve. 
From  early  day-fpring,  pleas'd  to  find  his  age 
Declining  not  unufeful  to  his  lord. 

Some,  when  the  prefs,  by  utmoft  vigour fcrew'd, 
Has  drain'd  the  pulpous  mafs,  regale  iheir  fwine 
With  the  dry  relufe  ;  thou,  more  wife,  fhalt  llcep 
Thy  hulks  in  water,  and  again  employ 
The  ponderous  engine.      Water  will  imbibe 
The  fniall  remains  of  fpirit,  and  acquire 
A  vinous  flavour;  this  the  peafants  blithe 
Will  qiiafiF,  and  whiille,  as  thy  tinkling  team 
They  drive,  and  fing  of  Fufca's  radiant  eyes, 
Pk-ui'd   with   the    medley   draught.      Nor   (halt 

thou  now 
Rejefi  the  Apple-cheefe,  though  quite  exhaufl: ; 
Even  now  'twill  cherilh,  and  improve  the  roots 
Of  fickly  plants;  new  vigoi.r  hence  convey 'd 
Will  yield  an  harvefl  of  unufual  growth. 
Such  profit  fprings  from  hulks  difcreetly  us'd ! 

The  tender  apples,  from  their  parents  rent 
By  ftorniy  fhocks,  mnft  not  negleifled  lie. 
The  prey  of  worms  :  A  frugal  man  I  knew. 
Rich  in  one  barren  acre,  which  fubdued 
By  cndlefs  culture,  with  fufiicient  Mufl; 
His  calks  replenilh'd  yearly  ;  he  no  more 
Defir'd,  nor  wanted  ;  diligent  to  learn 
The  various  feafoiis,  and  by  Ikill  repel 
Invading  pefts,  fucccfsful  in  his  cares, 
Till  the  damp  Libyan  wind,  with  temped  arm'd 
Outrageous,  blufler'd  horrible  amidft 
His  Cider-grove  :  o'crturn'd  by  furious  blafts, 
The  fightly  ranks  full  prnftratc,  and  around 
Their  fruitage  fcatter'd,  from  the  genial  boughs 
Strlpt  immature  :  yet  did  he  not  repine, 
I>!or  curfc  his  flars;   but  prudent,  his  fallen  heaps 
Colleding,  chcrifh'd  with  the  tepid  wreaths 
Of  tedded  grafs,  and  the  fun's  mellowing  beams 
Rival'd  with  artful  heats,  at;d  thence  procur'd 
A  coflly  liquor,  by  improving  time, 
Jlqual'd  with  what  the  liappieft  vintage  bear?. 

But  this  I  warn  thee,  and  Ihall  always  warn, 
Ko  heterogeneous  mixtures  ufe,  as  fome 
With  watery  turnips  have  debas'd  their  wines. 
Too  frugal ;  nor  let  the  crude  humours  dapcc 
In  heated  brafs,  fteaming  with  fire  intenfe  ; 
Althougi!  liivouia  much  coir.mends  the  ufe 
Of    ftrengthening    Vulcan ;    with    their    native 

ftrength 
Thy  wines  lufTicienr,  other  aid  refufe  ; 
And,  when  ih'  allotted  orb  of  time's  complete, 
Are  more  i:":imcnded  than  the  labour'd  drinks. 

X.ir  let  tny  avarice  tempt  thee  to  witiidraw 
The  pricft's  appuinti.d  fhare  ;  with  ch-crful  heart 
The  tenth  of  tliy  increifc  beftow,  and  own 
Heaven's  bounteous  goodncfs,  that  will  fure  repay 
Thy  grateful  duty  :   this  neglcclcd,  fear 
^ignal  avcngcancc,  fuch  as  overtook 
A  mifer,  that  uiijuftly,  once  with-hcld 
yhe  clci'gy's  due ;  relying  on  himfclf, 
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His  fields  he  tended,  with  fuccef^ful  arf. 

Early  and  hte,  when  or  unwifii'd-for  rain 

Defrendcd,  or  unfeafonable  frufls 

Curb'd  his  increafing  hopes;  or,  when  around 

The  clouds  dropt  fatnefs,  in  the  middle  flcy 

The  due  fufpended  ftaid,  and  left  unmoift 

His  execrable  glebe  :  recording  this, 

Be  jufc,  and  wife,  and  tremble  to  tranfgrefs. 

Learn  now  the  promife  of  the  coming  year. 
To  know,  that  by  no  flattering  figns  abus'd. 
Thou  wifely  may'ft  provide  :   the  various  moon 
Prophetic,  and  attendant  ftars,  explain 
Each  rifing  dawn  ;  ere  icy  crufhs  furmount 
The  current  (iream,  the  heavenly  orbs  ferene 
Twinkle  with  trembling  rays,  and  Cynthia  glov/s 
With  light  unfully'd  :  now  the  fowler,  warn'd 
By  thel'c  good  omens,  with  fwift  early  fteps 
Treads  the  crimp   earth,  ranging  through  fields 

and  glades 
Offcnfivc  to  the  birds ;  fulphureous  death 
Checks  their  mid  flight,  and  heedlcfs  while   ihey 

ftrain 
Their  tuneful  throats,  the  towering,  heavy  lead, 
O'ertakes  their  fpeed;  they  leave  their  littlp  lives 
Above  the  cloud?,  precipitant  to  earth. 

The  woodcocks  early  vifit,  and  abode 
Of  long  continuance  in  our  temperate  clime, 
Foretel  a  liberal  harvefl;  he  oft  times 
Intelligent,  the  harfh  Hyperborean  ice 
Shuns  for  our  equal  winters;  when  out  funs 
Cleave  the  chill'd  foil,  he  backward  wings  his  way 
To  Scandinavian  frozen  furamers,  meet 
For  his  numb'd  blood.     But  nothing  profits  more 
Than  frequent  fnows  ;  O,  may'ft  thou  often  fee 
Thy  furrows  whitcn'd  by  the  woolly  rain 
Nutriccous  !  fecret  nitre  lurks  within 
The  porous  wet,  quickening  the  languid  glebe. 

Sometimes  thou   flialt  with  fervent   vows  itn- 
plore 
A  moderate  v/ind  ;  the  orcliat  loves  to  wave 
With  winter  winds,  before  the  gems  exert 
Their  fteble  heads ;  the  loofentd  roots  then  drink 
Large  increment,  earncR  of  happy  years. 
Nor  will  it  nothing  profit  to  obfcrve 
The  monthly  liars,  their  powerful  influence 
O'er  planted  fields,  what  vegetables  reign 
Under  each  llgn.     On  our  account  has  Jove 
Indulgent  to  all  moons  fome  fucculent  plant 
Allotted,  that  poor  helplefs  man  will  flack] 
His  prefent  thirft,  and  matter  find  for  toil. 
Now  will  the  Corinths,  now  the  Rafps,  fupply 
Delirious  draughts ;  the  Qjjinces  dow,  or  Plumbs, 
Or  Cherries,  or  the  fair  Thilbeian  fruit 
Are  preft  to  wines;  the  Britons  fqueeze  the  work? 
Of  fcdulgui  bees,  and  mixing  odorous  herbs 
Prcpaic  balfamic  cups,  to  wheezing  lungs 
Medicinal,  and  fhort-breath'd,  ancient  fires. 

But,  if  thou'rt  indefatigably  bent 
To  toil,  and  omnifarous  drinks  would'ft  brew  ; 
Befides  the  orchat,  every  hedge  and  bulh 
Affords  affi ft ance  ;  ev'n  afilidlive  Birch, 
Curs'd  by  unlctter'd,  idle  youth,  diftils 
A  limpid  cirrent  from  her  wounded  bark, 
Profufe  of  nurfing  fap.     When  folar  beams 
I'^rch  thirfty  human  veins,  the  damaflc'd  nuaJi^ 
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JtJnforc'J,  dil'play  ten  thoiifand  painted  flowers 
UlVful  in  portables.     Thy  little  Ions 
Permit  to  range  the  paftures ;  gla.Uy  'hey 
■Will  mow  the  Cowflip-pofies,  faintly  fweet, 
From  whence  thou  artificial  wines  Aalt  drain 
Of  i;;y  fade,  that,  in  mid  feryours,  befi 
Slack  cravings  thirft,  and  mitigate  the  day. 

Happy  lerne  [,  whofe  moft  vvhoiefome  air 
Poiibns  envenom'd  fpiders,  and  forbids 
The  baleful  toad,  and  viper,  fmrn  her  fnore  ! 
jVIore  happy  in  her  balmy  draughts,  eurich'd 
With  niiicellaneous  fpices,  and  the  root 
(For  thirft-abating  Iwtetnefs  prais'd),  which  wide 
Extend  her  fame,  and  to  each  drooping  heart 
Prtlent  redrefs,  and  lively  health  convey. 

See,  how  the  Belgae,  fedtdous  and  (lout, 
With  bowls  of  fattening  Mum,  or  blifsful  cups 
Of  kernel-relifh'd  fluids,  the  fair  flar 
Of  early  Phofphoru^  falute,  at  noon 
Jocund  vvi'h  frequcnt-rifing  fumes  !  by  ufe 
Inftruvfted,  thus  to  quell  their  native  phlegm 
Prevailing,  and  engender  wayward  mirth. 

What  need  to  treat  of  diftant  climes,  rcmov'd 
Far  from  the  floping  journey  (jf  the  year, 
Beyond  Pctlora,  and  Ifl^ndic  coafls  ? 
Where  ever-during  fnows,  perpetual  fiiades 
Of  dar^nefs.  would  congeal  their  livid  blood, 
I^id  on  the  Ardlic  tradl  fpontaneous  yield 
A  cheering  purple  berry,  big  with  Vifine, 
Intenfely  fervent,  which  each  hour  they  crave, 
Spread  round  a  flaming  pile  of  pines,  and  oft 
TJiey  interlard  their  natjve  drinks  with  choice 
Of  ft'ongell  Brandy,  yet  fcarce  with  thefe  aids 
Enabled  to  preveiit  the  fudden  rot 
Of  frcezipg  nofe,  and  quick  decaying  feet. 

fs^or  lefs  the  fable  borderers  of  Nile, 
Nor  they  who  Taprobane  manure,  nor  they, 
Whom  Innny  Borneo  bears,  are  flor'd  with  llieam? 
Egregious,  Rum,  and  Rice's  fpirit  extrad. 
for  here,  expos'd  to  perpendicular  rays, 
I;i  vain  they  covet  fliadcs,  and  Thrafcia's  gales, 
Pining  with  Equinoxiai  heat,  unlefs 
The  cordial  glafs  perpetual  motion  keep, 
Quick  circuiting ;  nor  dare  they  dofe  thei?  eyes, 
Vo:d  of  a  bulky  charger  near  their  lips, 
With  which,  in  often  interrupted  fleep, 
Tl^eir  frying  blood  compels  to  irrigate 
Their  dry-furr'd  tt  ngpes,  elfe  minutely  to  death 
Obnoxious,  difmal  death,  th'  effecil  of  drought  I 

More  happy  they,  born  in  Columbus*  world, 
Carybbes,  and  they,  whqm  the  Cotton  plant 
With  downy-fprouting  veils  arrays!  their  Vv^oods 
pow  with  prodigious  nuts,  that  give  at  once 
Celeflial  food,  and  neAar  ;  then,  at  hand 
The  Lemon,  uncorrupt  ■yvith  voyage  long, 
To  vinous  fpirits  added  (heavenly  drink  !) 
They  with  pnisumatic  engine  ceafelefs  draw, 
Intent  on  laughter  ;  a  continual  tide 
flows  from  th*  exhilarating  fount.     As,  when 
Againfl  a  fecret  cliff,  with'fudden  fliock 
A  fhip  is  dafli'd,  and  leaking  drinks  the  fca, 
Th'  aflonifli'd  mariners  ay  ply  the  pump, 
Nor  flay,  nor  reft,  till  the  wide  breach  is  clos'd  : 
Co  they  (but  cheerful)  unfatigued,  flill  move 
f  Ireland. 


The  draining  fucker,  then  alone  concern'd 
When  the  dry  bowl  forbids  their  pleafing  work. 

But  if  to  hoarding  thou  art  bent,  thy  hopes 
Are  fruflratc,  fliould'fl  thou  think  thy  pipes  will 

flow 
With  early  limpid  wine.     The  hoarded  flore, 
And  the  harili  draught,  muft  twice  endure  the 
fun's  [cold. 

Kind  {Irengthening  heat,  twice  winter's  purging 

There  are,  that  a  compounded  fluid  drain 
From    difllsrent    mixtures,    Woodcock,    Pippin, 

Mole, 
Rough  Elliot,  fweet  Parmain:  the  bjended  ftreams 
(Each  mutually  corredting  each)  create 
A  pleafurable  medley,  of  what  tafte 
Hardly  diflinguifh'd ;  as  the  fhowery  arch. 
With  lifted  colours  gay,  Ore,  Azure,  Gules, 
Delights  and  puzzles  the  beholder's  eye, 
That  views  the  watery  breed,  with  thoufand  fiiew& 
Of  painturc  vary'd,  yet's  unflcill'd  to  tell 
Or  where  one  colour  rifes,  or  one  faints. 

Some  Ciders  have  by  art,  or  age,  wnlearn'd 
Their  genuine  relifli,  and  of  fundry  vines 
Affum'd  the  flavour;  one  fort  coiinterfeits 
The  Spanifli  produ6l ;  this  to  Gauls  has  feem'd 
The  fparkling  Ne<5lar  of  Champaigne;  with  that, 
A  German  oft  has  fwill'd  his  throat,  and  fworn. 
Deluded,  that  imperial  Rhine  beftow'd 
The  generous  rummer,  whilft  the  owner,  pleas'd. 
Laughs  inly  at  his  guefts,  thus  cntertain'd 
With  fircign  vintage  from  his  cider  cafk. 

Soon  as  thy  liquor  from  the  narrow  cells 
Of  clofe-preft  huflcs  is  freed,  thou  muft  refrain 
Thy  thirfty  foul ;  let  none  pcrfuade  to  broach 
Thy  thick,  unwholfome,  nndigefted  cades  : 
The  hnary  frofls,  and  northern  blafts,  take  care 
Ihy  muddy  beverage  to  ferene,  and  drive 
Precipitant  the  bafer,  ropy  lees.  [all 

And  now  thy  wine's  tranfpicuous,  purg'd  from 
Its  earthy  grofs,  yet  let  it  feed  a  while 
On  the  fat  refufe,  left  too  foon  disjoin'd. 
From  fprightly,  it  to  fharp  or  vapid  change. 
When  to  convenient  vigour  it  attains, 
Snflice  it  to  provide  a  brazen  tube 
Inflext ;  felf-taught,  and  voluntary,  flies 
The  defecated  liquor,  through  the  vent 
Afcending,  then  by  downward  ttacfl  convey'd. 
Spouts  into  fubjtdl  veflels,  lovely  clear. 
As  when  a  noop-tide  fun,  with  fummcr  beams. 
Darts  through  a  cloud,  her  watery  flcirts  are  edg'd 
With  lucid  amber,  or  undroiTy  gold  : 
So,  and  fo  richly,  the  purg'd  liquid  fhines. 

Nnw,  alfo,  when  the  colds  abate,  nor  yet 
Full  funmier  fliines,  a  dubious  feafon,  clofe 
In  glafs  thy  pursr  ftreams,  and  let  them  gain, 
From  due  confinement,  fpirit,  and  flavour  nev/» 

For  this  intent,  the  fubtle  chemift  feeds 
Perpetual  flames,  v.hofe  unrefifted  force 
O'er  fand,  and  afties,  and  the  ftubborn  flint 
Prevailing,  turns  into  a  fufil  fea, 
That  in  his  furnace  bubbles  funny-red  : 
From  hence  a  glowing  drop  with  hollow'd  fteei 
He  tr.kes,  and  by  one  cflicacious  breath 
Dilates  to  a  ibrprifing  tube,  or  fphcre. 
Or  oval,  and  nt  receptacles  forms 
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For  every  liquid,  with  his  plaftic  lungs. 
To  human  hie  fubfervienc ;  by  his  means 
Ciders  in  metal  frail  improve  :  the  Moyle, 
And  tafteful  Pippin,  in  a  moon's  fhort  year, 
Acquire  complete  perfedlion  :   Now  they  fmolce 
Tranfparcnt,  (parkling  in  each  drop,  delight 
Of  curious  palate,  by  fair  virgins  crav'd. 
But  harfher  fluids  different  lengths  of  time 
Exped:      rhy  flafh  will  flowly  mitigate 
The  Eliot's  roughnefs.     Stir.jm,  firmeft  fruit, 
Embi.ttlcd  (I'lniras  Priameian  'Iroy 
Withllood  the  Greeks)  endures,  ere  juftly  mild. 
Soften'd  by  age,  it  youthful  vigor  gains, 
Fallacious  diink  1   ye  honed  men,  beware, 
I«Joi  'ruft  its  faioothncfs ;  the  thira  circlmg  glafs 
Suffices  vrtue  :    But  may  hypocrites, 
(  I'har  flyly  fpeak  one  thing,  another  think, 
Hateful  as  hell)  pleas'd  with  the  relifli  weak, 
Drink  on  unwarn'd,  till,  by  inchanting  cups 
infatuate,  they  their  wily  thoughts  difclofe, 
And  through  intemperance  grow  awhile  fincere. 

The  farmer's  toil  is  done  ;  his  cades  mature 
Now  call  for  vent ;  his  lands  exhauft  permit 
T'  indulge  awhile.     Now  folemn  rites  he  pays 
To  Bacchus  author  of  heart-cheering  miith. 
His  honeit  friends,  at  thirfty  hour  of  dufk. 
Come  unitivited  ;  he  with  bounteous  hand 
Imparts  his  fmoking  vintage,  fweet  reward 
Of  his  own  induftry  ;  the  well-fraught  bowl 
Circles  inreffant,  whilft  the  humble  cell 
Wirh  quavering  hugh  and  rural  jefls  refounds. 
Eafe,  and  content,  and  undiffembled  love. 
Shine  in  each  face  ;  the  thoughts  of  labour  pafl: 
Increafe  their  joy.     As,  from  retentive  cage 
When  fullen  Philomel  efcapes,  her  notes 
She  varies,  and  of  pad  imprifonment 
Sweetly  complains  ;  her  liberty  retriev'd 
Cheers  her  fad  foul,  improves  her  pleafing  fong. 
Gladfonie  they  quaff,  yet  not  exceed  the  bounds 
Of  heahhy  temperance,  ni)r  encroach  on  night, 
Scafon  of  reft  ;  but  well  bedewM  repair 
Each  to  his  home,  with  unfupplanted  feef. 
Ere  heaven's  emblazon'd  by  the  rofy  dawn, 
Domeftic  cares  awake  them;    brifk  they  rife, 
Refrefli'd,  and  lively  with  the  joys  that  flow 
From  amicable  talk,  and  moderate  cups 
Sweetly  interchanged.     Tiie  pining  lover  finds 
Prefent  redrcfs,  and  long  oblivion  drinks 
Of  coy  Lucinda.     Give  the  debtor  wine  : 
His  joys  are  fliort  and  few  ;  yet  when  he  drinks 
His  dread  retires  ;  the  flowing  glaflcs  add 
Courage  and  mirth  :    magnificent  in  tiiought, 
imaginary  riches,  he  enjoys. 
And  in  the  gaol  expatiates  unconfin'd. 
Nor  can  the  poet  Bacchus'  praife  indite, 
Kcbarr'd  his  grape.     The  Mufes  ftill  require 
Hi  mid  regalement ;  nor  will  aught  avail 
Imploring  Phcebus,  with  un.iioilten'd  lips. 
Thu9  to  the  generous  bottle  all  incline, 
B;   ..arching  thirfl;  allur'd.     With  vehement  funs 
Whtu  dully  fiimmer  bakes  the  crumbling  clods, 
How  pleafant  is  't,  beneath  the  twifted  arch 
O f  d  retreating  bower,  in  mid-day's  reign. 
To  ply  the  fwect  car.ufe,  remote  from  noife, 
Sccur'd  ol  leveriih  heats  1     When  t!i'  aged  year 
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Inclines,  and  Boreas'  fpirit  blufters  frore. 
Beware  th' inclement  heavens;  now  let  thy  hearth 
Crackle  with  Juicelefs  boughs;  thy  lingering  blood 
Now  inftigate  with  th'  apple's  powerful  ftreams. 
Perpetual  (howers  and  ftorray  gulls  confine 
The  willing  ploughman,  and  December  warns 
To  annua]  jollities;  now  fportive  youth 
Carol  incondite  rhimes,  with  fuiting  notes. 
And  quaver  unharmonious  ;  fturdy  fwains 
In  clean  array  for  ruftic  dance  prepare, 
Mist  with  the  buxom  damfels ;  hand  in  hand 
They  frilk  and  bound,  and  various  mazea  weave, 
Shaking  their  brawny  limbs,  with  uncouth  mien, 
Traiifported,  and  fometimes  an  oblique  leer 
Dart  on  their  loves,  fometimes  an  hafly  kifs 
Steal  from  unv^ary  lafles ;  they  with  fcorn, 
And  neck  reclin'd,  rcfent  the  ravilh'd  blifs. 
Meanwhile  blind  Britifli  bards  with  volant  touch 
Traverfe  loquacious  firings,  whofe  folemn  notes 
Provoke  to  harmlefs  revels  ;  thrfe  among 
A  fubtle  artifl  ftands,  in  wondrous  bag 
That  bears  imprifon'd  winds  (of  gentler  fort 
Than  vhofe  vs'hich  erft  Laertes'  fon  i;iclos'd). 
Peaceful  they  fleep ;  but  let  the  tuneful  fqueeze 
Of  lab  'uring  elbow  rouze  them,  out  they  fly 
Melodious,  and  with  fprightly  accents  charm. 
'Midft  thefe  difports,  forget  they  not  to  drench 
Themfclves    with  bellying  goblets;    nor,   when 

.    fpring 
Returns,  can  they  refufe  to  uflier  in 
The  fre(h-born  year  with  loud  acclaim,  and  {lore 
Of  jovial  draughts,  now,  when  the  fappy  boughs 
Attire  themfelves  with  blooms,  fweet  rudiments 
Of  future  harvefl  :    When  the  GnciT;an  crown 
Leads  on  expeiSed  autumn,  and  the  trees 
Difcharge  their  mellow  burdens,  let  them  thank 
Boon  Nature,  that  thus  annually  fupplies 
Their  vaults,  and  with  her  former  i.auid  gifts 
E.thilarates  their  langi;id  minds,  within 
The  golden  mean  confin'd;  Beyond  there's  nought 
Of  health  or  pleafure.    Therefore,  when  thy  heart 
Dilates  with  fervent  j'ys,  and  eager  foul 
Prompts  to  purfue  the  fparkling  glafs,  be  fure 
'Tis  tinie  to  fliun  it ;  if  thou  wilt  prolong 
Dire  compotation,  forrhvviih  reafon  quits 
Her  empire  to  confufi'in,  and  mifrule, 
And  vain  debates  ;  then  twenty  tongues  at  once 
Confpiie  in  fenfelefs  jargon  ;  nought  is  heard 
But  din,  and  various  clamor,  and  mad  rant : 
Diftrull  and  jealoufy  to  thefe  fucceed, 
And  anger-kindling  taunt,  the  certain  bane 
Of  well-knit  fedowfhip.     Now  horrid  friys 
Commeni.e;   the  brimming  glafies  new  are  hurl'd 
Witli  oire  intent;  buttles  witi-.  bottles  clafh. 
In  rude  encounter  ;  rour.d  their  temples  fly 
The  fharp-cdg'd  fragments;  down  their  batter'd 

checks 
Mixt.  gore  ;uid  cider  flow.     What  fliall  we  fay 
Of  ra(h  Elpeiior,  who  in  evil  h.our 
Dry'd  an  immeafurable  bowl,  and  tiiought 
T*  exhale  hi-,  fiirfeit  by  irriguous  fleep, 
Imprudent.'  him  death'*  iron  fleep  oppreft, 
De/cending  carelefs  from  his  couch  ;  the  iall 
I..uxt  his  neck  joint,  and  fpiiiai  marrow  bruib'J, 
Ncr  need  wc  tell  what  anxious  cares  atte.id 
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The  turbulent  mirth  of -wine;  nor  all  the  kinds 
Of  maladies,  that  lead  to  Death's  grim  cave, 
Wrought  by  intemperance,  joint-racking  gout, 
Inteftine  ftone,  and  pining  atrophy, 
Chili  even  when  the  fun  with  July  heats 
Fries  the  fcorch'd  foil,  and  dropfy  all  a-float. 
Yet  craving  liquids  :    nor  the  Centaurs  tale 
Be  here  repeated ;  how,  with  luft  and  wine 
Inflam'd,    they   fought,    and  fplit  their  drunken 

fouls 
At  feaftirxg  hour.    Ye  heavenly  Powers  that  guard 
The  BritiOi  ifles,  fuch  dire  events  remove 
Far  from  fair  Albion,  nor  let  civil  broils 
Ferment  from  focial  cups :    May  we,  remote 
From  the  hoarfe,  brazen  found  of  war,  enjoy 
Our  humid  products,  and  with  feemly  draughts 
Enkindle  mirth  and  hofpitable  love. 
Too  oft,  alas !  has  mutual  hatred  drench'd 
Our  fwords  in  native  blood  ;  too  oft  has  pride. 
And  hellilh  difcord,  and  infatiate  thirfl 
Of  other's  rights,  our  quiet  difcompos'd. 
Have  we  forgot,  hww  fell  deftru&ion  rag'd 
Wide  fpreading,  when  by  Eris'  torch  incens'd 
Our  fathers  warr'd  ?  what  heroes,  Cgnaliz'd 
For  loyalty  and  prowefs,  met  their  fate 
Untimely,  undeferv'd  I  how  Bertie  fell, 
Compton,  and  Granville,  dauntlefs  fons  of  Mars, 
Fit  themes  of  endlefs  grief,  but  that  we  view 
Their  virtues  yet  furviving  in  their  race  1 
Can  we  forget,  how  the  mad,  headftrong  rout 
Defy'd  their  prince  to  arms,  nor  made  account 
Of  faith  or  duty,  or  allegiance  fvvorn  ? 
Apoftate,  atheill  rebels  !  bent  to  ill. 
With  feeming  fandlity  and  cover 'd  fraud, 
Inftill'd  by  him,  who  firft  prefunt'd  t'  oopofc 
Omnipotence  ;  alike  their  crime,  th'  event 
Was  not  alike  ;  thefe  triumph'd,  and  in  height 
Of  barbarous  malice  and  infultiiig  pride, 
Abftain'd  not  from  imperial  blood.     O  fa<5t 
Unprirallel'd  !    O  Charles,  O  beft  of  kings  ! 
Wliat  flars  their  black  difaflrous  iniluence  fhed 
On  thy  nativity,  that  thou  fliould'ft  fall 
Thus,  by  inglorious  hands,  in  this  thy  realm, 
Supreme  and  innocent,  adjudg'd  to  death 
By  thofe  thy  mercy  only  would  have  fav'd  ! 
Yet  was  the  Cider-land  unflain'd  with  guilt; 
The  Cider -land,  obfequious  flill  to  thrones, 
Abhorr'd  fuch  bafe  difloyal  deeds,  and  all 
Her  pruning-hooks  extended  into  fwords, 
Undaunted,  to  affert  the  trampled  rights 
Of  monarchy;    but,  ah  1   fuccef>lefs  ftie, 
However  faithful  1  then  was  no  regard 
Of  right  or  wrong.     And  this,  once  happy,  land. 
By  home-bred  fury  rent,  long  groan'd  beneath 
Tyrannic  fway,  till  fair  revolving  years 
Our  exil'd  kings  and  liberty  reftor'd. 
Now  we  exult,  by  mighty  Anna's  care 
Secure  at  home,  while  {he  to  foreign  realms 
Sends  forth  her  dreadful  legions,  and  reftrains 
The  rage  of  kings :    Here  nobly  ihe  fupports 
Juftice  opprefs'd  ;  here  her  vidlorious  arni9 
«^ell  the  ambitious  :    From  her  hand  alone 
All  Europe  fears  reve.ige,  or  hojes  redrefs. 
Rejoice,  O  Albion  '.  fever'd  from  the  world 
By  Nature's  wife  indulgence,  indigent 
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Of  nothing  from  without;  in  one  fupreme 

Intirely  bleft  ;  and  from  beginning  time 

Defign'd  thus  happy  ;  but  the  fond  defire 

Of  rule  and  grandeur  multiply'd  a  race 

Of  kings,  and  numerous  fceptres  introduc'd, 

Deftrudtive  of  the  public  weal,     for  now 

Each  potentate,  a'*  wary  fear,  or  flrength. 

Or  emulation  urg'd,  his  neighbour's  bounds 

Invades,  and  ampler  territory  feeks 

With  ruinous  affauk ;  on  every  plain 

Hofl:  cop'd  with  hoft,  dire  was  the  din  of  war, 

And  ceafelefs,  or  lliort  truce  haply  proair'd 

By  havoc  and  dif;iiay,  till  jealoufy 

Rais'd  new  combuftion.     Thus  was  peace  in  vain 

Sought  for  by  martial  deeds,  and  conflidt  ftern : 

Till  Edgar  grateful  (as  to  thofe  who  pine 

A  diTmal  half-year  niglit,  the  orient  beam 

Of  Phcebus'  lamp)  arofe,  and  into  one 

Cemented  all  the  long-contending  powers. 

Pacific  monarch  !    then  her  lovely  head 

Concord  rear'd  high,  and  all  around  diftus'd 

The  fpirit  of  love.     At  eafe,  the  bards  new  flruDjr 

Their   filent  harps,    and  taught  the  woods  and 

vales. 
In  uncouth  rhimes,  to  echo  Edgar's  name. 
Then  gladnefs  fmil'd  in  every  eye  ;  the  years 
Ran  fmootly  on,  produdlive  of  a  line 
Of  wife,  heroic  kings,  that  by  juft  laws 
Eftablilb'd  happinefs  at  home,  or  crufa'd 
Infulting  enemies  in  fartheft  climes. 

See  lion-hearted  Richard,  with  his  force 
Drawn    from    the    North,    to  Jewry's  hallow'd 

plains  I 
Pioufly  valiant  (like  a  torrent  fwell'd 
With  wintry  tempefts,  that  difdains  all  mounds. 
Breaking  a  way  impetuous,  and  involves 
Within  its  fvveep,  trees,  houfes,  men)  he  prefs'd 
Amidft  the  thickefl  battle,  and  o'erthrew 
Whate'er  withftood  his  zealous  rage  :    no  paufe, 
No  flay  of  flaughter,  found  his  vigorous  arm. 
But  th'  unbelieving  fquadrons  to  flight 
Smote  in  the  rear,  and  with  dilhoneft  wounds 
Mangled  behind.     The  Soldan,  as  he  fled, 
Oft  call'd  on  Alia,  gnafliing  with  defpite 
And  (hame,  and  murmur'd  many  an  empty  curfc. 

Behold  third  Edward's  dreamers  blazing  high 
On  Gallia's  holiile  ground  !  his  right  withlield. 
Awakens  vengeance.     O  imprudent  Gauls, 
Relying  on  falfe  hopes,  thus  to  incenfc 
The  warlike  Englifh  !    One  important  day 
Shall  teach  you  meaner  thoughts.    Eager  of  Sght, 
Fierce  Brutus'  offspring  to  the  adverfc  front 
Advance  refiftlef-i,  and  their  deep  array 
With  furious  inroad  pierce  :    rhe  mighty  furce 
Of  Edward  twice  o'erturn'd  their  defperate  king ; 
Twice  he  arofe,  and  join'd  the  horrid  fliock  : 
The  third  time,  with  his  wide-expended  v/ings, 
He  fugitive  declin'd  fuperior  ftrength, 
Difcomfited  ;  purfued,  in  the  fad  chace 
Ten  thoufand  ignominious  fall;   with  blood 
The  vallies  float.     Great  I^dward  thus  aveng'd," 
With  golden  Iris  his  broad  lliiejd  embofi'd. 

Thrice  glorious  prince  !    whom  Fame  with  a]l 
her  toi.gucs 
For  ever  fliallfelcHiiid.    .Vet  from -liis  loin* 
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New  author*  of  dinenfion  fpring  ;  from  him 
Two  branches  that  in  hotting  long  contend 
For  fov'rcign  fway  ;  and  can  fuch  anger  dwell 
In  noblcft  minds  ?  but  little  now  avail'd 
The  ties  of  friendfliip  ;  every  man,  as  led 
By  inclination,  or  vain  hope,  repair'd 
To  either  catnp,  and  breath'd  immortal  hate, 
And  dire  revenge.    Now  Jiorrid  Slaughter  reigns: 
Sons  againft  fi'thtrs  tilt  the  fatal  lance, 
Careleis  of  duty,  and  their  native  grounds 
Diftain  with  kindred  blood;  the  twanging  bows 
Send  fhowerr  of  fhafts,  that  on  their  barbed  points 
Alternate  ruin  bear.     Here  nvght  you  fee 
"Barons  and  pcafants  on  th'  embattled  field 
Slain,  or  half-dead,  in  nne  huge,  ghaftly  heap 
PromifcuouQy  amafs'd.     With  dii'mal  groans, 
And  ejulation,  iji  the  pangs  of  death 
Some  call  for  aid,  neglccScd  ;  fomc  o'erturn'J 
In  the  fierce  fhock,  lie  gafping,  and  expire, 
Trampled  by  fiery  couriers  :    Horror  thus, 
And  wild  uproar,  and  defolation,  reign'd 
Unrefpited.     Ah  !  who  at  length  viill  end 
This  long,  pernicious  fray  ?  what  man  has  Fate 
Rtferv'd  for  this  great  worki" — Hail,  happy  prince 
Of  'I'udor's  race,  whom  in  the  womb  of  Time 
Cadwallador  forelaw  !    thou,  thou  art  he. 
Great  Richmond  Henry,  that  by  nuptial  rites 
Mull  clofe  the  gates  of  Janus,  and  remove 
Defl;ru>5live  Difcord.     Now  no  more  the  drum 
Provokes  to  arms,  or  trumpet's  clangor  fiirill 
Affrights  the  wives,  or  chills  the  virgin's  blood ; 
But  joy  and  plcafure  open  to  the  view 
Uninterrupted  !  with  prefaging  (kill 
7  hou  to  thy  own  unitefl  Fergus'  line 
By  wife  alliance  .    from  thee  James  defcends, 
Heaven's  chofcn  favourite,  fird  Britannic  king. 
To  him  alone  hereditary  right  [main'd 

Gave  power  fupreme ;    yet  (till  feme  feeds  rc- 
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Of  difcontent  j    two  nations  iincier  one, 
In  laws  and  intercft  diverfe,  ftill  purfucd 
Peculiar  ends,  on  each  fide  relolute 
'i'o  fly  conjunction  ;  neither  fear,  nor  hope, 
Nor  the  fweet  profpedl  of  a  mutual  gain. 
Could  aught  avail,  till  prudent  Anna  faid, 
Let  there  be  union  :    ftrait  with  reverence  due 
To  her  command,  they  willingly  unite, 
One  in  aiTetftion,  laws  and  government, 
Indiffolubly  firm  ;  from  Dubris  fouth 
To  Northern  Orcades,  her  long  domain. 

And  now,  thus  leagued  by  an  eternal  bond, 
What  fliall  retard  the  Britons  bold  defigns, 
Or  who  fuftain  their  force,  in  union  knit. 
Sufficient  to  withiiand  the  powers  combin'd 
Of  all  this  globe  ?    At  this  important  aft 
The  Mauritanian  and  Cathaian  kind's 
Already  tremble,  and  th'  unbaptiz'd  Turk 
Dreads  war  from  utmoft  Thule.     Uncontrol'd 
The  Biitifh  navy  through  the  ocean  vaft 
Shall  wave  her  double  crofs,  t'  extremeft  climes 
Ferrific,  and  return  with  odorous  fpoils 
Of  Araby  well  fraught,  or  Indus'  wealth. 
Pearl,  and  barbaric  gold  :     Meanwhile  the  fwains 
Shall  unmolefted  reap  what  Plenty  rtrows 
From  well-flor'd  horn,    rich  grain,    and  timely 

fruits. 
The  elder  year,  Pomona,  p'eas'd,  fiiall  deck 
With  ruby-tindlur'd  births,  whofe  liquid  ftorc 
Abundant,  flowing  in  well-blended  Itreams, 
The  natives  fiiall  applaud  ;  while  glad  rhey  talk 
Of  baleful  ills,  caus'd  by  Bellona's  wrath 
111  other  realms;  where'er  the  Britifh  fpread 
I'riumphnnt  banners,  or  their  fame  has  rcath'd, 
Diffufive,  to  the  utmoft  bounds  of  this 
Wide  univerfe,  Silurian  Cider  borne 

!  Shall    pleafe    all    taftes,    and    triumph    o'er    tile 

I  vine. 
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"  Per  ambages,  Deorumque  minidcria 
"  Prsccipitandus  eft  liber  Ipiritus." 

Petronius. 


O?  Engliflj  tipple,  and  the  potent  grain, 
"VV'hich  in  the  conclave  of  Ctleftial  Powers 


*  Thi»  poem  is  taken  from  a  folio  sopy,  1  70rt,  commu- 
rii.iteil  I'roin  tlic  Lmnlietli  Library  bv  I'r.  iHi'.ircl,  In 
ulucli  the  name  ut  rlilllp)  was  iiifcnvU  ia  tlic  liauii-'-viitinj; 


Bred  foil  debate,  fin^.  Nymph  of  heavenly  ftern, 
Who  on  the  hoary  top  of  Pcn-maln-maur 

of  Ahp.  Tcnlfon  It  was  publKhed  by  T.  Bcnnct,  tlie 
bookfrllcr  lor  whom  "  Blcnbtiin"  was  priiitcJ  ;  anothir 
Itryiij;  iirefumpiivt  i^ryol  ol  tliis  bein;;  by  tiic  Ihii};;  »ulb«r. 


POEMS. 


Merlm  the  feer  didft  vifit,  vvliilft  he  fate 
With  aftrolabe  prophetic,  to  forefee 
Young  avSlions  ilTuing  fiom  the  Fates  Divan. 
Full  of  thy  power  infus'd  by  nappy  ale, 
'    Darkling  he  watch'd  the  planetary  orbs, 
In  their  obfcure  fojourn  o'er  heaven's  high  cope  ; 
Nor  ceas'd  till  the  grey  dawn  witli  orient  dew 
Impearl'd  his  large  muftachocs,  deep  enfconc'd 
Beneath  his  over-lhadowing  orb  of  hat, 
And  ample  fence  of  elephantine  nofe, 
Scornful  of  keencft  polar  winds,  or  fleet, 
Or  hail,  fent  rattling  down  from  wintry  Jove, 
(Vain  efforts  on  his  fevenfold  mantl^r,  made 
Of  Caledonion  rug,  immortal  woof!) 
Such  energy  of  foul  to  raife  the  feng. 
Deign,  Goddefs,  now  to  me  ;  nor  then  withdraw 
Thy  fnre  prcfiding  power,  but  guide  my  wing, 
Which  nobly  meditates  no  vulgar  flight. 

Now  from  th'  enfanguin'd  Ifter's  reeking  flood, 
Tardy  with  many  a  corfe  of  Boian  knight, 
^And  Gallic  deep  irgulft,  with  barbed  fteeds 
Proniifcuous,  Fame  to  high  Olympus  flcvv, 
Shearing  th'  expanfe  of  heaven  with  adive  plume; 
Nor  fwiftcr  from  Plinlimnion's  ftecpy  top 
The  (launch  Gcrfaulcgn  through  the  buxom  air 
Stoops  on  the  fteerage  of  his  wings,  to  trufs 
Tlie  quarry,  hern,  <ir  mallard,  newly  fprung 
From    creek,    whence    bright    Sabrina    bubbling 

forth, 
Runs  fafl:  a  Nais  through  the  flowery  meads, 
To  fpread  rouKrt  Uriconiuni's  towers  her  ftreams. 
Her  golden  trump  the  goddefs  founded  thrice, 
M'hofe   ihrilling  clang  reach'd  heaven's  extrcmeft 

fpherc. 
Rous'd  at  the  blaft,  the  gods  v/ith  winged  fpeed 
To  learn  the  tidings  came,  on  radiant  thrones 
With  fair  memorials,  and  imjutffcs  quaint 
Flmblazon'd  o'er  they  fate,  devis'd  of  old 
By  Mulciber;  nor  fmall  his  ficill  I  ween. 
There    fns    relates    vvhat    ChurchiU'g    arm    had 

wrought 
On  BlenhtiniS  bloody  plain.     Up  Bacchus  rofe, 
By  his  plump  cheek  and  barrel  belly  known, 
The  pliant  tendrils  of  a  juicy  vino 
Around  his  rofy  brow  in  ringlets  curl'd ; 
And  in  his  hand  a  bunch  of  grapes  he  held, 
The  enfigns  of  the  god  .'  with  ardent  tone 
He  mov'd,  that  flraight  the  neftar'd  bowl  fhould 

flow, 
Devote  to  Churchill's  health,  and  o'er  all  heaven 
Uncommon  orgies  (hould  be  kept  till  eve, 
Till  all  were  fated  with  immDrtal  mi;uil, 
DtlicidU'i  tipple  1   that,  in  heavenly  veins, 
Affiniilated,  vigorous  ichor  bred, 
Superior  to  Frontiniac,  or  Bourcleaiix, 
Or  old  Falern,  Campania's  Lc'ft  increafe,  i 

Or  the  more  dulcet  juice  the  happy  iflcs 
From  Palma  or  Forteventura  fend. 

Joy  flufh'd  on  every  face,  and  pleafing  glee 
Inward  affent  difcover'd,  till  uprofe 
Geres,  rnit  blithe,  for  marks  of  latent  woe 
Dim  on  her  vifage  lour'd  :    fuch  her  deport, 
When  Aretliufa  from  her  resdy  bed 
Told  her  how  Dis  young  Proferpine  had  raii'd, 
To  fway  ids  iron  fteptre,  and  c-.uiniard 
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In  gloom  tartareous  half  his  wide  domain. 
Then  fighing,  thus  Ihe  faid — "  Have  I  fo  long 
Employ 'd  my  various  art,  t'  enrich  the  lap 
Of  Earth,  all-bearing  mother  ;  and  my  lore 
Communicated  to  the  unweeting  hind, 
And  fhal!  not  this  pre-eminence  obtain  ?" 
Then  from  beneath  her  Tyrian  veft  flie  took 
The  bearded  cars  of  grain  flie  moft  admir'd, 
Which  gods  call  Chrithe,  in  terrellrial  fpeectt 
Ycleped  Barley.     "  'Tis  to  this,  Ihe  cry'd. 
The  Britilh  cohorts  owe  their  martial  fame 
And  far-redoubted  prowefs,  niatchlefs  youth  ! 
This,  when  returning  from  the  foughten  field. 
Or  Noric,  or  Iberian,  leam'd  with  icars, 
(Sad  fignatures  of  many  a  dreadful  gafli !) 
The  vcieran,  caroufmg,  foon  reflores 
PuiiTance  to  his  arm,  and  ilrings  his  nerres  ! 
And,  a?  a  fnake,  wlien  firft  the  rofy  hours 
Shed  vernal  fvveets  o'er  every  vale  and  n:ead 
Rolls  tardy  from  his  cell  oi  fcure  and  dank- 
But,  wrhen  by  genial  rays  of  fummer  fun 
Purg'd  of  his  flc,ugh,  he  nimbly  thrids  the  brake. 
Whetting  his  (ling,  his  crefleii  head  he  rears 
Terrific,  from  each  eye  retort  he  (hoots 
Enfanguin'd  rays,  the  didant  fwa:i!s  admire 
His  various  neck,  and  fpires  L;  i  -nt  with  gold  : 
So  at  each  glafs  the  liarrafs'd  warrxor  feels 
Vigour  renute;  his  horrent  arms  he  tilccr, 
And  rufting  fanlchion,  on  whofe  ample  hilt 
Long  Vidlory  fate  dormant :    loon  (he  lliakes 
Her  drowfy  wings,  and  follows  to  the  war. 
With    fpeed    fuccind;    v/here    foon  his  martial 

port 
She  recognizes,  whilft  he  haughty  (lands 
On  the  rough  edge  of  battle,  and  beftows 
Wide  tornient  on  the  ferried  files,  fo  us'd, 
Frequent  in  bold  cmprife,  to  work  fad  rout. 
And  havoc  dire  ;  thrfe  the  bold  Britoil  mows 
Dauntlefs  as  Deities  e  ■  .'inpt  from  fate. 
Ardent  to  deck  his  brow  with  mural  gold. 
Or  civic  wreath  of  oak,  the  viiSor's  meed. 
Such  is  the  power  of  ale  with  vines  embowe-'J, 
While  dangling  bunches  court  his  thirftii:g  lip  ; 
Sullen  he  fits,  and  fighing  oft  extols 
The  beverage  they  qualT,  whofe  happy  foil 
Prolific  Dovus  laves,  or  Trenta's  urn 
Adorns  with  waving  Chtithe  (joyous  fcencs 
Of  vegetable  gold  !)  fccure  they  dwell. 
Nor  feel  th'  eternal  fnows  that  clothe  their  cliffs  - 
Nor  curfe  th' inclement  air,  whofe  horrid  face 
Scowls  like  that  aretic  heaven,  that  drizzling  fheds 
Perpetual  winter  on  the  frozen  (kirts 
Of  Scandinavia  and  the  Baltic  main. 
Where  the  young  timpeds  firft  are  taught  to  roar. 
Snug  in  their  (Iraw-built  huts,  or  daikJingearth'd 
In  ca^ern'd  rock,  they  live  (fmall  need  of  art 
To  form  fpruce  architrave  or  cornice  quaint, 
On  Parian  marble,  with  Corinthian  grace 
Prepar'd) — there  en  well-fuei'd  hearth  they  chat, 
Whilll  black  pcfts  walk  the  round  with  laughing 

Surcharg'd  ;  or  hrew'd  In  planetary  hour, 

When   iVIarch   wcigh'd  night  and  day  in  equal 

fcale  ; 
Or  in  0(5lober  tcnn'dj  and  mellcv."  grown 
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"With  feven  revolving:  funs,  the  racy  juice, 
Strong  with  delicious  flavour,  ftrikes  the  fenfe. 
Nor  wants  on  vaft  circumference  of  board, 
Of  Arthur's  imitative,  large  furloin 
Of  ox,  or  virgin  heifer,  wont  to  browfc 
The  meads  of  Longovicum  ^ fattening  foil, 
Heplete  with  clover-grafs,  and  foodful  (hrub). 
Planted  with  fprigi  of  rofeniary  it  {lands, 
Meet  paragon  (as  far  as  great  with  fmall 
May  correfpond)  for  fome  Panchsan  hill, 
Embrown'd    with    fultry    fkies,    thin    fet    with 

palm. 
And  olive  rarely  interfpers'd,  whofe  fhade 
Skreens  hofpitably  from  the  Tropic  Crab 
The  quiver'd  Arabs'  vagrant  clan,  that  waits 
Infidious  fome  rich  caravan,  which  fares 
To  Mecca,  with  Barbaric  gold  full  fraught. 

Thus  Britain's  hardy  fons,  of  ruftic  mould, 
Patient  of  arms,  ftill  qualh  th'  afpiring  Gaul, 
Bleft  by  my  boon ;    which  when  they  flightly 

prize, 
iShonld  they,  with  high  defence  of  triple  brafs 
"Wide-circling,  live  immur'd  (as  erft  was  tried 
By  Bacon's  charms,  on  whicli  the  fickening  moon 
Look'd  wan,    and  checrlefs  mew'd  her  crefcent 

horns, 
Whilfl  Demognrgon  heard  his  ftern  behcft) 
Thrice  the  prevailing  power  of  Gallia's  arms 
Should  there  rcfifllefs  ravage,  as  of  old 
Great  Pharamond,  the  founder  of  her  fame, 
Was  wont,  when  firll  his  mariliard  pr erage  pafs'd 
The    fubjecT:    Rhene.      What    though    Britannia 

boafts 
Herfelf  a  world,  with  ncesn  circumfus'd  ? 
'Tis  Ale  that  warms  her  fons  t'  affcrt  her  claim, 
And  with  full  volley  makes  her  naval  tubes 
Thunder  difadrnus  doc.m  to  op]>onent  powers  '. 

Nor  potent  only  to  enkindle  Mars, 
And  fire  with  knightly  pr- -vefs  recreant  fouls: 
It  fclence  can  encourage,  and  excite 
The  mind  to  ditties  blithe,  and  charming  fong. 
Thou,  Pallat,  to  my  fpeech  juft  witnefs  bear  : 
How  oft  haft  th(>u  thy  v.itaries  beheld 
A;  Crambo  merry  met,  and  hymning  flirill 
With  voice  harmonic  cncii,  wliiill  others  frific 
In  mazy  dance,  or  Ccflrian  gambols  fliew, 
Elate  with  mighty  joy,  when  to  the  brim 
Ciitheian  nct5iar  crown'd  the  lordly  bowl, 
("Equal  to  Ncftor's  pnnd(  rous  cup,  which  afl;'d 
,\  hero's  aim  to  mouiu  it  on  the  board. 
Ere  he  th'  tmbattall'd  Pyhans  led,  to  quell 
The  pride  of  Dardan  youth  in  hofliiig  diit). 
<3r  if,  with  front  unblefs'd,  came  towering  in 
I'rodor  armipotent,  in  {Icrn  ileport 
Rcfembling     turban'd     Turk,     when     high    he 

wields 
His  fcimeter  with  huge  two-handed  fway. 
Alarm'd  with  threateing  accent,  hurfher  far 
Than  that  ill-omen'd  fuund  the  bird  of  night. 
With  beak  uncomely  bent,  from  dodder'd  oak 
Screams    nut,    the    fuk  inan's  trump  of  doleful 

doom  : 
Thy  jocund  fi.ns  confront  the  horrid  van, 
'fhat  crowds  his  gonfalon  of  I'cvcn  foot  fize; 
And  With  tliiir  lubicd  face'  ftand  the  foe; 


Whilfl;  they  of  fober  gulfe  contrive  retreat. 
And  run  with  ears  eretft ;  as  the  tall  flag 
Unharbour'd  by  the  woodman  quits  his  layrc, 
And  flies  the  yerning  pack  which  clofe  purfue, 
So  they  not  bowfy  dread  th'  approaching  foe  : 
They  run,  they  fly,  till  flying  on  obfcure, 
Night-founder'd  in  town-ditches  ftagnant  gurge, 
Sf>ph  rowls  on  Soph  promifcuous. — Caps  aloof 
Quadrate  and  circular  confus'dly  fly, 
'i'he  fport  of  fierce  Norwegian  tempefts,  toft 
By  Thrafcia's  coadjutant,  and  the  roar 
Of  loud  Euroclydon's  tumultuous  gufts.'' 

She  faid  :    the  fire  of  gods  and  men  fuprcme, 
With  afpedl  bland,  attentive  audience  gave, 
Then  nodded  awful :    from  his  Ihaken  locks 
Ambrofial  fragrance  flew  :    the  fignal  given 
By  Ganymede  the  fkinker  foon  was  ken'd  ; 
With  Ale  he  Heaven's  capacidus  goblet  crown'd. 
To  Phrygian  mood  Apollo  tun'd  his  lyre, 
The  Mufe^  fang  alternate,  all  carous'd. 
But  Bacchus  murmuring  left  th'  affembled  power*. 


BACHANALIAN  SONG*. 

Come,  fill  me  a  glafs,  fill  it  high, 
A  bumper,  a  bumper  I'll  have  : 
He's  a  fool  that  will  flinch  ;  I'll  not  bate  an  inch, 
Though  I  drink' myfelf  into  my  grave. 

Here's  a  health  to  all  thofe  jolly  fouls, 
Who  like  me  will  never  give  o'er. 
Whom    no  danger  controuls,    but  will  take   off 
their  bowls. 
And  merrily  ftickle  for  more. 

Drown  Rcsfon  and  all  fuch  weak  foes, 
1  fcorn  to  obey  her  command  ; 
Could  flie  ever  fuppofe  I'd  be  led  by  the  nofe, 
And  let  my  glafs  idly  ftand  i 

Reputation's  a  b'lgbear  to  fools, 
A  foe  to  the  joys  of  dear  drinking. 
Made  ufe  of  by  tools,  who'd  fet  us  new  rules. 
And  bring  us  to  politic  thinking. 

rill  them  all,  I'll  have  fix  in  a  hand, 
For  I've  triflv-d  an  age  away  ; 
"Tis  in  vain  to  command,  the  fleeting  fand 
Rolls  on,  and  cannot  ftay. 

Come,  my  lads,  move  the  glafs,  drink  about. 
We'll  drink  the  uriverfe  dry  ; 
We'll  fet  foot  to  foot,  and  drink  it  all  out ; 
If  once  we  grow  fober,  we  die. 


♦  From  many  clrcumllancts,  there  i«  little  doubt  bu 
this  convivial  fonc  w.is  hv  tlie  a>itl>or  ot  "  The  Splendid 
SliiMiiK"  Ihcic  was,  luiv.cvcr,  kii  earlicriwct.  nf  botlj 
tl!c  names  ol  tlii*  author,  who  vv.i^  neiih.  w  to  Miitoii.  ana 
wrote  forac  rueinoirj  of  luj  uuelc,  «ni  Icvcral  burlerqut 
pociu;i. 
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Yet  fome  there  were,  among  the  founder  few, 
Of  thofe  who  lefs  prcfum'd,  and  better  knew. 
Who  durft  affert  the  jufter  ancient  caufe 

And  here  reftor'd  \VJt'«  fundamental  laws 

Such  late  was  Walsh— the  Mufes'  judge  and  friendj 
Who  jnftly  knew  to  blame  or  to  commend  ; 
To  failings  mild,  but  zealous  for  defert ; 
The  cleareft  head,  and  the  fincereft  heart. 
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THE    LIFE   OF  WALSH. 


William  Walsh  was  fon  of  Jofcph  Walfli,  Efq.  of  Abbefly,  in  VVorcefterfliirc,  where  lie  was 
Jjorn  in  1663. 

At  the  age  of  fifteen,  he  was  entered  a  gentleman  commoner  in  Wadham  College,  Oxford  ;  but 
left  the  univerfity  without  taking  a  degree. 

On  leaving  the  univeifity,  he  retired  to  his  native  county,  and  purfued  his  fludies  at  home.  He 
afterwards  gratified  his  delir*  of  travelling,  and  improved  hiflifelf  by  converfing  with  men  of  wit 
and  learning  abroad. 

On  his  return  from  his  travels  he  came  to  London,  where  his  rank,  talents,  and  add:  ffs,  foon  in- 
troduced him  to  the  firft  company  in  high  and  literary  life. 

The  befl;  judges  of  his  time  bear  teftimony  to  the  early  indications  of  his  tafte  and  judgment  in 
poetry  and  criticifm. 

With  Dryden,  in  particular,  he  was  a  great  favourite  ;  for  in  the  pofircript  to  his  Virgil,  he  calls 
him  the  lejl  critic  of  our  nation. 

He  was  not,  however,  merely  a  critic  and  a  fcholar,  but  a  man  of  fafiiion,  ollentatiouny  fplendid, 
it  is  faid,  in  his  drefs ;  and  a  courtier,  diftinguiflied  by  the  fri&ndlhip  of  the  Duke  of  Shrewfbury, 
and  Gentleman  of  the  Horfe  to  Queen  Anne,  under  the  Duke  of  Somerfet. 

He  was  likewife  a  member  of  parliament,  having  been  feveral  times  chofen  knight  of  the  fliire 
for  the  county  of  Worcefter,  and  once  the  reprefentative  of  Richmond  in  Yorkfture. 

He  appears,  from  .his  writings,  to  have  been  a  zealous  friend  of  the  Revolution  ;  but  without  ran- 
cour or  aniaioCty  againft  the  oppofite  party;  for  he  continued  his  reverence  and  Idndnefs  for 
Dryden,  after  he  was  difpoffeffed  of  the  laurel  by  King  William,  and  difcountenanced  by  the 
public,  for  his  mean  compliance  and  converfon  to  Popery  in  the  preceding  reign. 

In  1705,  he  began  to  correfpond  with  Pope,  in  whom  he  difcovered  very  early  the  power  of 
poetry,  and  predided  his  future  excellence.  Their  letters  are  written  upon  the  paftaral  comedy 
of  the  Italians,  and  the  paftorals  which  Pope  was  then  preparing  to  publidi. 

Pope  always  retained  a  grateful  remembrance  of  his  early  notice,  and  mentioned  him  in  one  of 
Ills  latter  pieces  among  thofe  that  had  encouraged  his  juvenile  ftudies : 

"  And  knowing  Walfh  would  tell  me  I  could  write." 

He  had  befote  given  him  more  fplendid  praifc  in  his  Effay  on  Criticifm ;  and,  in  the  opinion  of 
Warburton,  facrificed  a  little  of  his  judgment  to  his  gratitude. 

The  time  of  his  death  is  uncertain;  but  it  is  fuppofed  to  have  happened  in  1709,  in  the  46th 
year  of  his  age. 

Thi3  is  all  that  is  known  of  Walfli ;  a  man  much  admired  by  his  contemporaries ;  and  who 
feepis  to  have  had  a  well  ciiliivated,  though  not  a  v^ry  extenfive  UEderftanding. 

■,  Nn  ij 
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Drydeii  and  Pope  have  given  t.hcir  fandion  in  his  favour,  to  whom  lie  was  pcrfonally  known  : 
a  circumftance  greatly  to  his  advantage  ;  for  had  there  been  no  perfonal  frierdlhi}),  tliere  is  realbn 
to  believe,  their  encomiums  would  have  been  lefi  lavifli ;  at  leaft,  his  wcrks  do  not  cany  fo  high 
an  idea  of  him  as  they  have  done. 

His  works  are  not  numerous.  In  profe  he  wrote  a  Dialogue  conci-rnirg  U^offisn,  ieing  a  Defence 
oftbeFairS:x,addrtJ[^dtaEugin':a,  printed  in  1691.  This  is  the  moft  conflderable  of  his  produc- 
tions, and  is  highly  commended  by  Dryden  in  a  preface  which  he  prefixed  to  it. 

"  I  was  not  ignorant,"  fays  that  great  critic,  '•  that  he  was  n-atorally  ingenious,  and  that  he 
had  improved  hmifclf  by  tiaveliing  ;  and  from  thtr.ce  I  might  reafonabiy  have  exjiedled  that  air 
of  gallantry  which  is  fo  vifibly  difTufed  through  the  body  </f  the  w-oik,  and  is  indeed  the  foul  that 
animates  all  things  of  this  nature;  but  fo  much  variety  of  reading,  bocli  in  ancient  and  modern 
autho-s,  fuch  digcftion  of  that  reading,  fo  much  juftnef^  of  thou^dit,  that  it  leaves  no  room  for 
affeiSlation  or  pedantry  I  tnuy  ver.turc  to  fay,  are  not  over  common  among  praflifed  writers,  an4 
vcrv  rarelv  to  be  found  amoiig  beginners" 

In  1692,  he  ]>ubliflied  "  A  Col'.eBisn  of  Lei'eis  and  Foer7?s,  amorous  and  gallant  "  to  which  he  pre- 
fixed a  veryjudicious  preface  upon  epiflolary  compofition  and  amorous  poetry. 

In  1697,  lie  wrote  an  Effay  on  Ptforal  I'oetiv,  with  a  fliort  defence  of  Virgil,  aga'nft  fome  of  the 
refiedions  of  Fontenelle,  which  is  prefix-'d  to  iJryden's  trar.fladon  of  Virgil's  Paflurals. 

A  fmali  pofthumous  piece  of  his  compofition,  entitled  JEfalapius,  or  the  Hcfpltal  ef  Foals,  in 
imitation  of  Lucian,  was  printed  in  1714. 

His  poems  were  reprinted  among  the  works  of  the  minor  poets,  in  3  vols.  lamo.  1749.  They 
confifl:  chiefly  of  elegies,  epitviphs,  cdcs  and  fongs,  which  are  in  general  elegant,  though  not  great. 
His  Go/den  Age  Rijlorcd,  in  particular,  has  fon.e  humour;  and  his  Imitation  of  Horace  is,  for  the 
mod;  part,  happily  turned. 

"  Ke  is  known  more,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  bj'  his  fair.iliari'y  with  great  men,  than  by  ary  thing 
done  or  written  by  himfelf.  In  all  his  writings  thtre  are  pleafing  pillages.  He  has,  h(;v;c»Cir, 
n:or€  elegance  than  vigour,  and  feldoni  rifcs  higher  than  to  be  pretty." 
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It  ha4  been  fo  iifual  amon;j  modern  authors  to 
write  prefaces,  that  a  man  is  thought  rude  to  his 
reader,  who  does  not  give  hi;n  f  une  account  be- 
fore-hand of  what  he  is  to  expedt  in  the  b  ok. 

The  greareft  part  of  this  colkdlioa  confifls  of 
amorous  verfcs.  Thofe  who  are  converfant  with 
the  writings  of  the  ancients,  will  obferve  a  great 
difference  between  what  they  and  the  moderns 
have  publifhed  Upon  this  Tibjed:  The  occafions 
upon  which  the  poems  of  the  forrner  are  written, 
are  fuch  as  happen  to  every  man  almoit  that  is  in 
love  ;  and  the  thoughts  fuch  as  are  natural  for  eve- 
ly  man  in  love  to  think.  The  moderns,  on  the 
other  hand,  have  fought  out  for  occafions  that 
none  meet  with  but  themfelvgs;  and  fill  their 
verfes  with  thoughts  that  are  Airprifing  a;id  glit- 
tering, but  not  tender,  paflionate,  or  natural  to  a 
man  in  love. 

To  judge  which  of  thefe  two  are  in  the  right, 
we  ought  to  confider  the  end  that  people  propofe 
i'l  writing  love  verfes;  and  that  \  take  not  to  be 
the  glutting  fame  <  r  admiration  from  the  world, 
but  the  obtaining  the  love  of  their  miftref- ;  and 
the  befl;  v/ay  I  conceive  to  make  her  love  you,  is 
to  convince  her  that  you  love  her.  Now  this  cer- 
tainly is  not  to  be  done  by  forced  conceits,  far- 
fetched finiilies,  and  fliining  points;  but  by  a  true 
and  lively  reprefentation  of  the  pains  and  tiioughts 
attending  fuch  a  pafiion. 

"  Si  vis  me  flere,  dolendum  efl 

*'  Primuni  ipli  tibi,  tunc  tua  me  infortunia  Issdent." 

I  would  as  foon  believe  a  widow  in  great  grief 
for  her  hufband,  becaufe  I  faw  her  dance  a  corant 
about  his  Coffin,  as  believe  a  man  in  love  w  ith  his 
miflrefs  for  his  writing  fuch  verfes  as  fome  great 
modern  wits  have  done  upon  theirs, 

I  am  fatisfied  thut  Catullus,  Tibullus,  Proper- 
tius.  and  Ovid,  were  in  love  with  their  miftrefTcs, 
while  they  upbraid  them,  quarrel  with  them, 
threaten  them,  and  forfwear  them  ;  but  I  confefs 
r  cannot  believe  Petrarch  in  love  with  his,  when 
iie  write*  conceits  upon  her  name,  hex  gloves,  and 


the  I'lace  of  her  birth,  t  know  it  i";  natural  for  a 
lover,  in  tranfports  of  jeiloufy,  to  treat  his  mif- 
trcfs  with  all  the  violence  iiiagiiiable  ;  but  I  cannoc 
think  it  natural  for  a  man,  who  is  much  in  love,  to 
amufe  hi.Tife'f  with  fuch  tiiles  as  the  other.  I  arn 
pleafed  with  Tibullus,  whtn  he  fays,  he  could 
live  in  a  dtfart  with  his  miftfefs,  where  never  any 
human  footfteps  appeared,  becaufe  I  doubt  not  but 
he  really  thinks  what  he  (ays;  but  I  confefs  [  can 
hardly  forbear  laughing,  wheb  Petra'-ch  x.:\\i  us, 
he  could  live  without  any  other  fuOenance  than 
his  miflrefs's  looks.  I  can  ve?y  cafiiy  believe,  a 
man  may  love  a  woman  fo  well,  as  to  dtiire  no 
company  but  her's;  but  I  tin  never  believe, 
a  man  can  love  a  woman  f«i  well,  as  to  have 
no  need  of  meat  and  drink,  if  he  may  look  up- 
on her.  The  firft  is  a  thought  fo  natural  for  a 
lover,  thtt  there  is  no  man  renlly  in  love,  but 
thinks  the  fame  thing;  the  other  Is  no:  the  thought 
of  a  man  in  love,  but  of  a  man  "vho  would  im- 
pofc  upon  us  with  a  pretended  love,  (and  that 
indeed  very  grofsly  too)  while  he  had  really  none 
at  all. 

It  wouidbe  endlefs  to  purfue  tMs  point;  and 
any  man  who  v.'i!l  but  give  himfelf  the  trouble  to 
compare  what  the  ancients  and  moirn?  iiavefaid 
upon  the  fame  occafions,  will  foon  perceive  the 
advantage  the  former  have  over  the  others.  [ 
have  chofen  to  mention  Pttra'rch  only,  as  being 
by  much  the  moft  famous  of  all  the  moderns  who' 
have  written  love-verfes  :  and  it  iS,  indeed,  the 
great  reputation  which  he  has  go'iten,  that  ha»' 
ojiveri  encouragement  to  this  faU'e  fort  of  wit  iti 
the  v/orid  :  for  people,  feeing  the  great  credit 
he  had,  and  has  indeed  to  thi-  day,  not  orily  in 
Italy,  but  over  all  Europe,  have  fatisfied  them 
felves  with  tlie  imitation  of  him,  never  inquiring 
whether  the  way  he  took  was  right  or  not. 

'I'here  are  no  mode.n  v;riters,  perhaps,  who 
have  fucceeded  better  iu  Inve-verfes  than' the  Eiig- 
lifh  ;  and  it  is  indeed  jufl,  that  the  faireft  ladies 
fhould  infpire  the  befl  poets.  Never  was  there  a 
more  copious  fancy,  or  greater  reach  of  wit,  than 
what  arpcarsin  Dr. Donne;  nothing  can  be  mcrl 
K  n  iij 
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gillant  or  genteel,  than  the  pof ms  of  Mr.  Wal- 
ler ;  nothing  more  gay  or  fprightly,  than  thofe  of 
Sir  John  Suckling  ;  and  nothing  fuller  of  variety 
Mid  learning,  than  Mr.  Cowley's.  However,  it 
may  be  obferved.  that  among  all  thefe,  that  tender-  ^ 
nefs,  and  violence  of  paflion,  which  the  ancients 
thought  moft  proper  for  love-verfee,  is  wanting  : 
and,  at  the  fame  time  that  we  muft  allow  Dr. 
Donne  to  have  been  a  very  {,-reat  wit,  Mr.  Waller 
a  very  gallant  writer,  Sir  John  Suckling  a  very 
gay  one,  and  Mr.  Cowley  a  great  genius,  yet, 
methinks,  I  can  hardly  fancy  any  one  of  them  to 
have  been  a  very  great  lovr:r.  And  it  grieves  me, 
that  the  ancients,  who  coa'd  never  have  hand- 
fomer  women  than  we  hav^:,  ihould,  neverthelefs, 
be  fo  much  more  in  love  tlsin  we  are.  But,  it  is 
probable,  the  gjeat  reafo;a  of  this  ir.ay  be  the 
cruelty  of  our  ladies;  for  i  man  muft  be  impru- 
dent indeed,  to  let  bis  paftlcn  take  very  deep  root, 
when  he  has  no  reafon  to  expeA  any  fort  of  re- 
turn to  it.  And  if  it  be  io,  there  ought  to  be  a 
petition  made  to  the  fxir,  that  they  would  be 
pleafed  fometimes  to  abnte  a  little  of  their  rigour 
for  the  propagation  of  j^ood  verfe.  I  do  not  mean 
that  they  Ih.  uld  confer  their  favours  upon  none 
hut  men  of  wii,  that  vfDuld  be  too  great  a  con- 
finement indeed  ;  but  that  they  would  admit  them 
upon  the  faroe  foot  with  other  people ;  and  if 
they  pleafc  row  and  then  to  make  the  experiment, 
1  fancy  they  will  fiiuj  entertainment  enough  from 
the  very  variety  of  it. 

l"here  are  three  flirts  of  poems  that  are  proper 
for  love  :  paftorals,  elegie«,  and  lyric  verfcs  ;  un- 
der which  laft,  I  ctrnprehend  all  fongs,  odes,  fon- 
nets,  madgials,  and  fl:anzns.  Of  all  thefe,  paf- 
toral  is  the  lowcft,  and,  tpon  that  account,  per- 
h-ipi  moft  proper  iix  love  ;  fince  it  is  the  nature 
of  that  paftion,  to  render  the  foul  foft  and  hum- 
h;c.  Thefe  three  forts  of  poems  ougI:t  to  differ, 
not  only  in  their  number';,  but  in  the  defigns,  and 
in  every  thought  of  them.  Though  we  have  no 
dificrer!cc  between  the  vtrfes  of  paftora!  and  ele- 
gy in  the  modem  langUHgc^,  yet  the  numbers  of 
the  firft  ought  to  be  loofer,  and  not  fo  fonorous 
as  the  other;  the  thoughts  more  fmiplc,  more 
eafy.  and  morcliumblo.  The  defign  ought  to  be  the 
reprefentingthe  life  of  a  fliepherd.not  only  by  talk- 
ing of  (heep  and  fields,  but  by  ftiewing  us  the  truth, 
fincetity,  and  innocence,  that  accimipanies  that 
fort  of  life;  for  though  I  know  cur  maflcrs, 
Theocritus  and  Virgil,  have  not  always  conform- 
fd  in  this  poi:\t  of  innocence,  Theocritt:s,  in  his 
Daphnis,  having  made  his  love  too  wanton,  and 
Virgil,  in  his  Alexis,  placed  hi<  pafTion  up(  n  a  boy, 
yet  (if  we  may  he  al'.owed  to  ccnfure  ihofe  whom 
we  muft  always  reverence)  I  take  both  thofe 
things  to  be  faults  in  their  poems,  and  iliould  have 
been  belter  pleafed  with  the  Alexis,  if  it  had  been 
made  to  a  woman  ;  and  with  the  Daphnis,  if  he 
had  made  his  fltephcrds  mere  modcft.  When  I 
give  humility  and  modtfty  as  the  charafter  of 
paftoral,  it  is  not,  howevfr,  hut  that  a  ftitpherd 
inay  be  allowed  to  boaft  of  his  pipe,  his  fongs,  his 
flocks,  aid  to  ftiew  a  contempt  of  his  rival,  as  we 
fee  both  Iheottitus  aud  Vir^^il  do.     Bat  this  mlifl 


be  ftill  in  fuch  a  manner,  as  if  the  cccafion  offer- 
ed itfelf,  and  was  not  foujht,  and  proceeded  ra- 
ther from  the  violence  of  the  flicpherd's  paftion, 
than  any  natural  pride  or  malice  in  him. 

There  ought  to  be  the  fame  difference  obferved 
between  paftorals  and  elegies,  as  between  the  life 
of  the  country  and  the  court.  In  the  firft,  love 
ought  to  be  reprefcnted  as  among  fhepherds  in 
the  other,  as  among  gentlemen.  They  ought  to 
be  fmooth,  clear,  tender,  and  paffionate.  The 
thoughts  may  be  bold,  more  gay,  and  more  ele- 
vated, than  in  paftoral.  The  paffions  they  repre- 
fcnt,  either  more  gallant  or  more  violent,  and  lef* 
innocent  than  the  others.  The  fubje(£ts  of  them, 
prayers,  praifes,  expoftulations,  quarrels,  reconcile- 
ments, threatenings,  jealoufies,  and,  in  fine,  all  the 
natural  effecils  of  love. 

Lyrics  may  be  allowed  to  handle  all  the  fame 
fuhjedls  with  elegy,  but  to  do  it,  however,  in  a 
different  manner.  An  elegy  ought  to  be  fo  en- 
tirely one  thing,  and  every  verfe  ought  fo  to  de- 
pend upon  the  other,  that  they  (hobld  not  be  able 
to  fubfift  alone  ;  or,  to  make  ufe  of  the  words  of 
a  great  modern  critic  *,  there  muft  be 

" a  juft  coherence  made 

"  Between  each  thought,  and  the  whole  model 

"  laid, 
"  So  right,  that  every  ftep  may  higher  rife, 
"  Like   goodly   mountains,    till   they  reach    the 

"  fkies." 

Lyrics,  on  the  other  hand,  though  they  ought 
to  make  one  body  as  well  as  the  other,  yet  may 
confift  of  parts  that  are  entire  of  themfclves.  It 
being  a  rule  in  modern  languages,  that  every  ftan- 
za  ought  to  make  up  a  complete  fenfe,  without 
running  into  the  other.  Frequent  fentences, 
which  are  accounted  faults  in  elegies,  are  beauties 
here.  Befides  thi«,  Malhtrhe,  and  the  French 
poets  af'er  him,  have  made  it  a  rule  in  the  ftanzas 
of  fix  lines,  to  make  a  paufe  at  the  third ;  and  in 
thofe  «f  ten  lines,  at  the  third  and  the  feventli. 
And,  it  muft  be  confrffed,  that  this  cxadnefs 
renders  them  much  more  mufical  and  harmo- 
riwus ;  though  they  have  net  always  been  I'o 
religious  in  obfeiving  the  latter  rule  as  the  for- 
mer. 

But  I  aru  engaged  in  a  very  vain,  or  a  very 
foolifli  defign  :  thofe  who  are  critics,  it  would  h  ■ 
a  prefuniption  in  me  to  pretend  I  coul3  inftrudb; 
and  to  inftruft  thofe  who  are  not,  at  the  fame 
time  I  write  myfelf,  is  (if  I  ntay  be  allowed 
to  apply  another  man's  fimiW)  like  felling  arms  to 
an  entmy  in  time  of  war  :  though  t'lere  ought, 
perhaps,  to  be  more  indul^jcnce  Ihewn  to  things 
(if  love  and  gallantry  than  any  others,  becauf,; 
they  are  generally  written  when  ptjople  are  young, 
and  intended  for  ladles  who  are  not  fuppofcd  to 
be  very  old ;  and  all  young  people,  efpccially  of 
the  fair  fex,  arc  more  taken  with  the  livclintfs  of 
fancy,  than  the  rorreOtnifs  of  judgment.  It  may 
be  a!fo  obferved,  that  to   wri'.e  of  luvc  w;.ll,  a 
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man  muft  be  really  in  love ;  and  to  corrcdl  his 
■*»'ritings  well,  he  muft  be  out  of  love  again.  I 
am  well  enough  fatisfied  I  may  be  in  circumftances 
of  writing  of  love,  but  I  am  almoft  in  defpair  of 
ever  being  in  circumftances  of  corre<fting  it. 
This  I  hope  may  be  a  reafoQ  for  the  fair  and  the 
young  to  pafs  over  fome  of  the  faults ;  and  as  for 
the  grave  and  wife,  all  the  favour  I  ftiall  beg  of 
them  is,  that  they  would  not  read  them.  Things  of 
this  nature  are  calculated  only  for  the  former.  If 
love-verfes  work  upon  the  ladies,  a  man  will  not 
trouble  himfelf  with  what  the  critics  fay  of  them; 
5 


and  if  they  do  not,  all  the  eommendatJons  the 
critics  can  give  them  will  make  but  very  little 
amends.  All  I  ftiall  fay  for  thcfe  trifles  is,  that  I 
pretend  not  to  vie  with  any  man  whatfoever.  I 
doubt  not  but  there  are  fevcral  now  living  who 
are  able  to  write  better  on  all  fubjeAs  than 
I  am  upon  any  one  :  but  I  will  take  the  bold- 
nefs  to  fay,  that  there  is  no  one  man  among  them 
all,  who  ihall  be  readier  to  acknowledge  his  own 
faults,  or  to  do  juftice  to  the  merits  of  other 
people. 
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TO  HfS  BOOK, 

Vxo,  little  boolc,  and  to  the  world  impart 

The  faithlul  in-.a<re  of  an  amorous  heart  : 

Thofe    who    love's    dear    deluding    pains    haye 

kft.iwn, 
May  in  my  fatal  ftories  read  their  own, 
Thofe  who  have  liv'd  from  all  irs  torments  free, 
May  find  the  thing  they  never  felt,  hy  ine. 
Perhaps,  advis'd,  avoid  the  gilded  bait, 
And,  warn'd  by  my  example,  ftiun  my  fate  : 
While  with  calm  joy,  fafe  landed  on  the  coaft, 
3  view  the  waves  on  which  I  once  was  tofl. 
Xiove  is  a  medley  of  endearments,  jars, 
Sufpicions,  quarrel',  reconcilements,  wars  ; 
Then  peace  again.     Oh  !  would  it  not  be  befl 
To  chace  the  fatal  poifon  from  our  bread  ? 
But,  fince  fo  few  can  live  from  pafllon  free, 
Happy  the  man,  and  only  happy  he. 
Who  with  fuch  lucky  liars  begins  his  love, 
That  his  cool  judgment  does  his  choice  approve. 
311-groundeJ  paffions  quickly  wear  away  ; 
.What's  built  upon  efteem  can  ne'er  decay. 


ELEGY. 

THt    UNREWARDED    LOVER. 

I-r.T  the  dull  merchant  curfe  his  angry  fate, 
And  from  the  winds  and  waves  his  fortune  wait ; 
I.ct  the  loud  lawyer  break  his  brains,  snd  be 
A  ilavt  to  wrangling  coxcombs,  lor  a  fee  : 
Let  the  rough  folditr  fight  his  prince's  foes, 
And  for  a  livelihood  his  life  expole  : 
1  wage  no  war  ;  I  plead  no  raufe,  but  Love's; 
1  fear  no  ftrrms  but  what  Celinda  movis. 
And  what  grave  cenfor  can  my  choice  defpife  ? 
Bur  here,  fair  charmer,  here  the  difference' lies  : 
The  mcrclianr,  after  all  his  hazards  pafl, 
Enjoys  the  fruit  of  his  Icng  toils  at  la(l ;' 
Tlie  foldier  high  in  hu  ki:.g's  favour  /lards, 
^ni,  after  having  long  obey'd,  commands; 
The  lawyer,  to  reward  his  redious  care. 
Roars  on  the  bench,  that  babbled  at  the  bar  : 
While  I  fake  pains  to  meet  a  fate  more  hard. 
And  r^ap  no  fruit,  no  favour,  no  reward. 


EPIGRAM. 

Written  in  a  Lady's  tabh-booi. 

With  what  flrange  raptures  would  my  foul  be 

bieft. 
Were  but  her  book  an  emblem  of  her  breaft  ! 
As  I  from  fhat  all  former  marks  efface, 
rVnd,  uncontrol'd,  put  new  ones  in  their  place; 
So  might  \  chace  all  others  from  her  heart, 
And  my  own  image  in  the  (lead  impart. 
But,  ah  !  how  Ihort  the  blifs  would  prove,  if  he 
Who  feiz'd  it  next,  might  do  the  fame  by  me ! 


ELEGY. 

THE    POWER    OF    VERSE. 
To  bis   Mijirefs. 

While  thofe  bright  eyes  fubdue  where'er  yon 

will. 
And,  as  ynu  pleafe,  can  either  fave  or  kill; 
What  youth  fo  bold  the  couqueft  to  defign  ? 
What    wealth    fo   great  to  purchafe  hearts  like 

thine  .> 
None  but  the  Mufe  that  privilege  can  claim ; 
And  what  you  give  in  love,  return  in  fame. 
Riches  and  titles  with  your  life  muil:  end  ; 
Nay,  cannot  ev'n  m  life  your  fame  defend  : 
Verle  can  give  fame,  can  fadir.g  beauties  lave. 
And,  after  death,  redeem  them  from  the  grave  : 
Embalm'd  in  verfe,  through  diftant  times  thejf 

come, 
Preferv'd,  like  bees  within  an  amber  tomb. 
Poers  (like  mnnarchs  on  an  eaftcrn  throne, 
ReKrain'd  by  nothing  but  their  will  alone) 
Here  can  cry  up,  and  there  as  boldly  blame. 
And,  as  they  pltafe,  give  infamy  or  fame. 
In  vain  the  *  Tyrian  queen  refigns  her  life, 
For  the  bright  glory  of  a  Ipotlefs  wife. 
It  lying  bards  jnay  falfe  amours  rehearfe, 
And  blaft  her  name  with  arbitrary  verfe; 
While  f  one.  who  all  the  abl'ence  of  her  lord 
Had  her  wide  courts  with  prcfling  lovers  Hor'J, 
Yet,  by  a  poet  grac'd,  in  ikathleA  rhymes, 
Stands  a  chaile  pattern  to  fucceeding  times. 

Dido.  f  Pcndopc. 
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With  pity  then  the  Mufes'  friends  furvey, 
Kor  think  your  favours  there  are  thrown  away  ; 
'W'ifely  like  feed  en  fruitful  foil  they're  thrown, 
To  bring  large  crops  of  glory  and  renown  : 
For  as  the  fun,  that  in  the  marfties  breeds 
Nothing  but  naufeou'i  and  unwholcfome  weeds. 
With  the  fame  rays,  on  rich  and  pregnant  earth, 
To  pleafant  flowers  and  uftfu!  fruits  gives  birth  : 
So  favours  caft  on  fools  get  only  fhame, 
On  poets  fhed,  produce  eternal  fame ; 
Their  generf>us  breads  warm  with  a  genial  fire, 
And  more  th^  ali  the  Mufes  can  infpire. 


JEALOUSY. 

I. 

Who  could  more  happy,  who  more  bleft  could 
live,  [move  ? 

Than  they  whom  kind,  whom  amorous  paffions 
What  crowns,  what  empires,  greater  joys  could 
give. 
Than  the  fofr  chains,  the  flavery  of  Love  ? 
Were  not  the  blifs  too  often  croft 
By  that  unhappy,  vile  diftruft, 
That  gnawing  doubt,  that  anxious  fear,  that  dan- 
gerous malady,  [loufy. 
That  terrible  tormenting  rage,  that  madnefs,  Jea- 
11. 
In  vain  Celinda  boafts  (he  has  been  true. 
In    vain  (he  fwears  ihe  keeps  untouch 'd  her 

charms ; 
Dire  Jealoufy  does  all  my  pains  renew, 
And  reprefents  her  in  my  rivals  arms  : 
His  fighs  I  hear,  his  looks  1  view, 
1  fee  her  datnn'd  advances  too  ; 
I  fee  her  fmile,  1  fee  her  kifs;  and,  oh  !  mcthinks 

I  fee 
Her  give  up  all  thofe  joys  to  him,  (he  (hould  re- 
ferve  for  me. 

III. 
Ingrateful  Fair-one!  canft  thou  hear  my  groans? 
Canft  thou  behold  thefe  tears  that  fi.l  my  eyes  ? 
And  yet,  unniov'd  by  all  my  pains,  my  moans, 
lato  another's  arms  reCgn  my  prize  ; 
If  merit  could  not  gain  your  love. 
My  fufferings  might  your  pity  move  ; 
Might  hinder  you  from  adding  thus,  by  jealous 

frenzies,  more 
New  pangs  to  one  whom  hopelefs  love  had  plagued 
too  much  before. 

IV. 

Think  not,  falfe  nymph,  my  fury  to  out-ftorm  ; 
I  fcorn  your  anger,  and  defpife  your  frown  : 
Drefs  up  your  rage  in  its  mnft  hideous  form. 
It  will  not  move  my  heart  when  love  is  flown  ; 
No,  though  you  from  my  kinJnefs  fly, 
My  vengeance  you  (hall  fatisfy  : 
The  Mufe,  that  would  have  fung  your  praife,  fha'l 
now  aloud  proclaim  [ihame. 

To  the  malicious,  fpiteful  world,  your  infamy  and 
v. 
Ye   Gods !     flie    weeps ;     behold   that   falling 

fhower ! 
See  ho\'f  her  eyes  are  quite  diffolv'd  in  tears ! 


Can  fhe  in  vain  that  precious  torrent  pour  ? 
Oh,  no,  it  bears  away  my  doubts  and  fears  : 
' Twas  Pity  fure  that  made  it  flow  ; 
For  the  fame  pity,  flop  it  now; 
For  every  cha  ming,  heavenly  drop  that  from  thofc 

eyes  does  part. 
Is  paid  with  ftreams  of  blood,  that  guih  from  my 
o'etflo.ving  heart. 
vx. 
Yes,  I  will  l(i\'e  ;  I  will  believe  you  true, 
And  raife  my  paflion*  up  as  high  as  e'er ; 
Nay,  I'll  believe  you  falfe,  yet  love  you  too. 
Let  the  leaft  fign  of  penitence  appear. 
I'll  frame  excufes  for  your  fault ; 
Think  you  furpris'd,  or  meanly  caught ; 
Nay,  in  the  fury,  in  the  height  of  that  abhorr'd 

embrace, 
Believe  you  thought,  believe  at  lead;  you  wiih'd, 
me  in  the  place. 

VII. 

Oh,  let  me  lie  whole  ages  in  thofe  arms, 
And  on  that  bol'om  lull  afleep  my  carc«  : 
Forgive  thofe  fooiilh  fears  of  fancy'd  harm* 
That  ftab  my  foul,  while  they  but  move  thy 
tears ; 
And  think,  nnlefs  I  lov'd  thee  dill, 
I  had  not  treated  thee  fo  ill  : 
Fur  thefe  rude  pangs  of  jealoufy  are  much  more 

certain  llgns 
Of  love,  than  all  the  tender  words  an  amorous 
'    fancy  coins. 

VIII. 

Torment  me  with  this  horrid  rage  no  more: 
Oh  fniile,  and  grant  one  reconciling  kifs  ! 
Ye  Gods,  fhe's  kind  !    I'm  ecftafy  all  o'er  ! 
My  foul's  too  narrow  to  contain  the  blifs. 
Thou  pkafing  torture  of  my  breaft. 
Sure  thou  wert  fram'd  to  plague  my  reft. 
Since  both  the  ill  and  good  you  do,  alike  my  peace 

deftroy  ; 
That  kills  me  with  excefs  of  grief,  thio  with  ex- 
ec, fi  of  joy. 


CURE  OF  JEALOUSY, 

What  tortures  can  there  be  in  hell, 
Conipar'd  to  what  fond  lovers  feel. 
When,  doating  on  fome  fair-one's  charmi, 
They  think  flie  yields  them  to  their  rival's  arms  ? 

As  lions,  though  they  once  were  tame. 
Yet  if  fliarp  wounds  their  rage  inflame. 
Lift  up  their  flormy  voices,  roar. 
And  tear  the  keepers  they  obey'd  before. 

So  fares  the  lever,  when  his  brcaft 
By  jealous  frenzy  is  poffeft. ; 
Forfwtars  the  nymph  for  whom  he  hum?, 
Yet  ftraight  to  her  whom  he  forfwears  returfiS. 

But  when  the  fair  refolves  his  doubt, 
l"he  love  comes  in,  the  fear  goes  out ; 
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The  cloud  of  Jealouiys  dlfpell'd, 
And  the  bright  luu  of  innocence  reveal'd. 

With  what  ftrange  raptures  is  he  blefl  I 
Raptures  too  ^reat  to  be  exprefl. 
Though  hard  the  tormert's  to  endure, 
Wiio  would  not  have  the  ficknefs  for  the  cure  ? 


SONNET. 

DEATH. 


What  h^s  this  bugbear  Death  that's  worth  our 
care  ? 

After  a  life  in  pain  and  fcrrow  pad. 
After  deluding  hope  and  dire  defpaif, 

Death  only  gives  us  quiet  at  the  laft. 

How  flrangely  are  our  love  and  hate  mifplac'd  ! 

Freedom  we  feek,  and  yet  from  freedom  flee  ; 
Courting  thofe  tyrant  fins  that  chain  us  faft. 

And  fhunning  Death,  that  only  fets  us  free. 

'Tis  not  a  foolifh  fpar  of  future  pains, 
(Why  fhouLd  they  fear  who  keep  their  fouls  from 
flains  ?)  [fee  : 

That  makes  me  dread  thy  terrors,  Death,  to 
'Tis  not  the  lofs  of  riches,  or  of  fame. 
Or  the  vain  toys  the  vulgar  pleafuies  name  ; 

'Tis  nothing,  Ca;lia,  but  the  lofing  thee. 


ELEGY. 

To  hh  falfe  Mifrefu 

e^ELiA.'yanr  tricks  will  now  no  longer  pafs ; 

And  I'm  Tio  more  the  fool  that  once  1  was. 

1  know  my  happitr  rival  does  obtain 

All  the  vaft  blifs  for  which  I  figh  in  vain. 

Him,  him  you  love,  to  me  you  ufe  your  art ;, 

I  had  your  looks,  anotlier  had  your  heart : 

To  me  you're  fick,  to  me  of  fpies  afraid  ; 

He  finds  ymir  ficknefs  gone,  your  fpies  betray'd  : 

1  figh  beneath  your  window  all  tlie  night ; 

He  in  your  arms  pofTc/ffes  the  delight. 

1  know  you  treat  nic  thus,  falfe  lair,  I  do; 

And,  oh  !    what  plagues  me  worfe,  he  knows  it 

too; 
To  him  n-.y  fighs  are  told,  my  letters  fhewn. 
And  all  my  pains  are  his  diverfipn  grown. 
Yet,  fince  you  could  fuch  horrid  trtafons  ai5t, 
I'm  pleas'd  you  chofe  out  him  to  do  the  faift  : 
His  vanity  docs  fur  my  wrongs  atone. 
And  'tis  by  that  I  have  your  faUi^hood  known. 
What  fhall  I  do !  for,  treated  at  this  rate, 
I  muft  not  love,  and  yet  1  cannot  hate  : 
I  hate  the  anions,  but  I  love  the  face  ; 
Oh,  were  thy  virtue  more,  or  beauty  Icfs! 
I'm  all  confiifion,  and  n-.y  I'oul's  on  fire, 
Torn  by  contending  reafnn  and  d«firc  ; 


This  bids  me  love,  that  bids  me  love  give  o'er  ; 
One  counfels  beft,  the  other  pleafes  more. 
!  know  I  ought  to  hate  you  for  your  fault ; 
But,  oh  !   I  ofinnot  do  the  thing  I  ought. 
Canft  thou,  mean  wretch  I    canfl  tho'u  contenteJ 

prove 
With  the  cold  relicks  of  a  rival's  love  ? 
Why  did  I  fee  that  face  to  charm  my  b'reaft  ? 
Or,  having  feen,  why  did  I  know  the  reft  ? 
Gods !  if  I  have  obey'd  your  juft  commands, 
If  I've  deferv'd  fome  favour  of  your  hands, 
Make  me  that  tame,  that  eafy  fool  again, 
And  Bid  me  of  my  knowledge  and  my  pain  : 
And  you,  falfe  fair'  for  whom  fo  oft  I've  gricv'd, 
Pity  a  wretch  that  begs  to  be  deceiv'd ; 
Forfwear  yourfelf  for  one  who  dies  for  you  ; 
Vow,  not  a  word  of  the  wliole  charge  was  true  ; 
But  fcandals  all,  and  forgeries,  devis'd 
By  a  vain  wretch  negledled  and  defpis'd. 
I  too  will  help  to  forward  the  deceit, 
And,  to  my  power,  contribute  to  the  cheat : 
And  thou,  bold  man,  who  think'fl  to  rival  me, 
For  thy  prefumption  I  could  pardon  thee, 
I  could  forgive  thy  lying  in  her  arms, 
I  could  foBgK-e  thy  rifling  all  her  charms; 
But,  oh !  I  never  can  forgive  the  tongue 
That  boafl*  her  favours,  and  proclaims  my  wrong. 


UPON  THE  SAME  OCCASION. 

What  fury  does  difturb  my  reft  ? 

What  hell  is  this  within  my  breaft  ? 

Now  I  abhor,  and  now  1  love ; 

And  each  an  equal  torment  prove. 

I  fee  Celinda's  cruelty, 

(  fee  fhe  Iqvcs  all  men  hut  jne, 

I  fee  her  falfehood,  fee  her  pride, 

I  ft.e  ten  thoufand  f^ulrs  befide, 

I  fee  fhe  flicks  at  nought  that's  ttl ; 

Yet,  oh  ye  Powers !  1  love  her  ftill. 

Others  on  precipices  run. 

Which,  blind  with  love,  they  o«innot  fhun 

1  fee  my  danger,  fee  my  ruin ; 

Yet  fcek,  yet  court,  my  own  undoing  : 

And  each  new  reafon  I  explore 

To  hate  her,  makjs  me  love  her  more. 


THE  ANTIDOTE. 


When  I  fee  the  bright  nymph  wlio  my  heart 
doci  enthral,  [air, 

When  I  view  her  foft  eyes  and  her  languilhing, 
Her  merit  fo  great,  my  own  merit  fo  fnwil. 

It  makes  me  adore,  and  it  makes  me  dcfpair. 

But  when  I  fonfider,  Ihe  fquanders  on  fools 
Alf  thole  treafures  of  beauty  with  wliich  flic  is 
ftor'd  ; 

My  fancy  it  damps,  my  paflion  it  cools, 

And  it  makes  me  dcfpile  wliat  before  I  adot'd. 
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Thus  fometlmes  1  defpalr,  and  fometimes  I  def- 

pife  : 

I  love,  and  I  hate,  but  I  never  efteem  : 

The  paffion  grows  up  when   I  view  her  bright 

eyes,  [them. 

Which  Hiy  rivals  deftroy  vihen   1  look  upon 

How  wifely  does  Nature  thinj^s  fo  different  unite  ? 

In  fuch  odd  compofitions  our  fafety  is  found ; 
As  the  blood  of  a  fcorpion's  a  cure  for  the  bite, 

So  her  folly  makes  whole  whom  her  beauty 
does  wound. 


UPON  A  FAVOUR  OFFERED. 

Ca:LiA,  too  late  you  would  repent ; 

The  offering  all  your  flore. 
Is  now  but  like  a  pardon  fent 

To  one  that's  dead  before. 

While  at  the  firfl  you  cruel  prov'd, 

And  grant  the  blifs  too  late, 
You  hinder'd  me  of  one  I  lov'd. 

To  give  me  one  I  hate. 

I  thought  ycu  innocent  as  fair, 
When  firfl  my  court  I  made ; 

But  when  your  falfehoods  plain  appjar, 
My  love  no  longer  ftay'd. 

YouK  bounty  of  thofe  favours  (hewn, 
Whofc  worth  you  firfl  deface, 

Is  melting  valued  medals  down, 
And  giving  us  the  brafs. 

Oh,  fince  the  thing  we  beg's  a  toy 

That's  priz'd  by  love  alone. 
Why  cannot  women  grant  the  joy 

Before  our  love  is  gone  ? 


THE  RECONCILEMENT. 

Be  gone,  ye  fighs  !   be  gone,  ye  tears  ! 

Be  gone,  ye  jeaionfies  and  fears ! 

Celinda  fwears  flie  never  lov'd  ; 

Celinda  fwears  none  ever  mov'd 

Her  heart,  but  I :    If  this  be  true. 

Shall  1  keep  company  with  you  ? 

What  though  a  fenfelefs  rival  f-.vore 

She  faid  as  much  to  him  before  ? 

What  though  I  faw  hi^i  in  her  bed  ? 

I'll  ttuft  not  what  I  fa%t,  but  what  fhe  faid. 

Curfe  on  the  prudent  and  the  wife. 

Who  ne'er  believe  fuch  pleafuig  lies. 

I  grant  ilie  only  does  deceive ; 

I  grant  'tis  fJIy  to  believe ; 

But  by  this  foHy  I  vaft  pleafures  gain. 

While  you,  with  all  your  wifdom,  Kve  in  pain. 


DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN    A    LOVZR    AND    HIS    FRIENB. 

\_Irregular  Verfes^ 

FRIEND. 

Valite  thyfelf,  fond  youth,  no  more 
On  favours  Mulus  had  before  ; 
He  had  her  firft,  her  virgin  flame, 
You  like  a  bold  intruder  came 
To  the  cold  relicks  of  a  feafV, 
When  he  at  firft  had  feiz'd  the  beft. 

LOVER. 

When  he,  dull  fot,  had  feiz'd  the  worfe, 
1  came  in  at  the  fecond  courfe  : 
' Tis  chance  that  firft  makes  people  love  ; 
Judgment  their  riper  fancies  move. 
Mulus,  you  fay,  firft  charm'd  her  eyes  : 
Firft,  fhe  lov'd  babies  and  dirt  pies ; 
But  fhe  grew  wifer,  and  in  time 
Found  out  the  folly  of  thofe  toys  and  him. 

FRIEND. 

If  wifdom  change  in  love  begets. 
Women,  no  doubt,  are  wondrous  wits  : 
But  wifdom,  that  now  makes  her  change  to  you. 
In  time  will  make  her  change  to  others  too. 

LOVER. 

I  grant  you,  no  man  can  forefee  his  doom  : 
But  fhall  I  grieve  becaufe  an  ill  may  come  ? 
Yet  I'll  allow  her  change,  when  fhe  can  fee 

A  man  defervcs  her  more  than  me. 
As  much  as  I  deferve  her  more  than  he. 

FRIEND. 

Did  they  with  our  own  eyes  fee  our  defert, 
No  woman  e'er  could  from  her  lover  part. 

But,  oh  !  they  fee  not  with  their  own  : 
All  things  to  them  are  through  falfe  optics  fhewn. 
Love  at  the  firft  does  all  your  charms  increafe. 
When  the  tube's  turn'd,  hate  reprcfents  them  lef§. 

LOVSK. 

Whate'er  may  come,  1  will  not  grieve 

For  dangers  that  I  can't  believe. 
She'll  ne'er  ceafe  loving  me;  or,  if  fhe  do, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  I  ceafe  to  love  her  too. 


EPIGRAM. 

LTCE. 


Go,  faid  old  Lyce,  fenfelefs  lover,  go. 

And  with  foft  verfes  court  the  fair  ;  but  know, 

With  all  thy  verfes,  thou  canft  get  no  more 

Than  fools  without  one  verfe  have  had  before. 

Enrag'd  at  this,  upon  the  bawd  I  flew; 

And  that  which  moft  enrag'd  me,  was,  'twas  true . 


THE  FAIR  MOURNER. 

In  what  fad  pomp  the  mournful  charmer  lies  ? 
Docs  fhe  lamtnt  the  vidlm  of  her  eves  ? 
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Or  would  fhe  hearts  with  foft  compaffinn  mnve. 
To  make  them  take  the  deeper  ftamp  of  love  ? 
What  youth  fo  wife,  fo  wary  to  efcape, 
When  Rigour  comes,  drefl  up  in  Pity's  fliape  ? 
Let  not  in  vain  thofe  precinus  tears  be  flied, 
Pity  the  dying  fair-'ne,  not  the  dead  ; 
While  ycu  unjuftly  of  the  fates  complain, 
I  grieve  as  much  for  y.>u,  as  much  in  vain. 
Each  to  relenrlefs  judges  naake  their  moan  ; 
Blame  not  Death's  cruelty,  but  ceafe  your  own. 
While  raging  paffion  both  our  fouU  does  wound, 
A  fovereij^n  balm  might  fure  for  both  be  found ; 
Would  you  but  wipe  your  fiuitlefs  tears  away, 
And  with  a  juft  compaffion  mine  furvey. 


EPIGRAM. 
To  his  falfi  MIfrefs. 

Thou  faldfl  that  I  alone  thy  heart  could  move, 
And  that  for  me  thou  wouWft  abandon  Jove. 
I  lov'd  thee  then,  not  with  a  love  defil'd, 
But  as  a  father  loves  his  only  child. 
I  know  thee  now,  and  though  I  fiercelier  burn, 
Thou  art  become  the  objedt  of  my  fcorn  : 
See  what  thy  falfehaod  gets;  I  nuift  confefs 
I  love  thee  more,  but  I  efleem  thee  lefs. 


EPIGRAM. 

LOVE    AND    JEALOUSY. 


How  much  are  they  deceiv'd  who  vainly  ftrive 
By  jealous  fears  to  keep  our  flames  alive  ! 
Love's  like  a  torch,  which,  if  fecur'd  from  blafts, 
Will  faiiitlicr  burn,  but  then  it  longer  lafts  : 
1-xpos'd  to  ftorms  of  jealoi.fy  and  doubt. 
The  blaze  grows  greater,  but  'tis  fooner  out. 


ELEGY. 

THE    PIlinON. 

In   lm!t.^tlon  of  Catullus. 

Is  there  a  piins  plcafure  that  proceeds 

From  contemplation  of  our  virtuous  deeds  ? 

That  all  niciii  fordid  aiflions  we  dcfpi.'e, 

And  fcorn  to  gain  a  throne  by  cheats  and  lies  ? 

Thyrlis,  tlu.u  haft  fure  hleflings  laid  in  flore. 

From  thy  juft  dealing  in  this  curft  amour  : 

What  honour  cui  in  words  or  deeds  be  fliewn, 

Which  t  >  the  fair  thou  haft  not  faid  and  done  ? 

On  her  falfe  heart  they  all  are  thrown  away ;      ^ 

She  only  fwears,  more  eas'ly  to  betray. 

Ye    Pcwcrs!     that    know    the    many  vows  fhe' 

broke. 
Free  my  juft  f  .ul  from  this  unequal  yoke  ! 
My  love  boils  up,  and,  like  a  raging  flood, 
Runs  thrciiit^h   my   vtius,    a.^d   t^iints  uiy  vital 

hly.^. 


I  do  not  vainly  beg  flie  may  grow  chaftc. 

Or  with  an  equal  paflion  burn  at  laft  : 

The  one  flu  cannot  pradlife,  though  flie  would  5 

And  I  contemn  the  other,  though  ftie  fhould  : 

Nor  afk  I  vtngcance  on  the  perjur'd  jilt ; 

'  Fis  punifhment  enough  to  have  her  guilt. 

I  beg  hut  balfam  for  my  bleeding  breaft. 

Curt  fi>r  my  wounds,  and  from  my  labours  reft.. 


ELEGY, 

Up*n   quitting  his    Mijlrefs. 


\  KNOW,  Celinda,  I  have  bnrne  too  long, 
And  by  forgiving  have  increas'd  my  wrong ; 
Yet  if  there  be  a  power  in  verfe  to  flack 
Thy  courfe  in  vice,  or  bring  fled  virtue  back, 
I'll  undertake  the  taflc,  howe'er  fo  hard  ; 
A  generous  adlion  is  its  own  reward. 
Oh  !   were  thy  virtues  equal  to  thy  charms, 
I'd  fly  from  crowns  to  live  within  thofe  arms  ; 
But  who,  c  h  !   who,  can  eVr  beli«ve  thee  juft, 
When  fuch  known  falfehoods  have  deftroy'd  all 
truft  ? 

Farewell,  falfe  fair  !  nor  fiiall  I  longer  ftay  : 
Since  we  muft  part,  why  fliould  wc  thus  delay  ? 
Your  love  alone  was  what  my  foul  could  prize ; 
And  mifiing  that,  can  all  the  reft  defpife  : 
Yet  fiiould  I  not  repent  my  follies  paft, 
Could  you  take  up,  and  grow  refeiv'd  at  laft  : 
'Twould    pleafe    me,    parted    from    your    fatal 

charms. 
To  fee  you  happy  in  another's  arms. 
Whatever  threatenings  fury  might  extoct. 
Oh  fear  not  I  fliould  ever  do  you  hurt : 
For  though  my  former  paflion  is  remov'd, 
I  would  not  injure  one  I  once  had  lov'd. 
Adieu  I  while  thus  I  wafte  my  time  in  vain. 
Sure  there  are  maids  I  might  entirely  gain  : 
I'll  fcarch  for  fuch,  and  to  the  firft  that's  true, 
Reiiga  the  heart  fo  hardly  freed  from  you. 


TO  HIS  MISTRESS, 

Againjl  Marriage. 

Yes,   all  the  world  muft  fure  agree. 
He  who's  fecur'd  of  having  thee. 

Will  he  entirely  bleft  : 
But  'twere  in  me  too  great  a  wrong. 
To  make  <me  v/ho  has  been  fo  long 

My  queen,  my  flavc  at  hft. 

Nor  oujht  thofe  things  to  be  confin'd,' 
That  were  for  public  good  delign'd  : 

Could  wc,  in  feolilh  pride. 
Make  the  f  111  LiKvays  with  us  ftay, 
'Twould  burn  our  corn  and  grals  away, 

To  ftifv,'  the  world  beiije. 
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Let  not  the  thoughts  of  parting  fnght 
Two  fouls,  which  paffion  does  unite ; 

For  vrhiie  cur  love  does  laft, 
Neither  will  drive  to  go  away; 
And  why  the  dtvil  (hould  we  ftay, 

When  once  that  love  is  paft.  i 


EPIGRAM. 

CHLOE. 


Chloe    ncw-marry'd,  looks  on  men  no  more; 
Why  then  'tis  plain  for  what  flie  louk'd  before. 


EPIGRAM. 

CORNUS. 


CoRNos  proclaims  aloud  his  wife's  a  whore  : 
Alas,  good  Cornus  what  can  we  do  more  ? 
Wen    thou    no  cuckold,    we  might  make  thee 

one ; 
But  being  one,  we  cannot  make  thee  none. 


EPIGRAM. 


Thraso    picks    quarrels    when    he's    drunk    at 

nig^ht ; 
When  fober  in  the  morning,  dares  not  fight. 
Thrafo,  to  (hun  thofe  ills  that  may  enfue, 
Prink  not  at  night,  or  drink  at  morning  too. 


EPIGRAM. 


CKIPE    AND     SU3FTER. 


What  malice  does  the  tyrant  bear 
To  women's  intereft,  and  to  ours  ? 

Beauties  in  which  the  public  fnare, 
The  greedy  villain  firlt  devours. 

Who,  without  tears,  can  fee  a  prince 
That  trains  of  fawning  courtiers  had, 

Abaiidon'd,  left  without  defence  ? 
Ni>r  is  thy  haplefs  fate  lefs  fad. 

Thou,  who  fo  many  fools  hall  known. 
Anil  all  the  fools  would  hardly  do, 

Shou'idft  now  confine  thyfelf  to  one  ! 
And  he,  alas  !  a  hufband  too. 

See  the  ungrateful  flaves,  how  fad 
They  from  thy  fetting  glories  run  ; 

And  in  what  mighty  crowds  they  hafte 
To  worfhip  Flavia's  rifuig  fun  ! 

In  vain  are  all  the  pradtis'd  wiles. 
In  vain  thofe  eyes  would  love  impart; 

Not  all  th'  advances,  all  the  fmiles. 
Can  move  one  unrelenting  heart. 

While  Flavla,  charming  Flavia,  ftill 
By  cruelty  her  caufe  maintains. 

And  fcarce  vouchfafes  a  carelefs  i'mile 
To  the  poor  flaves  ihat  wear  her  chains. 

Well,  Cxlia,  let  theiB  wafte  their  tears; 

But  iure  they  will  in  time  repine, 
That  thou  haft  rot  a  face  like  hers. 

Or  fhe  has  not  a  heart  like  thine. 


Rich   Gripe  does  all  his  thoughts  and  cunning 

bend, 
T*  incrcafe  that  wealth  he  wants  the  foul  to  fpend. 
Poor  Shifter  does  his  whole  c^mtriTance  fet, 
To  fpend  that  wealth  he  wants  the  fcnfe  to  get. 
JIow  happy  would  appear  to  each  his  fjte. 
Had  Gripe  his  humour,  or  he  Gripe's  cRate  I 
^■vind  Fate  and  Fortune,  blend  them  if  you  can. 
And  of  two  wretches  make  one  happy  man ! 


TO  C^LTA, 

Upon  fume  Alterations  in  btr  Tace, 

Ah,    CElia  1    where  are  now  the  charms 
That  did  Rich  wondrous  paflions  move  ? 

T;me,  cruel  Time,  thofe  eyes  difarm.s. 
And  blunts  the  f.eble  daits  f>f  Love, 


THE  RETIREMENT. 

All   hail,  ye   fields,   where   conflant' peace  at- 
tends ! 

All  hail,  ye  facred  folitary  groves! 
All  hail,  ye  boi.ks,  my  true,  my  real  friends, 

Whofe  conv^rfation  pleafes  and  improves ! 

Could  one  who  ftudy'd  your  fublimer  rules. 
Become  fo  mad  to  fearch  for  joys  abroad  ? 

To  run  to  towns  to  herd  v/ith  knaves  and  fools. 
And  undiftinguifh'd  pafs  among  the  crowd  ? 

One  to  ambitious  fancy's  made  a  prey. 
Thinks  happinefs  in  great  preferment  lies; 

Nor  fears  for  that  his  country  to  betray, 

Cuifl  by  the  fools,  and  laught  at  by  the  wife. 

Others,  whom  avaricious  thoughts  bewitch, 
Confume  their  time  to  multiply  their  g^n«; 

And,  fancying  wretched  all  that  are  not  rich, 
Megledl  the  end  of  life  to  get  the  means. 

Others  the  n^me  of  pleafure  dr^es  invite; 

All  their  dull  time  in  fenfual  joys  they  live, 
And  hope  to  gain  that  folid,  firm  delight, 

By  vie?,  v.hich  innocence  alone  can  give. 
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But  how  perplext,  alas !  is  human  fate  I 
I,  whom  nor  avarice  nor  pleafures  move, 

Who  view  wiA  fcorn  the  trophies  of  the  great. 
Yet  rauft  myfclf  be  made  a  flave  to  love. 

If  this  dire  paffion  never  will  be  gone, 
If  beauty  always  muft  my  heart  enthral, 

Oh  !  rather  let  me  be  confin'd  to  one, 
Than  madly  thus  be  made  a  prey  to  all! 

One  who  has  early  known  the  pomps  of  (late 
(For  things  unknov/n  'tis  ignorance  to  con- 
demn) ; 

And  after  having  view'd  the  gaudy  bait. 
Can  boldly  fay,  The  Trifle  1  contemn. 

In  her  bleft  arms,  contented  could  I  live. 
Contented  could  I  die  :    but  oh  !  my  mind 

i  feed  with  fancies,  and  my  thoughts  deceive, 
With  hope  of  things  impoflible  to  find. 

In  women  how  Ihould  fenfe  and  beau'y  meet  ? 

The  wifeft  men  their  youth  in  follies  fpend  : 
The  beft  is  he  that  eaHiell  finds  the  cheat. 

And  fees  his  errors  while  there's  time  to  mend. 


THE  DESPAIRING  LOVER. 

Distracted  with  care 
For  Phyllis  the  fair. 
Since  nothing  could  move  her, 
Poor  Damon,  her  Idver, 
Refolves  in  defpair 
No  longer  to  langiiifh. 
Nor  bear  fo  much  anguifii ; 
But,  mad  with  his  love. 
To  a  precipice  goes, 
Where  a  leap  frdm  above 
Would  foon  finifli  his  woes. 

When  in  rage  he  came  there, 
Beholding  how  fteep 
The  fides  did  appear, 
And  the  bottom  how  deep; 
His  torments  projedling, 
Anl  fadly  reflecftiiig. 
That  a  lover  forfaken 
A  new  love  may  get. 
But  a  neck  when  once  broken 
Can  never  be  fet ; 
And,  that  he  could  die 
Whenever  he  would, 
But,  that  he  could  live 
But  as  long  as  he  could  : 
How  grievous  focver 
The  torment  might  grow, 
He  fcorii'd  to  endeavour 
To  finilh  it  fo. 
But  bold,  unconcem'd 
At  thoughts  of  the  pain, 
He  calmly  return'd 
To  bis  cottao;e  agaic,. 


SONd. 


Op  all  the  torments,  all  the  cares. 

With  which  our  lives  are  curft; 
Of  all  the  plagues  a  lover  bears, 

Sure  rivals  are  the  worfl ! 
By  partners,  in  each  other  kind, 

Afflidtioiis  eafier  grow  ; 
In  love  alone  we  hate  to  find 

Companions  of  our  woe. 

Sylvia,  for  all  the  pangs  you  fee 

Are  labouring  in  my  bread; 
I  beg  not  you  would  favour  me. 

Would  you  but.  flight  the  r 'ft  ! 
How  great  I'oe'er  your  rigours  are, 

With  them  alone  1*11  cope ; 
I  can  endure  my  own  dtfpair. 

But  not  Another's  hope. 


A  SONG  TO  PHYLLIS. 


Phyllis,  we  not  grieve  that  NaturCj 

Forming  you,  has  done  her  part ; 
And  in  every  fingle  feature 

Shew'd  the  utraoft  of  hei  art. 
II. 
But  in  this  it  is  pretended 

That  a  mighty  grievance  lies, 
That  your  heart  fliould  be  defended, 

Whilft  you  wound  us  with  your  eyes« 
111. 
Love's  a  fenfelefs  inclination. 

Where  no  mercy's  to  be  found  ; 
But  is  juft,  where  kind  cona))affion 

Gives  us  balm  to  heal  the  wound, 

IV. 

Perfians,  paying  folemn  duty. 

To  the  riling  Sun  Juclin'd,, 
Never  would  adore  his  beauty, 

But  ia  hopes  to  make  him  kind^ 


PHYLLIS'S  RESOLUTION, 

I. 
WuBN  flaves  their  liberty  require, 

They  hope  no  mo«e  to  gain, 
But  you  ntit  on^y  that  defire. 

But  alk  the  power  to  rtign. 
II. 
Think  how  unjuft  a  fuit  you  make, 

Then  you  will  foon  decline  ; 
Your  freedom,  when  you  p'eale,  pray  take. 

But  trefpais  not  on  mine, 
111-. 
No  more  in  vain,  Alcander,  crave, 

I  ne'er  will  grant  the  thing. 
That  be,  who  once  has  been  my  flave, 

Should  ever  be  my  ki-ig- 


POEMS. 


575 


AN  EPISTLE 

TO  A  iADY  VHO   HAD  RESOLVED  AGAINST 
MARRIAGE. 

Madam,  I  cannot  but  congratulate 

Your  refolution  for  a  fingle  (late  ; 

Ladies,  who  would  live  undifturb'd  and  free, 

Muft  never  put  on  Hymen's  livery  ; 

Perhaps  its  outfide  feems  to  promife  fair. 

But  underneath  is  nothing  elfe  but  care. 

]f  once  you  let  the  Gordian  knot  be  ty'd, 

Which  turns  the  name  of  virgia  into  bride  ; 

'That  one  fond  a<ft  your  life's  beft  fcene  foregoes. 

And  leads  you  in  a  labyrinth  of  woes, 

Whofe  ftrange  meanders  you  may  fearch  about. 

But  never  find  the  clue  to  let  you  out. 

The  married  life  affords  you  little  cafe. 

The  beft  of  hufbands  is  fo  hard  to  pleafe : 

This  in  wives  careful  faces  y  u  may  fpell. 

Though  they  diffemble  their  misfortunes  well. 

No  plague's  fo  great  as  an  ill-ruling  head. 

Yet  'tis  a  fate  which  few  young  ladies  dread  : 

For  Love's  infinuating  fire  they  fan, 

With  fweet  ideas  of  a  god-like  man. 

Chloris  and  Phyllis  glory'd  in  their  fwains. 

And  fung  their  prailes  on  the  neighbouring  plaiiu ; 

Oh  !  they  were  brave,  accomplifh'd,  charming  men. 

Angels  till  marry'd,  but  proud  devils  then. 

Sure  fome  refiftlcfs  power  with  Cupid  iides, 

Or  we  fhould  have  more  virgins,  fewer  brides ; 

For  fingle  lives  afibrd  the  moft  content. 

Secure  and  happy,  as  they're  innocent : 

Bright  as  Olympus,  crown'd  with  endlefs  eafe, 

And  calm  as  Neptune  on  the  Halcyon  feas  : 

Your  fleep  is  broke  with  no  domeflic  cares, 

No  bawling  children  to  difturb  your  prayers ; 

Ko  parting  forrows  to  extort  your  tears. 

No  bluftering  hufband  to  rexiew  your  fears ! 

Therefore,  dear  madam,  let  a  friend  advife, 

Love  and  its  idle  deity  defpife  : 

Supprefs  wild  Nature,  if  it  dares  rebel ; 

There's  no  fuch  thing  as  "  leading  apes  in  hell." 


CLELIA  TO  URANIA. 

AN  ODE. 
I. 

The  difmal  regions  which  no  fun  beholds, 

Whilfl  his  fires  roll  fome  diftant  world  to  cheer, 
Which  in  dry  darknefs,  froft,  and  chilling  cold, 

Sipend  one  long  portion  of  the  dragging  year, 
At  his  returning  influence  never  knew 
More  joy  than  Clelia,  when  ihe  thinks  of  you. 

II. 
Thofe  zealots,  who  adore  the  rifing  fun. 

Would  foon  their  darling  deity  defpife. 
And  with  more  warm,  more  true  devotion  run, 

To  worfhip  nobler  beams,  Urania's  eyes ; 
Had  they  beheld  her  lovely  form  divine. 
Where  rays  more  glorious,  more  attrafting,  Ihjne. 


But,  ah  !  frail  mortals  though  you  may  admire 
At  a  convenient  diftance  all  her  charms. 

Approach  them,  and  you'll  fsel  a  raging  fire, 
Which  fcorches  deep, and  all  your  povver  difarms : 

Thus,  like  th'  Arabian  bird,  your  care  proceeds 

From  the  bright  obje»^  which  your  picafure  breeds. 


SONG. 


Though  Celia's  born  to  be  ador'd. 

And  Stfephon  to  adore  her  born. 
In  vain  her  pity  is  implor'd. 

Who  kills  him  twice  with  charms  and  fcorn, 
II. 
Fair  faint,  to  your  bleft  orb  repair. 

To  learn  in  heaven  a  heavenly  mind ; 
Thence  hearken  to  a  finner's  prayer, 

And  be  lefs  beauteous,  or  more  kind. 


LOVING  ONE  f  NEVER 'Saw:,;  'Afp' 


*S." 


Thou  tyrant  God  of  Love,  give  o'er, 

And  perfccute  this  bread  no  more  : 

Ah  !  tell  me  why  muft  every  dart 

Be  aim'd  at  my  unhappy  heart  i 

I  never  niurmur'd  or  repin'd. 

But  patiently  riiyfelf  refign'd 

To  all  the  tormeiits,  which  through  thee 

Have  fell,  alas  !  on  wretched  me  : 

But  oh  !  I  can  no  more  fuftain 

This  long  continued  ftate  of  pain, 

Though  'tis  but  fruiilefs  to  complain. 

My  heart,  firfl  foften'd  by  thy  power, 

Ne'er  kept  its  liberty  an  hour  : 

So  fond  and  eafy  wa<>  it  groiyn. 

Each  nymph  might  call  the  foof  her  own  : 

So  much  to  its  own  intereft  blind, 

So  flrangely  charm'd  to  womankind. 

That  it  no  mure  belong'd  to  me, 

Than  veftal-virgins  hearts  to  thee. 

I  often  courted  it  to  ftay  ; 

But,  deaf  to  all,  'twould  fly  away. 

In  vain  to  flop  it  I  effay'd, 

Though  often,  often,  I  difplay'd 

The  turns  and  doubles  women  made. 

Nay  more,  when  it  has  home  return 'd. 

By  fome  proud  maid  ill  us'd  and  fcorn'd, 

I  (lill  the  renegade  careft. 

And  gave  it  harbour  in  my  breall. 

O  I  then,  with  indignation  fir'd 

At  what  before  it  fo  admir'd ; 

With  fhame  and  forrow  overcaft. 

And  fad  repentance  for  the  paft, 

A  thoufand  facred  oaths  it  fwore 

Never  to  wander  from  me  more ; 

After  chimeras  ne'er  to  rove, 

Or  run  the  wiid-goofe  chace  of  love. 
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Thus  it  rcfolv'd 

Till  fome  new  face  again  betray'd 

The  refolutions  it  had  made  : 

Then  how  'twould  flutter  up  and  down, 

Eager,  impatient,  to  be  gonf  : 

And,  though  fo  often  it  had  fail'd. 

Though  vainlefs  every  her.rt  aflail'd, 

Tet,  hir'd  by  hope  of  new  delight. 

It  took  again  its  fatal  flight. 

'Tis  thus,  malicious  deity. 

That  thou  haft  banttr'd  wretched  me; 

Thus  made  me  vainly  lofe  my  time. 

Thus  fool  away  my  youthful  prime  ; 

And  yet,  for  all  the  hours  I've  loft. 

And  fighs.  snd  tears,  thy  bondage  coft, 

Ne'er  did  thy  flavc  thy  favours  blefs, 

Or  crown  his  paflion  with  fuccefs. 

Well — fince  'tis  doom'd  that  I  muft  find 

No  love  for  love  from  womankind; 

Since  I  no  pleafure  muft  obtain, 

Let  me  at  leaft  avoid  the  pain  ; 

So  weary  of  the  chace  I'm  grown, 

That  with  content  I'd  fit  me  down, 

Enjoy  my  book,  my  friend,  my  cell, 

And  bid  all  womankind  farewel. 

Nay,  afl:,  for  all  I  felt  before, 

Only  to  be  difturb'd  no  more. 

Yet  thou  (to  my  complainings  deaf) 

Will  give  my  torments  no  relief ; 

But  now,  ev'n  now,  thou  mak'ft  me  die. 

And  love  1  know  not  whom,  nor  why, 

In  every  part  I  fed  the  fire. 

And  burn  with  fanciful  defire  ; 

From  whence  can  love  its  magic  draw  ? 

I  doat  on  her  /  ne-ver  Jatv  : 

Andwh",  but  lovers,  can  exprefs 

This  ftrange,  myllerious  tendernefs? 

And  yet  methiiiks  'tis  happier  fo, 

Than  whom  it  is  I  love  to  know  : 

Now  my  unbounded  notions  rove. 

And  frame  ideas  to  my  love. 

1  fancy  I  fliould  fomething  find. 

Diviner  both  in  face  andmirvi. 

Than  ever  nature  did  beftow 

On  any  creatuie  here  below. 

1  fancy  thus  Corinria  walks, 

That  thus  (he  fings,  (he  looks,  (he  falks. 

Sometimes  I  fijih,  and  fancy  then, 

That,  did  Corinna  know  my  pain. 

Could  ftic  n^y  trickling  tears  but  fee, 

She  would  be  kind,  and  pity  me. 

Tims  thinking  I've  no  caufe  to  grieve, 

1  plcafingly  myl'elf  deceive  ; 

And  furc  am  happier  far  than  he 

Who  knows  the  very  truth  can  be. 

1'hen,  gentle  Cupid,  let  me  ne'er 

See  ny  imag.nury  fair: 

Left  flie  (hould  be  more  heavenly  bright 

Than  can  he  rcach'd  by  tinty's  height : 

Left  (when  I  on  her  beauy  gauc. 

Confounded,  loft  in  an  amaze; 

My  trembling  lip'  and  eyes,  (hould  tdl, 

'Ti»  her  I  dare  to  love  fo  well); 

She,  with  an  angry,  fcoruful  eye, 

Or  fome  ujjkij»d,  Icvcre  icply, 
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My  hopes  of  blifs  (hould  overcaft, 
And  my  prefuming  palTion  blaft. 
If  but  in  this  thou  kind  wilt  prove, 
And  let  me  not  fee  her  I  love. 
Thy  altars  proftrate  I'll  adore, 
And  call  thee  tyrant-god  no  more. 


PASTORAL  ECLOGUES. 


ECLOGUE    I. 


DAPHNE. 

Sicilian  Mufe,  my  humble  voice  infpire, 

To  fing  of  Daphne's  charms  and  Damon's  fire. 

Long  had  the  faithful  fwain  fuppreft  his  grief. 

And,  fiace  he  durft  not  hope,  ne'er  alk'd  relief. 

But  at  th'  arrival  of  the  fatal  day 

That  took  the  nymph  and  all  his  joys  away  ; 

With  dying  looks  he  gaz'd  upon  the  fair. 

And  what  his  tongue  could  not,  his  eyes  declare  ; 

Till  with  deep  fighs,  as  if  his  heart-ftrings  broke, 

Preffing  her  hand,  thefe  tender  things  he  fpoke  : ,    J 

DAMON.  I 

Ah  !  lovely  nymph,  behold  your  lover  burn,         ' 
And  view  that  paflion  which  you'll  not  return. 
As  no  r.ymph's  charms  did  ever  equal  thine. 
So  no  fwain's  love  did  ever  equal  mine  : 
How  happy,  fair,  how  happy  (hould  I  be. 
Might  I  but  facrifice  myfelf  for  thee  !• 
Could  I  but  pleafe  thee  with  my  dying  verfc. 
And  make  thee  (hed  one  tear  upon  my  hearfel 

DAPHNE. 

Tno  free  an  offer  nf  that  love  you  make, 
Which  now,  alas  !  I  have  not  power  to  take  : 
Your  wounds  I  cannot,  though  I  would,  relieve  ; 
Phaon  has  ail  the  love  that  1  can  give. 
Had  you  among  the  reft  at  firft  affail'd 
My  heart,  when  free,  you  had,  perhaps,  prevail'd. 
Now  if  you  blame,  oh  !   blame  not  me,  b.it  Fate, 
That   never   brought   you   'till  'twas  grown  too 
late. 

DAMON. 

Had  the  fates  brought  me  then,  too  charming 
fair, 
I  could  not  hope,  and  now   I  muft  dcfpair. 
Rul'd  by  your  friends,  you  quit  the  lover's  flame,    , 
For  flocks,  for  pafturt  s,  for  an  empty  name. 
Yet  though  the  heft  pofl'e(non  fate  denies. 
Oh  let  me  gaze  forever  on  tliofe  eyes: 
So  juft,  fo  ttue,  fo  iir.ocent's  my  flame, 
rhat  Phaon,  did  he  fee  it,  could  not  blame. 

pAPnNK. 

Such  generous  ends  1  know  you  ftill  purfuc. 
What  I  can  do,  be  hire  1  will  lor  you. 
If  on  cftetm  or  pity  you  can  live. 
Or  Imijes  <.f  more,  if  I  had  moie  to  give. 
Till  ft  you  may  have,  hut  cannot  have  my  heart : 
Ano  iivce  we  now  perliaps  for  ever  part, 
.Such  noble  thought*  through  all  your  life  exprcf*, 
Mny  make  the  value  mort,  the  piijr  ii-ls. 
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daMon. 
Can  you  then  go  >  Cm  you  for  ever  part, 
(Ye  Gods  !    what  fhivering  pains  furruund   my 

heart ! 
And  have  one  thought  to  make  your  pity  !efs  ? 
Ah  Daphne,  could  I  half  my  pangs  exprefs,  [were, 
You  could  not  think,  though  hard  as  rocks  you 
Your  pity  ever  could  too  great  appear. 
1  ne'er  (hall  be  one  moment  free  from  pain, 
Till  I  behold  thofe  charming  eyes  again. 
When  gay  diverfions  do  your  thoughts  employ, 
1  would  not  come  to  interrupt  the  joy ; 
But  when  from  them  you  fome  fpare  moment  find. 
Think  then,  oh  think  on  whom  you  leave  behind ! 
Think  with  what  heart  I  fhall  behold  the  green, 
Where  I  fa  oft  thofe  charming  eyes  have  feen  ! 
Think  with  what  grief  I  walk  the  groves  alone. 
When  you,  the  glory  of  rhem  all,  are  gone  1 
Yet,  oh  !  that  little  time  you  have  to  ftay, 
Let  me  fllil  fpeak,  and  gaze  my  foul  away  ! 
But  fee  my  paffion  that  fmall  aid  denies  ; 
Grief  Hops  my  tongue,  and  tears  o'erfiow  my  eyes 


ECLOGUE  II. 


GALATEA. 


'1'htrsis,  the  gayeft  one  of  all  the  fwains. 
Who  fed  their  flocks  upon  th'  Arcadian  plains;  . 
While  love's  mad  paffion  quite  devour'd  his  heart. 
And  the  coy  nymph  that  caus'd.  negle6ls  his  fmart ; 
Strives  in  low  numbers,  fiich  as  fliephcrds  ufe, 
-if  not  to  move  her  breaft,  his  own  amufe. 
You,  Chloris,  who  with  fcorn  refufe  to  fee 
The  mighty  wounds  that  you  have  made  on  me ; 
Yet  cannot  fure  with  equal  pride  difdain. 
To  hear  an  humble  hind  of  His  complain. 
.    Now  while  the  flocks  and  herds  to  Ihades  retire, 
While  the  Tierce  fun  fets  all  the  world  on  fire ; 
Through  iuriling  fields,  through  rugged  brakes  I 

rove. 
And  to  the  hills  and  woods  declare  my  love. 
How  fmall's  the  heat !  how  eafy  is  the  pain 
I  feel  without,  to  that  I  feel  within  ! 

Yet  fcornful  Galatea  will  nor  hear. 
But  from  my  fongs  and  pipe  fcill  turns  her  ear  : 
Not  fo  the  fage  Corifca,  nor  the  fair 
Climena,  nor  rich  Agon's  only  care ; 
From  them  my  fongs  a  juft  compalfion  draw  • 
And  they  fliall  have  them,  fince  contemn'd  by  you. 

Why  name  1  them,  when  ev'n  challe  Cynthia 
flays. 
And  Pan  himfelf,  to  liften  to  my  lays  ? 
Pan,  whofe  fvveet  pipe  has  been  admir'd  fo  long, 
"Has  not  difdain'd  fometimes  to  hear  my  fong  : 
Yet  Galatea  fcorns  whate'er  I  fay. 
And  Galatea's  wifer  fure  than  they. 
,   Relentlcfs  nymph !  can  nothing  move  your  mind  ? 
Muft  you  be  deaf,  becaufe  you  are  unkind  ? 
'Though  you  diflike  the  fubjecS  of  my  lays. 
Yet  fure  the  fweetnefs  of  my  voice  might  plcafe. 
It  is  not  thus  that  yon  dull  Mopfus  ule  ; 
His  fongs  divert  you,  though  yc;!  mine  refufe  : 

Vol.  VI, 


Yet  I  could  tell  you,  fiir  one,  if  I  would, 
(And  fince  you  treat  me  thus,  methinks  I  (hould) 
What  the  wife  Lycon  faid,  when  in  yon'  plaia 
He  faw  him  court  in  hope,  and  me  in  vain  ; 
Forbear,  fond  youth,  tp  ehace  a  heedlefs  fair. 
Nor  think  with  well-tun'd  verfe  to  pleafe  her  ear; 
Seek  out  fome  other  nymph,  nor  e'er  repine 
That  one  who  likes  his  longs,  ftiould  fly  from  thine. 

Ah,  I^ycon  !  ah  I  your  rage  falfe  dangers  forms; 
'Tis  not  bis  fongs,  but  'tis  his  fortune,  charms  : 
Yet,  fcornful  maid,  in  time  you'll  find  thofe  toys 
Can  yield  no  real,  no  fubftantial  joys ; 
In  vain  his  wealth,  his  titles  gain  cfleem, 
If  for  all  that  you  are  aftiam'd  of  him. 

Ah,  Galatea,  would'ft  thou  turn  thofe  eyes, 
Would'H  thou  but  once  vouchfafe  to  hear  my  cries; 
In  fuch  foft  notes  F  would  my  pains  impart, 
As  could  not  fail  to  move  thy  rocky  heart ; 
With  fucl\  fweet  fongs  I  would  thy  fame  make 

known, 
As  Pan  himfelf  might  not  difdain  to  own. 
Oh  couid'ft  thou,  fair  one,  but  contented  be 
To  tend  the  fheep,  and  chace  the  hares,  with  me| 
To  have  thy  praifes  echo'd  through  the  groves. 
And  pafs  thy  days  with  one  who  truly  loves : 
Nor  let  thofe  gaudy  toys  thy  heart  furprife. 
Which  the  fools  envy,  and  the  fage  defpife, 

But  Galatea  fcorns  my  humble  flame. 
And  neither  affcs  my  fortune,  nor  my  name. 
Of  the  beft  cheefe  my  well-flor'd  dairy's  full. 
And  my  foft  fheep  produce  the  fined  wool ; 
The  richefb  wines  of  Greece  my  vineyards  yieldj 
And  fmiling  crops  of  grain  adorn  my  field. 

Ah,  foolifh  youth  I   in  vain  thou  boall'ft  thy 
ftore, 
Have  what  thou  wilt,  if  Mopfus  ftill  has  more. 
See  whilft  thou  fing'ft,  behold  hei*  haughty  pride. 
With  what  difdain  fhe  turns  her  head  afide  1 
Oh,  why  would  Nature,  to  our  ruin,  place 
A  tiger's  heart,  with  fuch  an  angel's  face  ? 

Ccafe,  fliepherd,  ceafe,  at  hft  th<i  fruitlefs  moan  ; 
Nor  hope  to  gain  a  heart  already  gone. 
While  rocks  and  cave:  thy  tuneful  notes  refound. 
See  how  thy  corn  lies  wichcr'd  on  the  ground  1 
The  hungry  wolves  devour  thy  fatten'd  lambs  ; 
And  bleating  for  the  young  makes  lean  the  damSi, 
Vake,  fhepherd,  take  thy  hook,  thy  flocks  purfue. 
And  when  one  nymph  proves  cruel,  find  a  new. 


ECLOGUE  III. 


TAKEN  FROM  THE  EIGHTH    ECLOGUE  OP  VIRtJlt, 

Arise,  O  Fhofphoriis!  and  bring  the  day. 
While  I  in  fighs  and  tears  confume  away  ; 
Ceceiv'd  with  flattering  hopes  of  Nifa's  love ; 
And  to  the  gods  my  vain  petitions  move  : 
Though  they've  done  nothing  to  prevent  my  deatbj 
I'll  yet  invoke  them  vHth  niy  dying  breath. 
Begin   my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

Arcadia'^  fanioiis  for  its  fpacious  plains. 
Its  v;hiflling  pine-trees,  and  its  ftiady  groves, 
Ar.d  cxtjr,  hears  the  IV/ains  lament  their  icV'eSi 
O  o 
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Creat  Pan  tfpon  its  mountains  feeds  his  goats. 
Who  firft  taught  reeds  to  warble  rural  notes. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

Mopfus  weds  Nifa  !  oh,  well-fuited  pair  ! 
When  he  fucceeds,  what  lover  can  defpair  ? 
After  this  match,  let  mare»and  griffins  breed  ; 
•  And  hounds  with  hares  in  friendly  confort  feed. 
Go,  Mopfus,  go  ;  provide  the  bridal  cake. 
And  to  thy  bed  the  blooming  Virgin  take  : 
In  her  foft  arms  thou  fhalt  fecurely  reft, 
Beh'>ld,  the  evening  comes  to  make  thee  blefl ! 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

Oh,  Nifa,  happy  in  a  lovely  choice  ! 
While  you  with  fcorn  negledl  my  pipe  and  voice ; 
While  you  defpife  my  humble  fongs,  my  herd. 
My  (haggy  eyebrows,  and  my  rugged  beard  ; 
Wiiile  through  the  plains  difdainfully  you  move, 
AnJ  think  no  ftiepherd  can  deferve  your  love  ; 
Mopfus  alone  can  the  nice  virgin  win, 
With  charming  perfon,  and  with  graceful  mien. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

When  firft  I  faw  you  on  thofe  fatal  plains, 
I  reach'd  you  fruit ;  your  mother  too  was  there; 
Scarce  had  you  feen  the  thirteeKth  fpring  appear  : 
Yet  beauty's  buds  were  opening  in  your  face ; 
1  gaz'd,  and  bluihes  did  your  charms  increafe. 
'Tis  love,  thought  I,  that's  rifing  in  her  breaft; 
Alas,  your  paffion,  by  my  own,  I  gueft; 
Then  upon  truft  I  fed  the  raging  psiiis. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 
Oh,  love  .  I  know  thee  now;  thou  ow'ft  thy  birth 
To  rocks ;  fome  craggy  mountain  brought  thee 

forth : 
Nor  is  it  human  blood  that  fills  thy  veins. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

Relcntlefs  love  to  bold  A'ledea  fliew'd, 
To  ftain  her  guilty  hands  in  children's  blood. 
Was  fne  more  cruel,  or  more  v/icked  hv  ? 
He  was  a  wicked  counfcllor,  a  cruel  mother  fhe. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

Now  let  the  fcreech-owls  vie  with  warbling 
fvvans ; 
"Upon  hard  oaks  let  blufhing  peaches  grow, 
And  from  the  brambles  liquid  amber  flow. 
The  harmlefs  wolves  the  raverious  flieep  ftiall  ftiun  ; 
And  valiant  deer  at  fearful  greyhounds  run  : 
Let  the  fea  rife,  and  overflow  the  plains. 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  begin  th'  Arcadian  ftrains. 

Adieu,  ye  flocks;  no  more  fliall  I  purfue  1 
Adieu,  yc  groves;  a  long,  a  long  adieu  ! 
And  you,  coy  nymph,  who  all  my  vows  difdaln, 
Take  this  laft  prefeiit  from  a  dying  fwain. 
Since  you  diflike  whatc'er  in  life  1  faid. 
You  may  be  pleas'd,  perhaps,  to  hear  I'm  dead  : 
This  leap  ftiall  put  an  end  to  all  my  pains. 
Now  ce:ife,   my  Mufe,   now  ceafe   th'  Arcadian 
ftrains. 

Thus  Damon  fung  while  on  the  clifTIic  ftood, 
T]if?n  headlong  plung'dinto  the  raging  Hood, 
All  with  united  grief  the  lols  bemoan, 
3'ycpt  the  anthorcfs  of  his  fate  alone, 
Who  hears  it  with  an  unrelenting  breaft. 
Ah,  cruel  nymph  !  forbear  your  Icorns  at  leaft. 
How  much  foe'er  ynu  may  the  love  delpifc, 
'I'i-  barbarous  to  infult  on  one  that  dits. 


ECLOGUE  IV. 


Strephon  and  Damon's  flocks  together  fed, 
Two  charming  fwain 5  as  e'er  Arcadia  bred  ; 
Both  fam'd  for  wit,  and  fam'd  for  beauty  both ; 
Both  in  the  luftre  of  their  blooming  youth  : 
No  fallen  cares  their  tender  thoughts  remove, 
No  paflions  difcompofe  their  fouls,  but  love. 
Once,  and  but  once  alone,  as  ftory  goes, 
Between  the  youths  a  fierce  difpute  arofe  ; 
Not  for  the  merit  of  their  tuneful  lays 
(Though  both   deferv'd,  yet  both  defpls'd,  that 

pratfe) ; 
But  for  a  caufe  of  greater  moment  far, 
That  merited  a  lover's  utmoft  care. 
Each  fwain  the  prize  of  beauty  ftrove  to  gain. 
For  the  bright  ihephcrdefs  that  caus'd  his  pain. 
l^ycon  they  chofe,  the  difference  to  decide, 
Lyccn,  for  prudence  and  fage  counfel  try'd ; 
Who  love's  myfterious  arts  had  ftudy'd  long. 
And  taught,  when  old,   what  he  had  pracftls'd 

young. 
For  the  difpute  alternate  verfe  they  choofe. 
Alternate  verfe  delights  the  rural  Mufe. 

Strep.  To  Flavia,love,  thou  juftly  ow'ft  the  prize. 

She  owns  thy  power,  nor  does  thy  laws  reprove. 
Dam.  Though   Sylvia,  for  herfelf,  love's  power 
defies. 

What  crowds  of  vaffals  has  flie  made  to  love! 
Strep.     "^^Tien    Flavia    comes    attir'd  for  rural 
games,  [prefs. 

Each  curl,  each  flower  ftie  wears,  a  charm  ex- 
Dam.    Sylvia,  without  a  foreign  aid,  inflames; 

Charni'd  with  her  eyes,   we  never  mind  her 
drefs.  [hair  ? 

Strep.    Have  you  feen   Flavia  with  her  flaxen     I 

She  feems  an  image  of  the  queen  of  love  ! 
Dam.   Sylvia's  dark  hair  like  Lcda's  locks  appear. 

And  yet,  like  her,  has  charms  to  conquer  Jove. 
Strep.  Flavia  by  crowds  of  lovers  is  admir'd  ; 

Happy  that  youth  who  ftiall  the  fair  enjoy  1 
Dam.  Sylvia  neglefts  her  lovers,  lives  retir'd  ; 

Happy,  that  could  her  lonely  thoughts  employ! 
Strep.    Flavia,  where'er  flie  comes,  the  fwains 
fubdues. 

And  every  imile  flie  gives  conveys  a  dart. 
Dam.     Sylvia    the    fwains  with  native  coldnefs 
views ; 

And  yet  what  (liepherd  can  defend  Iiis  heart  ? 
Strep.     Flavia's    bright    beauties    in  an  inftant 
ftrlke :  ■ 

Gazers,  before  tliey  think  of  it,  adore,     [like  ; 
£)am.    Sylvia's  foft  charms,  as  foon  as  feen,  we 

But  ftill  the  more  wc  think,  wc  love  the  more. 
Strep.  Who  is  fo  ftiipid,  that  has  Flavia  feen, 

As  not  to  view  the  nymph  with  vaft  delight? 
Dam.  Who  has  focn  Sylvia,  and  fo  ftupid  been, 

As  to  remcniber  any  other  fight  ? 
Strep.    What  thoughts  has  Flivia,  when  with 
care  Ihe  views 

Her  churniing  giaces  in  the  cryftal  lakes  ? 
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Dam.  To  fee  hers,  Sj-lvia  need  no  mirrors  u 

She  fees  them  by  the  co'nqiiefts  thnt  flie  makes. 

Strep.    With  what  afTurance   Flavia   walks  the 

plains !  [yield. 

She  knows  the  nymphs  muft  all  their  lovers 
Dam.     Sylvia  with  blufties  wounds  the  gazing 
fvvains  ; 

And  while  flie  ftrlves  to  fly,  foe  wins  the  field. 
Strep.  Flavia  at  firft  young  Meliboeus  bv'd  : 

For  me  fhe  did  that  charming-  youth  forfake. 
Dam.  Sylvia's  relentlefs  heart  was  never  mov'd  : 

Gods  I  that  I  might  the  firft  inipreflion  make  1 
Strep.    Should  Flavia  hear  that  Sylvia  vy'd  with 
her, 

What  indignation  would  tlie  charmer  fhew  ! 
Dam.  Sylvia  would  Flavia  to  herfelf  prefer  : 

There  we  alone  her  judgment  difallovv. 
Strep.    If  Sylvia's  charms  with  Flavia's  can  com- 
pare, 

Why  is  this  croxvded  ftill,  and  that  alone  ? 
Dam.  Becaufe  their  ways  of  life  fo  different  are  ; 

Flavia  gives  all  men  hopes,  and  Sylvia  none. 

LrcoN.     Shepherds,   enough;    now  ceafe  your 

amorous  war. 
Or  too  much  heat  may  carry  both  too  far  : 
1  well  attended  the  difpute,  and  find  [kind. 

Both  nymphs  have  charms,  but  each  in  different 
Flavia  deferves  more  pains  than  ihe  will  coft ; 
As  eafily  got.  Were  fhe  not  eafily  loft. 
.Sylvia  is  much  more  difficult  to  gain  ; 
But,  once  poffefs'd,  will  well  reward  the  pain. 
We  wifh  them  Flavias  all,  when  firft  we  burn  ; 
But,  once  poffefs'd,  wifh  they  would  Sylvias  turn. 
And,  by  the  difrerent  charms  in  each  expreft, 
One  we  fhould  foonefl  love,  the  other  beft. 


ECLOGUE    V. 


Lamenting  tie  Death  of  Mrs.   Taiipcjl,  lulo  died 
upon  the  Day  of  the  great  Storm. 

Ye  gentle  fwains,  who  pafs  your  days  and  nights 
In  Love's  fincere  and  innocent  delights  ! 
Ye  tender  virgins,  who  with  pride  difplay 
Your  beauty's  fplendor,  and  extend  your  f'way  ! 
Lament  with  me  !  with  me  your  forrcws  join  ! 
And  mingle  your  united  tears  with  mine  ! 
Delia,  tlie  Queen  of  Love,  let  all  deplore  ! 
Delia,  the  Queen  of  Beauty,  now  no  more  I 

Begin,  my  Mufe!  begin  your  mournful  {trains  I 
Tell  the  fad  tale  througli  all  the  hills  and  plains  ! 
Tell  it  through  every  lawn  and  every  grove  ! 
Where   flocks  can  wander,    or   where  ihepherds 

rove  ! 
Bid  neighbouring  rivers  tell  the  diftant  fea, 
And  winds  from  pole  to  pole  the  news  convey ! 
Delia,  the  Q^^^"  "^f  Love,  let  all  deplore  ! 
Delia,  the  Queen  of  Beauty,  now  no  more  ! 

'Tis  done,  and  all  obey  the  mournful  Mufe  ! 
See,  hills,  and  plains,  and  winds,  have  heard  the 
news  I 
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The  foaming  fea  o'ervvhelins  the  frlghtcn'd  fliorci 
The  vallies  tremble,  and  the  mountains  roar. 
See  lofty  oaks  from  firm  foundations  torn. 
And  {lately  towers  in  heaps  of  ruin  mourn  ! 
The  gentle  Thames,  that  rarely  paflion  knows, 
Swells  with  this  forrow,  and  her  banks  o'erflows: 
What  fnrieks  are  heard!  what  groans!  what  dying 

cries  I 
Ev'n  Nature's  felf  in  dire  convulfions  lies ! 
Delia,  the  Queen  of  Love,  they  all  deplore  ! 
Delia,  the  Queen  of  Beauty,  now  no  niore  ! 

O  I  why  did  I  furvive  the  fatal  day,  - 
That  fnatch'd  the  joys  of  all  my  life  away? 
Why  was  not  1  beneath  fome  ruin  loil  ? 
Sunk  in  the  feas,  or  fliipwreck'd  on  tlie  coati:  ?■ 
Why  did  the  Fates  fpttre  this  devoted  head  ? 
Why  did  I  live  to  hear  that  thou  wcrt  dead  ?    », 
By    thee   my  griefs  were  calm'd,    my  torments 
eas'd ;  .  ■ 

Nor  knew  1  pleafure,  but  as  thou  wert  pleas'd. 
Where  flialt  I  wander  now,  diftrefs'd,  alone  ? 
What  ufe  have  I  of  life,  now  thou  art  gone  i 
I  have  no  ufe,  alas !  but  to  deplore 
Delia,  the  pride  of  Beauty,  now  no  more  ! 

What  living  nymph  is  bleft  with  equal  grace  ? 
All  may  difpute,  but  who  can  nil  thy  place  ? 
What  lover  in  his  miftrefs  hopes  to  find 
A  form  fo  lovely,  with  fo  bright  a  mind  ? 
Doris  may  boa{l  a  face  divinely  fair, 
But  wants  thy  fhape,  thy  motions,  and  thy  air. 
Lncinda  has  thy  fliape,  hut  not  thofe  eyes. 
That,  while  they  did  th'  admiring  world  furprife, 
Difclos'd  the  fecret  luftre  of  the  mind, 
And  feem'd  each  lover's  inmoft  thoughts  to  find. 
Others,  whofe  beauty  yielding  fwains  confefs, 
By  indifcretion  make  their  conqueft  lefs. 
And  want  thy  condudl  and  obliging  wit 
To  fix  thofe  ilaves  who  to  their  chains  fubmit. 
As  fome  rich  tyrant  hoards  an  urelcfs  fl  ire. 
That  would,  well  plac'd,  inrich  a  thcuiand  more: 
So  didfl:  thou  keep  a  crowd  of  charms  retir'd. 
Would  make  a  thi'ufand  other  nym]  !is  admir'd. 
G;vj',  modeft,  artlefs,  beautiful,  and  young  ; 
Slow  to  refolve  ;  in  refolution  flrong  ; 
To  all  obliging,  yet  refcrv'd  to  all ; 
None  could  himfcif  the  favour'd  lover  call  : 
That  which  alone  coidd  make  his  hopes  endure, 
Was,  that  he  faw  no  other  fwain  fecure. 
Whither,  ah  !  whither  are  thofe  graces  fled  ? 
Down  to  the  dark,  the  melancholy  fliade  ? 
Now,  fhepherds,  now  lament!  and  now  deplore! 
Delia  is  dead,  and  beauty  is  no  more  ! 

For  thee  each  turieful  fwain  prepar'd  his  lays. 
His  fame  e::alting  while  he  fung  thy  praife. 
Thyrfis,  in  gay  and  eafy  meafures,  lirove 
To  charm  thy  cars,  and  tune  thy  foul  to  love : 
Menalcas,  in  his  numbers  more  futlime, 
ExtoU'd  thy  virtues  in  immortal  rhyrce: 
Glycon,  whofe  fatire  kept  the  world  in  awe, 
Soften'd  his  drain,  when  firfl  thy  charms  he  faw, 
Confefs'd  the  goddef?  who  new-forni'd  his  mind, 
Proclaim'd  thy  beauties,  and  forgot  mankind. 
Ceafe,  fliepherd,  ceafe :    the  charms  you  fung  are 

iled; 
The  ^]oxy  oi  our  blaflcd  Jfle  is  dead. 
Oo  i^ 
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Now  join  your  griefs  with  mine !   and  now  de- 
plore 
Delia,  the  pride  of  Beauty,  now  no  more! 

BslK^ld  where  now  Ihe  lies  depriv'd  of  breath  ' 
Charming,  though  pale,  and  beautiful  in  death  ! 
A  troop  of  weeping  virgins  by  her  fide. 
With  all  the  pomp  of  woe  and  forrows  pride  ! 
O,  eai  ly  loll !   O ,  fitter  to  be  led 
Tn  cheerful  fplendor  to  the  bridal  bed, 
Than  thus  ccndutled  to  th'  untimely  tomb, 
A  fpotkfs  virgin  in  her  beauty's  bloom  ! 
Whatever  hopes  fuperior  merit  gave, 
Let  me,  at  leaft,  embrace  thee  in  the  grave; 
On  thy  cold  lips  imprint  a  dying  kifs  : 
O  that  tliy  C'lynefs  could  refufe  me  this ! 
Such  melting  tears  upon  thy  lirnbs  Til  pour, 
Shall  thaw  'their  numbntfs,  and  thy  warmth  re- 

ttore  : 
Clafpt  to  my  slowing  breaft,  thou  may'ft  revive; 
I'll  breathe  fuch  tender  I'lghs  ilnll  make  thee  live  ; 
Or,  if  feverer  fates  that  aid  deny, 
1f  thou  canft  not  revive,  yet  F  may  die. 
In  one  cold  grave  together  may  be  hid 
The  true  ft  lover  and  the  loveHeft  maid. 
Then  fhall  I  ceafe  to  grieve,  and  not  before; 
Then  fhall  I  ceafe  fair  Delia  to  dcpltire. 

But  fee,  tliofe  dreadful  objecl*  difappear! 
The  fun  Ihines  "Ut,  and  all  the  heavens  are  clear; 
"i'he  warring  winds  arc  hulh'd,  the  fea  ierene. 
And  Nature,  fofren'd,  fhifts  her  angry  fcene. 
What  means  -his  iudden  change?  methinks  1  hear 
Meiodiuus  muiic  from  the  heavenly  fphere  ! 
Liflen,  yc  f-i.-pherds,  and  devour  the  found  ! 
Liftcn  :    the  fiiint,  the  lovely  faint,  is  crown'd  ! 
V/hile  we,  miftaken  in  our  j"y  and  grief, 
Bewail  her  fate,  who  wants  not  our  relief:. 
Trom  the  pleas'd  orbs  ihe  views  us  here  below, 
j\u(l  with  kind  pity  wonders  at  our  woe.       [above. 
Ah,    charming    faint!     liuce    thou   art  blefs'd 
Indulge  thy  lovers,  and  forgive  ;hcir  love  : 
1-orgive  their  tears,  who  prefs'd  with  grief  and 

care, 
reel  not  tliy  jo)'S,  but  feel  their  own  defpair. 


HORACE,    ODE  Ilf.    BOOK  lU. 

IMITATED,    I7CJ. 


Thi.  man  that's  refolutc  and  juf^, 
Firm  to  his  principles  and  truft, 

Nor  hopes  nor  fears  can  blind  : 
No  pafilons  his  deiigns  control ; 
Not  Love,  that  tyrant  of  the  loul, 

Can  fhake  his  flcady  mind. 
II. 
Not  parties  for  revenge  cngag'd. 
Nor  threatenings  of  a  court  tnrag'd. 

Nor  i^orms  where  fleets  dei^air; 
Not  thunder  pointed  at  his  head  ; 
*i'he  fliatter'd  world  may  ftrikc  him  dead^ 

Not  touch  hill  loul  with  i'war. 


From  this  the  Grecian  glory  rofe  ; 
By  this  the  Romans  aw'd  their  foes  J 

Of  this  their  poets  fing. 
Thefe  were  the  paths  their  heroes  trod> 
Thefe a6ls  made  Hercules  a  god; 

And  great  Naffau  a  king. 

IV. 

Firm  on  the  rolling  deck  he  ftood, 
Unmov'd,  beheld  the  breaking  flood, 

With  blackening  ftorms  combin'd. 
"  Virtue,"  he  cry'd,   "  will  force  its  way; 
"  The  wind  may  for  a  while  delay, 

"  Not  alter  our  defign. 

V. 

"  The  men  whom  felfifh  hopes  inflame^ 
"  Or  vanity  allures  to  fame, 

"  May  be  to  fears  betray'd  : 
"  But  here  a  church  for  fuccour  flies, 
"   Infuked  law  expiring  lies, 

"  And  loudly  calls  for  aid. 

VI. 

"  Yes,  Britons,  yes,  with  ardent  zeal, 
"  I  come,  the  wounded  heart  to  heal, 

"  The  wounding  hand  to  bind  : 
"  See  tools  of  arbitrary  fway, 
"  And  prie/ls,  like  locufts,  fcout  away 

"  Before  the  weftern  wind, 
vii, 
"  Law  fhall  again  her  force  refume  ; 
"  Religion,  clear'd  from  clouds  of  Rome, 

"  With  brighter  rays  advance. 
"  The  Britifli  fleet  fhall  rule  the  deep, 
"  The  Britiih  youth,  as  rous'd  from  fleep, 

"  Strike  terror  into  France. 

VIII. 

"  Nor  fliall  fhefe  promifcs  of  fate 
"  Be  limited  to  my  fhort  date  : 

"   When  I  from  cares  withdraw, 
"  Still  fliall  the  Britiib  fceptre  fland, 
'•  Still  flourifli  in  a  female  hand, 

"  And  to  mankind  give  law, 
II. 
"   She  fhall  domeflic  foes  unite, 
"   Monsrchs  beneath  her  fags  fhall  fight, 

"   V/liole  armies  drag  her  chain: 
«  She  fliall  loft  Italy  refkore, 
"   Shall  make  th'  iiupe"rial  eagle  foar, 

"  And  give  a  king  to  Spain. 

X. 

"   But  know,  thefe  promifcs  are  giveti, 
"  'fhele  great  r-;wards  impartial  heaven 

"  Dots  on  t'loe  terms  decree; 
"  That,  flridiy  punifliing  men's  faults, 
"  You  let  their  confcitnces  and  thoughts 

"  Reft  abfolutely  free. 

XI. 

"  Let  no  falfe  politics  confine 

"  In  narrow  butinds,  your  vaft  defign 

"  To  make  mankind  unite; 
"  Nor  chink  it  afufllcicnt  caufc 
"  To  punilh  man  by  penal  laws, 

"  For  not  believing  right. 

XII. 

"   Rome,  whofe  blind  zeal  dcCroys  mankind; 
'  "  Kuan;'*  Iuks  fljall  your  conipafllon  find,  j 
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"  Who  ne'er  compaflion  knew. 
«  By  nobler  anions  their'*  condemn  : 
"  For  what  has  been  rcproach'd  in  them, 

"  Can  ne'er  be  prais'd  in  you." 

XIII. 

Thefe  fubjeds  fuit  not  with  the  lyre; 
Mufe ;  to  what  height  doft  thou  afpire. 

Pretending  to  fehearfe 
The  thoughts  of  gods,  and  godlike  kings? 
Ceafe,  ceafe  to  leffen  lofty  things 

By  mean  ignoble  verfe. 


THE  GOLDEN  AGE  RESTORED,  1703. 

IN  IMITATION  OF 

rHE  FOURTH  ECLOGUE  OF  FIRGIL, 

Subpofed  to  have  been  taken  from  a  Sibylline 
Prophecy. 

"  ■  Paulo  majora  canamus." 

Sicilian  Mufe,  begin  a  loftier  flight ; 
Not  all  in  trees  and  lowly  fhrubs  delight : 
Or  if  yonr  rural  fhades  you  ftill  purfue, 
Make  your  fhades  fit  for  able  ftacefmen's  view. 

The  time  is  come,  by  ancient  Bards  foretold, 
Reftoring  theSaturnian  age  of  gold; 
The  -vile,  degenerate,  whiggilh  offspring  ends, 
A  high-church  progeny  from  heaven  defcends. 

O  learned  Oxford,  fpare  no  facred  pains 
To  nurfe  the  glorious  breed,  now  thy  own  Bromr 
ley  reigns. 

And  thou  great  Scarfdale,  darling  of  this  land, 
Doft  foremoft  in  that  fam'd  commiflion  ftaiid ; 
Whofe  deep  remarks  the  liftening  world  admires, 
By  whofe  aufpicious  care  old  Ranelagh  expires. 
Your  mighty  genius  no  ftri<5l  rules  can  bind  ; 
You  puni.'h  men  for   crimes,    which    you   want 
time  to  find. 

Senates  fliail  now  like  holy  fynods  be, 
And  holy  fynods  fenate-like  agree. 
Monmouth  and  Moftyn  here  inftrud  the  youth, 
There  Bincks  and  Kimberley  maintain  the  facied 

truth. 
Powis  and  Hamlin  here,  with  equal  claim, 
Through  wide   Weft-Saxon  realms  extend  their 

fame ; 
There  Birch  and  Hooper  right  divine  convey, 
Nor  treat  their  bifhops  in  a  human  way. 

Now  all  our  fatflions,  all  our  fears  ihail  ceafe. 
And  Tories  rule  the  promis'd  land  in  peace. 
Malice  (hall  die,  and  ncxi'  us  poii'ons  fail, 
Harlcy  fiiall  ceafe  to  trick,  and  Seymour  ceafs 

to  rail . 
The  lambs  fhall  with  the  lions  walk  unhurt. 
And  Halifax  and  Howe  meet  civilly  at  court. 
Viceroys,  like  Providence,  with  diftant  care. 
Shall  govern  kingdoms  where  they  ne'er  appear  : 
Facihc  admiral-,  to  fave  the  fleet, 
bhall  fty  from  ccn^ucftj  and  (hall  ccixiikU  meet : 


Commanders  fhall  be  prais'd  at  William's  coft. 
And  honour  be  retriev'd  befofe  'tis  loft. 
Brereton  and  Barnaby  the  court  fhall  grace, 
And  Howe  fhall  not  difdaia  to  (hare  a  place. 
Forgotten  Molyneux  and  Mafon  now 
Revive  and  (hine  again  in  Fox  and  Howe. 

But  as  they  ftronger  grow,and  mend  their  ftrain. 
By  choice  examples  of  King  Charles's  reign ; 
Bold  Bellafis  and  patriot  D'Avenant  then, 
One  fhall  employ  the  fword,  and  one  the  pen  ; 
Troops  fhall  be  led  to  plunder,  not  to  fight,       '\ 
The  tool  of  fadion  fhall  to  peace  invite  / 

And  foes  to  union  be  employ'd  the  kingdoms  T 

to  unite.  J 

Yet  ftill  fome  Whigs  among  the  peers  arc 

found, 
Like  brambles  flourifhing  in  barren  ground. 
Somers  malicioufly  employs  his  care 
To  make  the  lords  the  legiflature  fhare. 
Burnet  declares  how  French  dragooning  rofe. 
And  bifhops  perfecuting  bills  oppofe  : 
Till  Rochefter's  *  cool  temper  fhall  be  fir'd. 
And  North's  and  Nottingham's  ftrong  reafonings 

be  admir'd. 
But  when  due  time  their  counfels  fliall  mature. 
And  frefh  removes  have  made  the  game  fecure ; 
When  Somerfet  and  Devonfhire  give  place 
To   Wyndham's   Bradford,   and   to    Richmond's 

Both  convert's  great ;  when  juftice  is  renn  d. 
And  corporations  garbled  to  their  mind  ; 
Then  paffive  docftrines  fhall  with  glory  rife. 
Before  them  hated  moderation  flies. 
And  Anti-chriftian  toleration  dies. 
Granville  fhall  feize  the  long  expeded  chair, 
Godolphin  to  fome  country  feat  repair  ; 
Pembroke  from  all  employments  be  debarr'd. 
And  Marlborough,  for  ancient  crimes,  receive  his 
juft  reward. 
France,  that  this  happy  change  fo  wifely  has  be- 
gun. 
Shall  blefs  the  great  defign,  and  bid  it  fmoothly 

run. 
Come  on  young  James's  friends,  this  is  the  time, 

come  on ; 
Receive  juft  honours,  and  furround  the  throne. 
Boldly  your  loyal  principles  maintain, 
Hedges  now  rules  the  ftate,  and  Rooke  the  main. 
Grimes  is  at  hand  the  members  to  reward, 
And  troops  are  trailed  to  your  own  Gerhard. 
The  faithful  club  alTembles  at  the  Vine, 
And  French  intrigues  are  broach'd  o'er  Englifli 

wine. 
Freeiy  the  fenate  the  defign  proclaims, 
AfiVonting  William,  and  api  lauding  James. 
Good  ancient  members,  wi;h  a  folemn  face, 
propofe  that  fafety  give  to  order  place  ; 
And  what  they  dare  not  openly  dilTuade, 
Is  by  expedients  ineitedual  made. 
Ev'n  Finch  and  Mulgrave,  whom  the  court  carefs, 
Exalt  its  praifes,  but  its  power  deprefs; 
And,  that  impartial  juftice  may  be  feeu, 
Confirju  to  friends  v/l^at  they  refus'd  the  Queen, 
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Biftiop's  who  rnoft.  advanc'd  good  James's  caufc 
In  church  and  ftate,  now  reap  deferv'd  applaufe  : 
While  thofe  who  rather  made  the  Tower  their 

choice, 
Are  ftyl'd  unchriftian  by  the  nation's  voice. 
Avovv'dly  now  St.  David's  cauie  they  own, 
And  James's  votes  for  Simony  atone, 
Archbifhop  Kenn  fliall  from  Long-Leat  be  drawn, 
While  firm  Nonjurors  from  behind  ftand   crowd- 
ing for  the  lawn. 
And  thou,  great  Weymouth,  to  reward  thy  charge, 
Shalt  fail  to  Lambeth  in  his  grace's  barge. 

See  by  bafe  rebels  James  the  Jull  betray'd. 
See  his  three  realms  by  vile  ufurpers  fway'd; 
Then  fee  with  joy  his  lawful  heir  reftor'd, 
And  erring  nations  own  their  injur'd  lord. 

O  would  kind  heaven  fo  long  ray  life  maintain, 
nfpiriBg  raptures  worthy  fuch  a  reign  ! 


Not  Thracian  Saint  John  fliould  with  me  contend, 
Nor  my  fweet  lays  harmonious  Hammond's  mend; 
Not  though  young  D'Avenant,  Saint  John  fhould 

pr'otedl. 
Op  the  Ihrewd  DovSlor,  Hanimond's  lines  correiH:. 
Nay,  ftould  Tredenham  in  Saint  Mawes  compare 

his  fpngs  to  mine, 
Tredenham,  though  Saint  Mawes  were  judge,  his 

laurel  (hould  refign. 
Prepare,  aufpicious  youth,  thy  friends  to  meet; 
Sir  George  *  already  has  prepar'd  the  fleet. 
Should  rival  Neptune  (who  with  envious  mind 
In  times  of  danger  flill  th;s  chi&f  confin'd) 
Now  fend  the  gcwt,  the  hero  to  difgrace, 
Honeft  George  Churchill  may  fupply  his  place 

*  Rooke,. 


TffH 


POETICAL  WORKS 


07 


EDMUND     SMITH. 


Containlog  his 

PHiEDRA   AND    HIPPOilTUS,    A    TRAGEDY,  11  POEM    TO    THE    MEMORT   OF    PHILIPS, 

ODES,  11  EPISTLES, 
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Ev'n  I,  though  flow  to  touch  the  painful  firing, 
Awake  from  flumber,  and  attempt  to  fing. 

POEM    TO    THE    MEMORT    Qt    PHILIPS. 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  4ND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLO 


THE   LIFE   OF   SMITH. 


Edmund  Neale,  known  by  the  name  of  Smith,  was  the  only  fon  of  Mr.  Neale,  an  eminent 
merchant,  by  a  daughter  of  Baron  Lechmerc,  at  whofe  feat,  called  Hanley,  near  Tenbury,  ia 
Wcrcefterfliire,  he  was  born  in  the  year  i668. 

Some  misfortunes  of  his  father,  which  were  foon  after  followed  by  his  death,  occafioned  the 
fpn's  being  left  to  the  care  of  Mr.  Smith,  who  had  married  his  father's  filler. 

Mr.  Smith  treated  him  as  if  he  had  been  his  own  fon,  and  placed  him  at  Weftrainfter-fchool, 
under  the  care  of  Dr.  Bufby;  who  formed  fuch  high  expcdations  of  him,  as  to  detain  hira 
at  fchool  beyond  the  ufual  time,  as  his  cuftom  was,  with  young  men  of  the  moft  promiCng 
abilities. 

After  the  death  of  his  generous  guardian,  whofe  name,  in  gratitude,  he  thought  proper  to  af- 
fume,  he  was  eledted  to  Trinity  College,  Cambridge ;  but  being  invited,  at  the  fame  time,  to 
Chrift  Church  College,  Oxford,  he  preferred  a  fludcntftiip  in  that  fociety,  where  he  was  handfome- 
ly  maintained  by  his  aunt,  till  her  death. 

Some  time  before  his  leaving  Chrifl  Church,  he  was  fent  for,  by  his  mother,  to  Worccfler,  and 
acknowledged  by  her  as  a  legitimate  fon  ;    a  ciicumflance  whichihis  biographer,  Mr.  Oldifworth,  j 
mentions,   in  ©rder   "  to  wipe  off  the   afperfions  that  were  ignorantly  call  by  fome  upon  his 
birth." 

It  is  probable,  he  was  admitted  a  member  of  Chrift  Church  in  1688,  when  he  was  twenty  years 
eld  ;  for  his  name  is  fubfcribed  to  a  copy  of  Latin  verfes,  on  the  Birth  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  with 
the  addition  of  Commoner,  when  a  Frejhman  (according  to  the  univerfity  phrafc),  and  before  he  was 
appointed  to  a  fludentlhip. 

In  1689,  he  fignalized  his  abilities,  in  writing  fome  Latin  verfes  on  the  Inauguration  of  King 
William  and  ^een  Mary ;  and  again,  in  1690,  he  wrote  a  congratulatory  poem,  on  the  Jietum  of 
King  William  from  Ireland,  inferted  in  the  Oxford  CoUedions  of  that  time. 

In  1 69 1,  he  wrote  An  Ode  on  the  Leath  <f  Dr.  Edixiard  Fecuk,  the  learned  Orientalift,  which  is 
printed  in  the  fecond  volume  of  the  Lu.ujai  Anglkane,  and  is  by  far  the  befl  lyric  compofition  io 
that  colledlion. 

Thefe  performances  raifed  him  very  high  in  his  college  ;  but  the  indecency  and  licentioufnef*  of 
bis  behaviour  drew  upon  him,  24th  December  1694,  while  he  was  yet  a  bachelor,  a  public  admo- 
nition, entered  upon  record,  in  order  to  his  expulfion. 

He  proceeded,  however,  to  take  his  degree  of  Mailer  of  Arts,  8th  July  1696,  and  paffed  through 
the  exercifes  of  the  college  and  the  univerfity  with  unufual  applaufe. 

His  reputation  for  literature  advanced  with  his  years ;  for  he  continued  to  cultivate  his  mind, 
iKough  he  did  rot  corrtiSt  his  irregularities,  which,  at  length,  gave  fo  much  ofience,  that,  a4th 
April  17CC,  the  Dean  and  Chapter  declared  "  the  place  of  Mr.  Sn-.ith  void,  h«  having  been  con- 
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viifted  of  riotous  mifbehaviour  in  the  houfe  of  Ivlr.  Cole,  an  apothecary  ;  but  it  was  referred  ta 
the  Dean,  when,  and  upon  what  occafion  the  fer.tence  ftiould  be  put  in  execution." 

Some  time  afterwaidi,  he  alTumed  the  appearance  of  decency,  and  became  candidate  for  the  of- 
fice of  Cenfor  in  the!  College ;  but  it  was  not  thought  proper  to  truft;  the  fuperintcndence  of 
others  to  a  man  who  took  fo  little  care  of  himfeif ;  and  the  preference  was  given  to  Mr.  Foulkes, 
his  junior. 

After  the  lofs  of  his  cledlion,  he  was  obferved  to  be  lefs  attentive  to  decency ;  and  took  his  re- 
venge, wi:h  more  wit  than  prudence,  in  a  fevere  lampoon  againft  the  Dean,  Dr.  Aldrich,  whom 
he  confidered  as  the  opponent  of  his  claim. 

He  was  endured,  however,  by  the  unlverfity,  with  all  his  irregularities,  two  years  longer;  but, 
on  30th  December  170J,  at  .the  inftancc  of  all  the  canons,  the  fentence  declared  five  years  before 
Vsras  put  in  ftcecution,  with  the  tendcrnefs  due  to  a  genius  and  a  fcholar,  whom  they  were  unwil-. 
ling  to  lofe. 

He  now  repaired  to  London,  where  his  reputation  had  preceded  him,  and  where  he  was  careffed 
by  men  of  the  greateft  abilities  among  the  Whig  party,  to  which  he  was  zealoufly  attached,  and 
Supported  by  the  liberality  of  thofe,  v.'hatcver  v/ere  their  party,  who  delighted  in  his  converfation. 

The  vivacity  of  his  convivial  wit,  which  exceeded  the  ftrongefi:  prepoITeffions  that  had  been  con- 
ceived in  his  favour,  connedled  him  with  the  licentious  and 'diUblute,  among  whom  he  affeded  the 
gaiety  of  a  man  of  pleafare,  though  he  flill  retained  that  extreme  negligence  of  drefs,  whichj 
at  college,  procured  hrm  the  name  of  Captais  Hag. 

Such,  however,  was  the  natural  gracefuinefs  of  his  perfon,  that  even  this  Angularity  could  not 
render  it''  difagreeable  ;  infomuch,  that  the  fair  fes  ufed  at  once  to  commend  and  reprove  him,  by 
the  name  of  the  Han.ifime  Sloven. 

In  1 70S,  he  publifhed  an  elegiac  Posm  to  the  Memory  of  John  Philips,  hi*  friend  and  fellow-col-i 
legian,  which  is  juflly  efleemed  among  the  beft  in  our  laflguage.  It  appears  frtjm  an  invaluable 
fragment,  tranfcribed  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  from  the  Bodleian  Manufcripts,  that  he  intended  to  prefix 
"  A  Prefatory  Difcourfe  to  it,  with  a  Charadler  of  his  Writings."  It  is  faid,  that  a  guinea  was  ufu- 
ally  given  by  his  friends  for  a  fingle  copy  ;  and,  as  his  acquaintance  was  numerous,  it  was  a  very 
profitable  poem. 

In  1709,  his  Pbedra  and  Hippolitui,  a  Tragedy,  was  aded  at  the  theatre  in  the  Hay-market. 
No  play  was  ever  introduced  with  greater  advantages,  or  had  ever  excited  greater  expedtations. 
It  was  countenanced  by  perfons  of  the  higheft  rank,  and  the  moft  diftinguiflied  abilities  of  both 
parties.  It  was  honoured  with  a  prologue  by  Addifon,  and  an  epilogue  by  Prior.  It  was  exhibit- 
ed at  an  extraprdinary  expence,  and  inimitably  performed  by  Betterton,  Booth,  Barry  and  Old- 
field.  But  its  intrinfic  excellence  was  not  fufticient  for  its  fupport  en  the  ftage  ;  for  it  was  hardly 
heard  the  third  night.  Addifon,  in  the  Tatler,  mentions  this  ncgled  as  a  difgracc  to  the  nation,^ 
and  imputes  it  to  the  fondnefs  for  operas  then  prevailing. 

It  was  bought,  however,  by  Untot,  the  bookfeller,  at  an  advanced  price,  and  the  dedication  ac- 
cepted by  Halifax,  the  Whig  patron  of  literature,  who  had  prepared  to  reward  Smith  with  a  place 
of  three  hundred" pounds  a-year  ;  but,  cither  from  pride,  caprice,  or  indolence,  he  neglected  to  at- 
tend him,  and  miffed  his  reward,  by  not  going  to  folicit  it. 

About  this  time  there  was  a  dclign  of  employing  him  in  writing  the  Hijlory  of  the  Rcvolutitn, 
which  was  dropped,  on  account  of  certain  fcruples  which  perplexed  his  integrity,  in  charaderifing 
feme  of  the  principal  acflors  in  that  memorable  event. 

He  undertook,  alfo,  a  Tranjlation  of  PinJar,  of  which  his  friend  Mr.  Oldifworth  faw  about  ten 
iheets ;  and  engaged  in  feveral  other  literary  projeAs,  which  he  wanted  leifure  and  perfeverance  to 
execute. 

His  greateft  undertaking  was  Lenglnus,  of  which  he  finifhed  an  entire  tranflation  ;  which  he  in- 
tended to  accompany  with  notes  and  obfervations,  and  a  fyftcm  of  the  Art  of  Poetry,  under  the 
titles  of  Thought,  DiSIion,  and  Figure ;  with  iiluflrations  from  the  Greek,  Latin,  Englifl),  French,  Spx- 
niih  aad  Italian  poets. 
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He  refolved  to  try  again  the  fortune  of  the  ftage,  with  a  traged/,  on  the  ftory  of  Lady  yjne 
Gray;  and  h;iving  foimed  his  plan,  and  colleded  the  material-,  he  was,  in  June  17IO,  invited  by 
George  Ducket,  Ef<j.  to  his  houfe  at  Hartham  in  Wiltlhire,  that  he  might  p^rfue  his  work  with  lefs 
interruption. 

But  his  way  of  living  at  Hartham  did  not  much  forward  his  ftudies,  for  he  found  fuch  oppor- 
tunities of  indulging  his  inclination  to  intemperance,  that  he  became  plethoric,  and  then,  refolvinj 
to  eafe  himfelf  by  evacuation,  he  raflily  took  a  purge  of  lis  oAvn  prefcription,  fo  forcible,  that  it 
put  an  end  to  his  life  in  July  1 7 10,  in  the  42d  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  in  the  church  of 
Hartham  ;  and  had  the  following  epitaph  from  his  friend  Mr.  Adams  of  Chrift  Church ;  in  which 
his  charader  is  finely  drawn. 

M.S. 
Edmundi  Smith,  A.  M. 
Qui  in  Schola  Wejlmon.  educatus, 
Ingenii,  et  literatarae  fpiendore,  * 

Lepida  morum  comitate, 
^dem  Chrifti  Oxon.  cohoneftavit 

Poeta,  Orator,  Philofophus ; 

Cui  Grteca  et  Romana  laudis  semulo 

Difciplinas  fuas  Eudides,  et  SUtgyrita 

Tubani  Ddaro,  Flacctis  lyram, 

Euripides  Cothumam,  facundiani  Cicero, 

Cerratim  detuiere ; 

Ut  quod  paucis  unquam  contigit, 

Id  Egregio  huic  Juveni  palmaiium  loret, 

Tragsdiam  in  JiippoUio  fuo,  refcituorc, 

Auriacl  gloriam  Scriptis  angere 

Bodleio,  Focockio,  Philipfio,  famam  addere. 

Dum  auteni  judicio  pollens  Limato, 

De  Sublimi  decendi  genera 

Longinui  alter  opus  parat  arduura, 

Heu  I  fato  immaturo  extin(flus  eft  ; 

Viris  dodis  et  ingeniofis  femper  carus, 

Eo  nunc  carior,  quia  abreptus. 

Obiit  A.D.  MDCCX.  .Stat.  43. 

IBs  poems,  difperfed  up  and  down  in  the  mifcellanies,  with  his  Trajeiiy,  and  a  Latin  oration 
in  laudem  Thonite  Bodleii,  were  collc<5tcd  and  publifhed  by  his  friend  Mr.  Oldifworth,  in  1 719. 

His  Tragedy  is  preferved  in  this  colleftion,  as  it  is  rather  a  fine  poem,  than  an  excellent  play. 
The  adlion  is  mythological,  and  cannot  be  believed,  nor  beheld  with  intereft  or  anxiety.  The 
didtion  is  too  luxuriant  and  fplendid  for  dialogue,  and  envelopes  the  thoughts  rather  than  difplays 
them.  It  is  a  fcholar's  play,  fuch  as  may  pleafe  the  reader  rather  than  the  fpedator  ;  the  produc- 
tion of  a  vigorous  and  elegant  mind,  accuflomed  to  pleafe  itfelf  with  its  own  conceptions,  but  with 
little  knowledge  of  real  life. 

His  Poem  to  the  Memory  of  Philips  difplays  an  elegant  combination  of  fondnefs  and  admiration  ; 
of  dignity  and  foftnefs-;  with  the  exception  of  feme  paflages  which  are  too  ludicrous.  Hh  Latin 
Verfes  poflefs  fuch  uncommon  excellence,  that  they  may  juftly  rank  with  the  befl  productions  of 
that  kind  among  the  modern  writers.  His  Pocockius,  in  particular,  expreffes,  with  great  felicity, 
modern  and  familiar  images  in  claffical  di(Sion.  A  "  ludicrous  analyfis"  of  it,  written  by  himfelf, 
is  printed  in  the  "  Student,"  Vol.  I.  p.  383. 

All  his  pieces  are  clalTical  and  corredl,  and  dillinguiflied  by  beauty  of  ftyle  and  harmony  of  verfi- 
fication,  which  muft  enfure  them  a  favourable  reception,  and  induce  every  one  to  regret  that  he 
lived  to  finifh  fp  few  ProdudionSi 
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Mr.  Oldifworth  has  drawn  his  charadler  with  the  laudable  fondnefs  and  partiality  of  frlend- 
ihip 

"  He  had  a  quickncfiof  apprehenfion,  and  vivacity  of  underftanding,  which  eaCly  took  in  and 
furmounted  the  moft  knotty  parts  of  mathematics  and  metaphyfics.  His  wit  was  prompt  and 
flowing,  yet  folid  and  piercing,  his  tafte  delicate,  his  head  clear,  and  his  manner  of  exprefling  his 
thoughts  perfpicuous  and  engaging ;  an  leager,  but  generous  emulation  grew  up  in^im,  which 
pufhed  him  upon  ftriving  to  excel  in  every  art  and  fcicnce  that  could  make  him  a  credit  to  his 
college.  His  judgment,  naturally  good,  foon  ripened  into  an  exquifite  finenefs  and  diftjngui&ing 
fagacity ;  which,  as  it  was  a<5live  and  bufy,  fo  it  was  vigorous  and  manly,  keeping  even  pace  with 
a  rich  and  ftrong  imagination,  always  on  the  wing,  and  never  tired  with  afpiring.  Hence  it  was, 
that,  though  he  writ  as  young  as  Cowley,  he  had  no  puerilities.  There  are  many  of  his  firft  effays, 
in  oratory,  in  epigram,  elegy  and  epic,  handed  about  the  univerfity  in  manufcript,  which  (hew  a 
mafterly  hand." 

As  there  is  no  great  reafon  to  objedl  to  his  charafter  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  it  is  fubjoined  as 
a  teftimony  of  his  merit,  of  unqu#ftionable  authority. 

"  Smith  is  one  of  thofe  lucky  writers,  who  have,  without  much  labour,  attained  high  re- 
putation, and  who  are  mentioned  with  reverence,  rather  for  the  poffeflion,  than  the  exeition  of  un- 
common abilities. 

"  He  was  a  man  of  fuch  eftimation  among  his  companions,  that  the  cafual  ccnfures  or  praifes, 
which  he  dropped  in  converfation,  were  confider^d  like  thofe  of  Scaliger,  as  worthy  of  prefer- 
vation. 

"  He  had  great  readinefs  and  exadlnefs  of  criticifni,  and,  by  a  curfory  glance  over  a  new  compo- 
litlon,  could  exactly  tell  all  its  faults  and  beauties. 

•'  He  was  remarkable  for  the  power  of  reading  with  great  rapidity,  and  of  retaining  with  great 
fidelity  what  he  fo  eafily  coUeded. 

"  He  therefore  always  knew  what  the  prefent  queftion  required,  and  when  his  friends  exprefled 
their  wonder  at  his  acquifitions,  made  in  a  ftate  of  apparent  negligence  and  drunkennefs,  he  never 
difcovered  his  hours  of  reading  or  method  of  ftudy,  but  involved  himfelf  in  affeded  filence,  and 
fed  his  own  vanity  with  their  admiration  and  conje(5lures. 

"  One  pradtice  he  had,  which  was  eafily  obferved ;  if  any  thought  or  image  was  prefented  to 
his  mind,  that  he  could  ufe  or  improve,  he  did  not  fuffer  it  to  be  loft  ;  but  amidft  the  jollity  of  a 
tavern,  or  the  warmth  of  converfation,  very  diligently  committed  it  to  paper. 

"  In  his  courfe  of  reading  it  was  particular,  that  he  had  diligently  perufed,  and  accurately  re- 
aoembered,  the  old  romances,  of  knight  errantry. 

"  He  had  a  high  opinion  of  his  own  merit,  and  was  fomcthing  contemptuous  in  his  treatment 
of  thofe  whom  he  confidered  ai  not  qualified  to  oppofe  or  contradidl  him.  He  had  many  frailties ; 
yet  it  cannot  but  be  fuppofed  that  he  had  great  merit,  who  could  obtain  to  the  fame  play  a  pro- 
logue from  Addifon  and  an  epilogue  from  Prior ;  and  who  ccijld  have  at  once  the  patronage  of 
Jialifax  and  the  praife  of  Oldifworth." 


PHMDRA  AND  HIPPOLITUS, 


A    TRAGEDY. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

CHARLES  LORD  HALIFAX. 


My  Loed, 

jA.s  foon  as  it  was  made  known,  that  your  Lord- 
fliip  was  not  difpleafed  with  this  play,  my  friends 
began  to  value  themfclves  upon  the  intereft  they 
had  taken  in  its  fuccefs :  I  was  touched  with  a 
vanity  I  had  not  before  been  acquainted  with,  and 
began  to  dream  of  nothing  lefs  than  the  immor- 
tality of  my  work. 

And  I  had  fufficiently  fliewn  this  vanity  in  in- 
fcribing  this  play  to  your  Lordihip,  did  I  only 
confider  you  as  one  to  whom  fo  many  admirable 
pieces,  to  whom  the  praifes  of  Italy,  and  the  beft 
Latin  poem  Cnce  the  ^neid,  that  on  the  Peace  of 
Ryfwick,  are  confecrated.  But  it  had  been  into- 
lerable ptefumption  to  have  addrefled  it  to  you, 
my  Lord,  who  are  the  niceft  judge  of  poetry, 
,  were  you  not  alfo  the  greateft  cncourager  of  it ; 
to  you  who  excel  all  the  prefent  age  as  a  poet, 
did  you  not  furpafs  all  the  preceding  ones  as  a 
patron. 

For,  in  the  times  when  the  Mufes  were  mofl 
encouraged,  the  beft  writers  were  countenanced, 
but  never  advanced ;  they  were  admitted  to  the 
acquaintance  of  the  greateft  men,  but  that  was  all 
they  were  to  expedl.  The  bounty  of  the  patron 
is  no  where  to  be  read  of  but  in  the  works  of  the 
poets,  whereas  your  Lordlhip's  will  fill  thofe  of 
the  hiftorians. 

For  what  tranfaftions  can  they  write  of,  which 
have  not  been  managed  by  fome  who  were  re- 
commended by  your  Lordftiip  ?  'Tis  by  your 
Lordfliip's  means,  that  the  univerllties  have  been 
real  nurferies  for  the  ftate  ;  that  the  courts  abroad 
are  charmed  by  the  wit  and  learning,  as  well  as 


the  fagacity,  of  our  minlfters ;  that  Germany, 
Switzerland,  Mufcovy,  and  even  Turkey  itfclf, 
begins  to  relilh  the  politenefs  of  the  Englifti ;  that 
the  poets  at  home  adorn  that  court  which  they 
formerly  ufed  only  to  divert;  that  abroad  they 
travel,  in  a  manner  very  unlike  their  predcccffor 
Homer,  and  with  an  equipage  he  could  not  bc- 
ftow,  even  on  the  heroes  he  defigned  to  immor- 
talize. 

And  this,  my  Lord,  ftiews  your  knowledge  of 
men  as  well  as  writings,  and  your  judgment  na 
lefs  than  your  generofity.  You  have  diftinguifli- 
ed  between  thofe  who  by  their  inclinations  or  a- 
bilities  were  qualified  for  the  pleafure  only,  and 
thofe  that  were  fit  for  the  fervice  of  your  coun- 
try ;  you  made  the  one  eafy,  and  the  other  ufe- 
ful ;  you  have  left  the  one  no  occafion  to  wilh  for 
any  preferment,  and  you  have  obliged  the  public 
by  the  promotion  of  the  others. 

And  now,  my  Lord,  it  may  feem  odd,  that  I 
(hould  dwell  on  the  topic  of  your  bounty  only, 
when  1  might  enlarge  on  fo  many  others  ;  when 
I  ought  to  take  notice  of  that  illuftrious  family 
from  which  you  are  fprung,  and  yet  of  the  great 
merit  which  was  necefTary  to  fet  you  on  a  level 
with  it,  and  to  raife  you  to  that  houfe  of  Peers 
which  was  already  filled  with  your  relations. 
When  I  ought  to  confider  the  brightnefs  of  your 
wit  in  private  conifcrfation,  and  the  foliriity  of 
your  eloquence  in  public  debates;  when  I  ought 
to  admire  in  you  the  poHtenefs  of  a  courtier,  and 
the  fincerity  of  a  friend;  the  opennefs  of  beha- 
viour which  charms 'all  who  addrefs  themfclves  to 
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j-oii,  and  yVt  that  hidden  referve  which  is  neccf-  [  pires  to,  is,  that  your  Lordfhip  would  be  pleaie  J 


lary  for  thofe  great  affairs  in  which  you  are  con- 
cerned. 

To  pafs  over  all  thefe  great  qualities,  my  I>ord, 
and  infift  only  on  your  generoGty,  looks  as  if  1  fo- 
iicited  it  for  myfelf ;  but  to  that  I  quitted  all  man- 
ner of  claim,  when  I  took  notice  of  j-our  Lord- 
fliip's  great  judgment  in  the  chi)ice  of  thofe  you 
advance;   fo  that  all  st  prcfent  my  ambition  af- 


to  pardon    this  prefumption,    and  permit   me  to 
profcfs  myfelf,  with  the  moft  profound  refped. 

Your  Lordfhip's  moft  humble. 

And  moft  obedient  fcrvant, 

EDM.  SMITH. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONtE. 


M  E  N. 


Thefeus,  King  of  Crete,  -  -  . 
Hippolitus,  his  fon;  in  love  with  Ifmena, 
JLycon,  minifter  of  ftate,  .  -  - 
Cratander,  captain  of  the   guards, 


Mr.  Bcttcitor, 
Mr.  Booth, 
Mr.  Keen. 
Mr.  Corey. 


W  O  M  E  N. 


Phxdra,  Thefeus"s  Queen,  in  love  with  Hippolitus,  -         Mrs.  Barry. 

Ifmena,  a  captive  Princefs,  in  love  with  Hippolitus,  -         Mrs.  Oldfie+J. 

GUARDS,    ATTENDANTS. 


[See  the  Prologue  and  Epilogue  in  tie  Poems  of  AnniioN  and  Prior.] 


PHJEDRA  AND  HIPPOLITUS. 


A  C  T     I. 


C  E  N  E     I. 


Enter  CRATANDER  and  LTCON. 
LYCON. 

Tis  ftrange,  Cratander,  that  the  royal  Phsdra 
Should  ftill  continue  refolute  in  grief, 
And  obftinately  wretched: 
That  one  fo  gay,  fo  beautiful  and  young, 
Of  godlike  virtue  and  imperial  power, 
fjhould  fly  inviting  joys,  and  court  deftrufllon. 

CRATANDER. 

Is  there  not  caufe,  when  lately  joined  in  marriage, 
To  have  the  king  her  hufband  call'd  to  war? 
Then  for  three  tedious  moons  to  mourn  his  abfence, 
Hot  know  his  fate? 

LTCON. 

The  king  may  caiife  her  forfow, 
But  not  by  abfence.     Oft  I've  I'een  him  hang 
With  greedy  eyes,  and»languifh  o'er  her  beauties; 
She  from  his  wide,  deceiv'd^  defiring  arn\s 
Flew  taftelefs,  loathing  ;  whilfi;  dejected  Thefeus, 
With  mournful  loving  eyes  pu4u'd  lier  flight, 
And  dropt  a  filent  tear. 

CRATANDLR. 

Ha  !  this  is  hatred. 
This  is  averfion,  horror,  deteilatioa  :  [kind, 

Why  did  the  queen  who  might  have  cull'd  man- 
Why  did  flie  give  her  perfon  and  her  throne 
To  one  fhe  loath'd  ? 

LYCON. 

Perhaps  flie  thought  it  juli 
That  he  fliould  wear  the  crown  his  vulourfav'd. 

CRATANDER, 

Could  flie  not  glut  his  hopes  with  wealth  and 
Reward  his  valour,  yet  rejedi  his  love  ?     [honour, 
Wliy,  when  a  liappy  mother,  queen,  and  widow; 
Why  did  fhe  wed  old  Thefeus?   While  his  fon. 
The  brave  Hippolitu=,  with  equal  youth. 
And  equal  beauty,  might  have  riil'd  iier  arms. 
iycoN. 

Hippolims  (in  diftant  Scythia  born, 
The  warlike  Amazon,  Camilla's  fon"). 
Till  our  queen's  marriage,  was  unknown  to  Crete  : 
And  lure  the  queen  could  wiih  him  ftill  unknown, 


She  loaths,  deteft  him,  flies  his  hated  prefence, 
And  ftirinks  and  trembles  at  his  very  name. 

CRATANDER. 

Well  may  fhe  hate  the  Prince  fhe  needs  muft 
fear ; 
Me  may  difpute  the  crown  with  Phaedra's  fon. 
He's  brave,  he's  fiery,  youthful,  and  belov'd  ; 
His  courage  charms  the  men,  his  form  the  womeih; 
His  very  fports  are  war. 

LYCON. 

O  !  he'»  all  hero,  fcorns  th'  inglorious  eafe 
Of  lazy  Crete,  deligiits  to  fhine  in  arms. 
To  weild  the  fword,  and  launch  the  pointed  fpear  a 
To  tame  the  generous  horfe,  that  nobly  wild 
Neighs  on  the  hills,  and  dares  the  angry  lion  : 
To  join  the  ftruggling  coiirfers  to  his  chariot. 
To  make  their  {iubborn  necks  the  rein  obey, 
To  turn,  to  flop,  or  ftretch  along  the  plain. 
Nowtheqiiecn'slick,thcre'sdangerinhiscourage. — 
Be  ready  with  your  guards. — I  fear  Hippolitus. 

[  Exit  Crat. 
Fear  him  :  for  what?  poor  fdly  virtuous  wietcb, 
AffcAing  glory,  and  contemning  povyer; 
Warni  without  pride,  without  ambition  brave; 
A  fenfelefs  hero,  fit  to  be  a  tool 
To  thofe  whofe  godlike  fouls  are  turn'd  for  empire. 
An  open  honell  fool,  that  loves  and  hates. 
And  yet  more  fool  to  own  it.    He  hates  flatterers, 
He  hates  me  too  ;  weak  boy,  to  make  a  foe 
Where  he  might  have  a  flave.     I  hate  him  too, 
Ent  cringe,  and  flatter,  fawn,  adore,  yet  hate  him 
Let  the  queen  live  or  die,  the  prince  muft  fall. 

Enter  Ismena. 
What!  flill  attending  on  the  queen,  Ifmena? 
()  charming  virgin  !   O  exalted  virtue! 
Cm  ItlU  your  goodnefs,  conquer  all  your  wrongs  ? 
Are  you  not  riibb'd  of  your  Athenian  crown  ? 
Was  not  your  royal  father  PaP.as  ilain,  [feus.' 

And  all  his  wretched  race,  by  conquering  The- 
And  do  you  ilili  watch  o'er  his  confort  Phxdra?  . 
And  ftill  repay  fuck  cruelty  with  love  '. 

ISMENA. 

I.ct  them  be  craei  that  delight  in  mifchicf, 
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I'm  of  a  f.>fter  mould,  poor  Phsedra's  furrows 
Pierce  through  my  yielding  heart,  and  wound  my 
I'oul, 

LYCON. 

Now   thrice   the  rifing   fun   has   cheer'd    the 

world,  [nient  ; 

Since  (he  renew'd  her  flrength  with  due  refrefh- 

Thrice   has  the  night  brought  eafc  to  man,  to 

beaft. 
Since  wretch'd  Phxdra  clos'd  her  dreaming  eyes  : 
She  flies  all  reft,  all  necefl'ary  food, 
Refolv'd  to  die,  nor  capable  to  live. 

ISMENA. 

But  now  her  grief  has  wrought  her  into  frenzy  ; 
The  images  her  troubled  fancy  forms 
Are  incoherent,  wild  ;  her  words  disiointed: 
Sometimes  (he  raves  for  mufic,  light,  and  air; 
Nnr  air,  nor  li^^hr,  nor  mufic,  calm  her  pains  ; 
Then  with  extatic  ftrength  (he  fprings  aloft. 
And  moves  and  bounds  with  vigour  not  her  own. 

LVCON. 

Then  life  is  on  the  wing,  then  mod  flic  finks 
When  moft  (he  feems  reviv'd.  Like  boiling  water. 
That  foams  and  hiffes  o'er  the  crackling  wood. 
And  bubbles  to  the  brim  ;  ev'n  then  moft  waft- 
When  moft  it  fwells.  [ing, 

ISMENA. 

■*  My  lord,  now  try  your  art ; 

Her  wild  diforder  may  d  fclofe  the  fecret 
Hor  cooler  fenfe  conceal'd  ;  the  Pythian  goJdefs 
Is  dumb  and  fullen,  till  with  fury  hll'd 
She  fpreads,  (he  riles,  growing  to  the  fight. 
She  ftares,  fhe  foams,  (he  raves;  the  awful  fecrets 
Burft  from  her  trembling  lips,  and  eal'e  the  tor- 

tur'd  maid. 
But  Phsdra  comes,  ye  gods!  how  pale,  how  weak! 

Entsr  Phjedra  anl  .Attendants. 

PniEDRA. 

Stay,  virgins,  ftay,  I'll  reft  my  weary  fteps; 
My  ftrength  forfakes  me,  and  my  dazzled  eyes 
Ake  with  the  flalhing  light,  my  looien'd  knees 
Sink  under  their  dull  weigh: ;  I'upport  me,  Lycon. 
Alas !  I  faint. 

LYCON. 

Afford  htr  eafe,  kind  Heaven  ! 

PII-tDKA. 

Why  bbze   thefe  jewels  round  my   wretched 
head  '. 
Why  all  this  lahour'd  elegance  of  drefs ! 
Why  (low  thefe  wanton  curls  in  artful  rings  I 
Take,  fnatch  them  hence!  alas  I   you  all  conipirc 
To  heap  new  forrows  on  my  tortur'd  foul  : 
All,  all  confpire  to  make  your  queen  unhappy  ! 

TSMENA. 

This  you  requir'd,  and  to  the  pleafing  tafk 
Call'd  your  officious  maids,  and  urg'd  their  ait ; 
You  bid  them  lead  you  from  yon  hideous   dark- 

ncfs 
To  the  glad  cheering  day,  yet  now  avoid  it, 
And  hate  the  light  you  f(,ught 
ph.t.dra. 
Oh  !   my  I.ycon  I 
Oh!  hr,w  I  loig  to  by  my  weary  hc^d 
On  tender,  fl  ).\ciy  beds,  and  (pinging  gr^fs, 


To  ftre'.ch  my  limbs  beneath  the  fpreading  (Hada: 
Of  venerable  oaks,  '.o  flake  my  thirft 
With  the  cool  nedtar  of  refrelhing  fprings, 

LYCON. 

I'll  fo')th  her  frenzy  ;  come,  Phxdra,  let's away^ 
I-et's  to  the  woods,  and  lawns,  and  limpid  (Ireamsi 

PHXDRA. 

Come,  let's  away,  and  thou,  moft  bright  Diana, 
Goddefs  of  woods,  immortal,  chafte  Diana  ! 
Goddefs  prefiding  o'er  the  rapid  race. 
Place  mc,  O  place  me  in  the  dufty  ring 
Where  yourhful  charioteers  contend  for  glory  ! 
See  how  they  mount  and  (hake  the  flowing  reins  I 
See  from  the  goal  the  fiery  courfers  bound, 
Now  they  ftrain  panting  up  the  fteepy  hill. 
Now  fweep  along  its  top,  now  neigh  along  the 

vale! 
How  the  car  rattle* !  how  its  kindling  wheels 
Smoke  in  the  whirl  '  The  circling  fand  afcends, 
And  in  the  noble  duft  'he  chariot's  loft  1 

LYCON. 

What,  madam ! 

PHHDRA. 

Ah,  my  Lycon  I  ah,  what  faid  l! 
Where  was  T  hurry'd  by  my  roving  fancy  '. 
My  lanjjjuid  eyes  are  wet  with  fudden  tears, 
And  on  my  face  unbidden  blulhes  glow. 

LTCON. 

Blufli  then,  but   blufli  for  your  deftruSive  fi- 

lence,  [death; 

That  teirs  your  foul,  and  weighs  you  down  to 

Oh  !  (liould  you  die  'ye  powers  forbid  her  death!) 

Who  then  would  (hieid  from  wrongs  your  helplefs 

orphan  ! 
0 1  he  might  wander,  Phsedra's  fon  might  wander, 
A  naked  luppliant  through  the  world  for  aid ! 
rheji  he  may  cry,  invoke  his  mother's  name  : 
He  may  be  doom'd  to  chains,  to  fhame,  to  death. 
While  proud  Hippolitus  (hall  mount  his  throne. 

PHJEDRA. 

O  Heavens ! 

LYCON. 

Ha !  Phsdra,  are  you  touch'd  at  this  '. 

PnjEDRA. 

Unhappy  wretch '    what  name  was  that  you 
fpoke  ? 

LYCON. 

And  does  his  name  provoke  your  juft  refent- 
Thcn  let  it  raife  your;fear,  a^  well  as  rage,  [ments  1 
Think   how    you    vvrong'd   him,    to    his    lather 
wrong'd  him  !  [exile 

Think  how  you  drove  him   hence,  a  wandering 
To  diftant  clinics !  then  think  what  certain  ven- 
geance 
His  rage  may  wreak  on  your  unhaj-py  orphan  ! 
For  hi<;  fake  tiien  renew  your  droopmg  fpirits, 
Feed^  with  new  oil,  the  wafting  lamp  of  ijfe. 
That  wink-  and  tre  nbles,  now,  juft  now  expiring 
Make  hafte,  prcferve  your  life  ! 

PHAIDRA. 

Alas !  too  long. 
Too  long  have  I  r'cfeiv'd  a  guilty  Ufe. 

LVCON 

Guilty  I  what  guilt !  nas  blocd,  has  horrid  mur- 
Imbruid  your  binds!  [dcr- 
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PHiEDSA. 

Alas  !  my  hands  are  guiitlefs  : 
But  oh  !   my  heari's  defil'd  ! 
I've  (aid  too  much,  forbear  the  reft,  my  Lycon, 
And  let  me  die  to  fave  the  black  conleffion. 

LYCON. 

Die,  then,  but  not' alone  !  old  faithful  Lycon 
Shall  be  a  vidim  to  your  cruel  lilence. 
Will  you  not  tell  ?  Oh  lovely,  wretched  queen  ! 
By  all  the  cares  of  your  firft  infant  years,       [you. 
By  all  the  love,  and  faith,  and   zeal,   I've  fiievv'd 
Tell  me  your  griefs,  unfold  your  hidden  forrows. 
And  teach  your  Lycon  how  to  bring  you  comfort. 

PHJEDRA. 

"What  fnall  1  fay,  malicious,  cruel  powers  1 

0  where  fliall  1  begin  '   O  cruel  Venus ! 
How  fatal  love  has  been  to  all  our  race  '. 

I.YC0N. 

Forget  it,  madam  ;  let  it  die  in  filence. 

PHiEDRA. 

O  Ariadne  !  O  unhappy  fifcer ! 

LYCON. • 

Ceafe  to  record  your  fifter's  "^iVf  and  fliame. 

FHjEDRA.      • 

And  fince  the  cruel  God  of  y'ove  r'^juires  it, 

1  fall  the  laft,  and  moll  undonii  of  all. 

LYCON. 

Do  you  then  love  ? 

PHJEDRA. 

Alas  !  I  groan  beneath 
The  pain,  the  guilt,  the  fhame  of  impious  love. 

LYCON. 

Forbid  it.  Heaven  ! 

PH.TDRA. 

Do  not  upbraid  me,  Lycon  1 
I  love  ! — Alas  I   I  fliuddtr  at  the  name,       [tongue 
My    blood    runs   backward,    and    my    faultermg 
Sticks  at  the  found  ! — I  love  ! — O  righteous  Hea- 
ven I 
Why  was  I  born  with  fuch  a  felife  of  virtue, 
So  great  abhorrence  of  the  fmallcfl  crime, 
And  yet  a  Have  to  fuch  impetuous  guilt  ! 
Rain  on   me  gods,  your  plagues,    your  fharpefl 

tortures, 
AfHiiSl  my  foul  with  any  thing  but  gu>It — 
And  yet  that  guilt  is  mine  !~ril  think  no  more. 
I'll  to  the  woods  among  the  happier  brutes  : 
Come,  let's  away  '   hark  the  flu-ill  horn  refounds. 
The  jolly  huntfmen's  cries  rend  the  wide  Hea- 
vens ! 
Come,  o'er  the  hills  purfue  the  bounding  Stag, 
Come,  chace  the  Lion  and  the  foaming  Boar, 
Come,  roufe  up  all  the  monfters  of  the  wood, 
For  there,  ev'n  there,  Hippolitus  will  guard  me  ! 

LYCON. 

Hippolitus ! 

PH.T,DRA. 

who's  he  that  names  Hippolitus  ! 
Ah  I  I'm  betray 'd,  and  all  my  guik  difcover'dl 
tJh!    give   me  poifon,  fwoid= — I'll  tiot  live,  not 
I'll  (lop  my  breath  !  [bear  it ; 

iSMENA. 

I'm  loft,  but  what's  that  lofs  ! 
Hippolitus  is  loft,  or  loft  to  me  : 
Yet  ftiould  her  charms  prevail  upon  his  foul, 
Vol.  VI. 


Should  he  be  falfe,  I  would  not  wifn  him  ill, 
With  my  laft  parting  breath  I'd  blcfs  my  lord  ; 
T'nen  in  fo;ne  lonely  defert  place  exuire,         [him. 
Whence    my   unhappy  death  Ihould   never   reach 
Left  it  ihould  wound  his  peace,  or  damp  his  joys. 

LYCON. 

Think  ftiU  the  fecret  in  your  royal  breaft, 
For  by  the  awful  o-.ajefty  of  Jove, 
By  the  All-feeing  Sun,  lay  righteous  Minos, 
By  all  your  kindred  gods,  we  fwear,  O  Phjedra, 
Safe  as  our  lives,  v/e'il  keep  the  fatal  fecret. 

ISMKNA,  &c. 

We  fwear,  all  fwear,  to  keep  it  ever."  ecret. 

PHJEDRA. 

Keep  it  1   from  whom  .?  why,  'tis  already  known. 
The  tale,  the  whifper  of  the  babbling  vulgar  1 
Oh  !  can  you  keep  it  from  yourfelves,  unknow  it  ? 
Or  do  you  think  I'm  fo  far  gone  in  guilt. 
That  I  c:in  fee,  can  bear  the  looks,  the  eyes. 
Of  one  who  knows  my  black  detefted  crimes. 
Of  one  who  knows  that  Phsedra  loves  her  fon  ? 

LYCON. 

Unhappy  queen  !   auguft,  unhappy  race  1 
Oh  !   why  did  Thefeus  touch  this  fatal  fliore  ? 
VVhy  did  he  fave  us  from  Nicander's  arms, 
To  bring  vvorfe  ruin  on  us  by  his  love  ? 
PH;F.DaA. 

His  Inve  indeed  !  for  that  unhappy  hour, 
In  which  the  priefts  join'd  Thefeus'  hand  to  mine, 
Shew'd  the  young  Scythian  to  my  dazzled  eyes. 
Gods !  hovv  I  (hook  !   what  boiling  heat  inflani'd 
My  panting  breaft  !  how  from  the  touch  of   Fhe- 

fcus 
My  flack  hand  dropt,  and  all  the  idle  pomp, 
Priefts,  altar-,  viiftims,  ("warn  before  my  fight ! 
The  God  of  Love,  cv'n  the  whole  God,  poffefl 
me  ! 

LYCON. 

At  once,  at  firft  pofTeft  you  ? 

PHiEDRA. 

Yes,  at  firft'. 
That  fatal  evaning  wc  purfued  the  chace, 
When  from  behind  the  wood,  with  ruftii'g  foiiftd, 
A  monftrous  boar  rufh'd  forth  ;  his  baleful  eyes 
.Shot  glaring  fire,  and  his  ftiff-pointed  briftles 
Rofe  high  upon  his  back  :  at  me  he  made. 
Whetting  his  tuiks,  and  churning  hideous  foam; 
Then,  then  Hippolitus  flew  in  to  aid  me  ; 
CoUeding  all  himfelf,  and  riling  to  the  blosv. 
He  launch'd  the   whiftling   fpear,  the   well-alm'd 

javelin 
Pierc'd  his  toug'n  hide,  and  qnlver'd  in  his  heart; 
Tlie  nionfter  fell,  and  gnafhing  with  huge  tulks 
Plow'd  up  the    crimfon   earth.     But    then    Hip- 
politus. 
Gods  '■  how  he  mov'd,  and  look'd,  when  he  ap- 

proach'd  me  ! 
When  hot  and  paniing  from  the  favage  conqueft, 
Dreadful  as  Mars,  and  a,s  his  Venus  lovely, 
His  kindling  cheeks  with  purple  beauties  glow'd. 
His  lovely,  fparklingeyes  ftiut  marti.il  fires  : 
Oh  godlike  form  !  oh  estafy  and   tranfport ! 
My  breath  grew  iliort,  my  besting  heart   fprung 
upward, 

Pp 
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Ani!  leap'd  and  bounded  in  my  heaving  bofoin. 
Alas  !   I'm  p'.cas'd,  the  horrid  flory  charms  mi;. — 
2^0   more.  —  That    night    with   fear    and   love  I 

fceken'd. 
Oft  I  rec:clv'd  his  fatal  charming  vifits;         i 
Then  would  he  talk  with  lucii  an  heavenly  grace, 
l^ook  with  fucli  dear  conipjlhoii  on  my  pains, 
That  1  could  wifli  to  be  fo  lick  for  ever. 
My  tars,  my  grceriy  eyes,  my  tliirfty  foul, 
Drank  gorging  in  the  dear  Jclicioui  poifoi), 
'J'ill  I  was  loft,  quite  loft  in  impious  love  : 
And  ihall  I  drag  an  execrable  life  : 
And    lliall    I    hoard  up  guilt,  and  treafure  ven- 
geance.'' 

LYCON. 

No;  labcur,  flrivc,  fubdue  tliat  guilt,  and  live. 

PJIJF.DRA. 

Did  I  not  labour,  ftrive,  all-fteing  powers ! 
Did  i  not  v.'Cfp  and  pray,  implore  your  aid  .' 
Burnt  clouds  oi  incenfe  on  your  hiaded  altars  ? 
Oil  1    I  call'd  Heaven  and  earth  to  my  aflillance, 
All  the  ambitiou=  thirll  of  fame  and  empire. 
And  all  the  h:  ncfi  pride  of  coiifcious  virtue  : 
1  ftrugglcd,  rav'd;  the  nev.-born  palFion  reign'd 
AimighLy  in  Lis  birih. 

J.YCOX. 

Did  jiM  e'er  try 
To  gain  his  love  ? 

PiI.^DRA. 

Avert  fuch  crimes,  ye  powers  ! 
No,  to  avoid  his  love,  I  fought   his  hatred  ; 
1  wrong'd  him,  fliunn'd  him,  banifh'd  him  from 

Crete, 
1  fent  him,  drove  him,  from  my  longing  fight  : 
l!i  vain  I  drove  him  ;  for  his  tyrant  form 
Reign'd  in  my  heart,  and  dwelt  befure  my  eyes. 
If  to  the  gods  I  pray'd,  the  very  vows 
1  made  to  Heav'n,  vveri:,  by  ir.y  erring  tongue, 
Si)oke  to  Hippolitiis.     If  I  try'd  to  fleep, 
Straight  to  my  drowfy  cyci  my  relllcfs  fancy 
Urought  back  his  fatal  form,  and  turil  my  flum- 

ber. 

I,VCO>7.  ■ 

Firfl  let  me  try  to  melt  him  into  love. 

pn^iioKA. 
No;  did  his  haplcfs  paiilon  equal  mine, 
I  would  refufc  the  blifs  1  moft,  dcfir'd, 
Confult  my  fame,  and  f:icrifice  my  life. 
Yes,  I  would  die,  Heaven  knows,  this  very  mo- 
ment, 
Rather  than  wrong  my  lord,  my  hufbaad  I'hefeuJ. 

I.YCON. 

Perhaps  that  lord,  that  hulband,  is  no  more ; 
He  went  from  Crete  in  hade,  his  army  tliin, 
1  o  meet  the  numerous  troojis  uf  fierce    Molof- 

fians  ; 
Yet  though  he  lives,  while  ebbing  life  decays, 
1  hink  on  your  Ion. 

ni.i'np.  A. 

Alas  !  that  fliocks  me, 
O  let  me  fee  my  young  one,  let  me  fnaich 
A  hafty  farewell,  a  laft  dying  kit's  1 
Yet,  flay,  his  fight  will  melt  my  jiift  rcfolves; 
Diu  oh  !  I  beg  w.i',h  my  laft  fjllying  breath  ; 
Lhcr  l!^  my  babe. 


£nUr  MESSEXCEK. 

MESSENGER.  V 

Madam,  1  grieve  to  tell  you' 
What   you    mufl    know — Your   ruyal   hufbasid's  « 
dead. 

PH-EDRA.  '    . 

Dead  '.  ch  ye  powers ! 

LYCON. 

O  fortunate  event ! 
Then  eartlvborn  Lycon  may  aftend  the  throne, 
Leave  to  his  happy  fon  the  crown  of  Jove, 
And  he  ador'd  like  him.  [Jj'ii/e.]    Mourn,  mourn, 

ye  Cretan?, 
Since  he  is  dead,  whofe  valour  fav'd  your  ifle, 
Whofe  prudent  care  with  flowing  plenty  crovvn'd 
Kis  peaceful  fubjcdls  ;  as  your  towering  Ida 
With  I'preading  oaks,  and  v/ith  defcendir.g  ftreams, 
Shades  and  enriches  all  the  plainsbelow. 
Say,  how  he  dy'd. 

MESSFNGER. 

He  dy'd  as  Thefeus  ought, 
In  battle  dy'd;  Philota«,  now  a  prilVncr, 
That,  rulLing  on,  fought  next  his  r  ,ral  perfon. 
That    faw   his   thundering   arm    beat   fquadrons 
Saw  the  great  rival  of  Akides  fall  :  [div.  n, 

Thefe  eyes  beheld  his  well-known  flee d,  beheld 
A  proud  barbarian  glittering  ia  his  a:ms, 
Encumber'd  with  the  fpoil. 

I'H.EDRA. 

Is  he  then  dead  ! 
Is  my  mucl)-injurM  lord,  my  Thefeus,  dead  ! 
And  don't  I  filed  one  tear  upon  hi»  urn  ! 
What,  rot  a  figh,  a  groan,  a  foft  complaint  ! 
Ah  !  thefe  are  tributes  due  from  pinus  brides, 
From  a  chafle  matron,  and  a  virtuous  wife  ; 
But  lavage  Love,  the  tyrant  of  my  heart. 
Claims  all  my  forrows,  and  ufurps  my  grief. 

I.YCON. 

Difmifs  that  grief,  and  give  a  loofe  to  joy  : 
He's  dead,  the  bar  of  all  your  blefs  is  dead  ; 
Live  then,  my  queen,  forget   the    wrinkled  Thc- 
/ind  take  the  youthfid  hero  to  your  arms.     [feus. 
rn.TiDRA. 

I  dare  not  now  admit  of  fuch  a  tJ\onght, 
And  blcfs'd  be  Heav'n,  that  ilccl'd  my   flubborn 

heart. 
That  made  me  fliun  the  bridal  bed  of  Thcfcus, 
A.nd  give  him  empire,  but  refuJe  him  luve. 

LI  CON. 

Then  may  his  h.nppier  Ibn  he  blefs'd  with  both; 

Tlien  rouzc  your  foul, and  muiltr  all  your  charms, 
Sooth  his  ambitious  mind  with  third  of  empire, 
^\.nd  ail  his  tender  thoughts  with  foft  allurements. 

PH.TiDR.V. 

But  fliould  the  youth  refufe  my  proffer'd  love  '. 

0  fliould  he  throw  me  from  his  loathing  arms  1 

1  fiar  the  trial ;  for  I  know  Hippolitus 
Fierce  in  tlie  right,  and  obflinately  good  : 
Wlien  round  helVt,  his  virtue,  like  a  flood, 
Breaks  with  refill  Ids  force  th'  oppofing  dani«, 
And  bears  tlic  mounds  along;  they're  Jiurricd  on. 
And  Iwell  tlic  torrent  they  were  rais'd  to  (lop. 

I  dare  mit  y::t  rcfolve  ;  I'll  try  to  live, 
And  to  the  awful  gods  I'll  leave  the  reft. 
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LYCOV. 

MiJitn,  your  figiicc,  tliuc  your  fiave  may  order 
What's  laijii  couvcnient  for  your  royai  ftrvice. 

PHiEORA. 

Take  it,  and  with  it  take  the  fate  of  Ph.xdra  : 
And  thou,  O  Venus,  aid  a  fuppUant  queen, 
That  owns  thy  triumph=,  anil  ado'cs  thy  power : 
O  fpare  thy  captives,  and  fubduc  thy  foc$. 
On  this  cold  Scythian  let  rhy  j)o\ver  he  known. 
And  in  a  lover's  caufe  affcrt  thy  own ; 
Then  Crete,  as  Paphos,  Ihall  adore  thy  fnrine  ; 
This  nurfe  nf  Jove,    with  g.ateful  tires  &all 

fiiine, 
And  with  thy.  father's  flames  fiiall  worfliip  tliine. 

[£.v.':'  Phasdra,  &c. 
LTCON  Joins. 
If  (he  propofes  love,  why  then  as  fufely 

His  haua;hty  Ihid  refufe<!  it  with  fcorn. - 

Say  I  confine  him  ! If  (lie  dies  he's  fafe ; 

And  if  fhe  lives,  I'll  work  her  rau^ing  mind. 

A  woman  fcorn'd,  with  eafe  I'll  work  to  ven- 

pjeancc  : 
With  humble,  "fawniiiir,  wife,  obfeqnioiis  arts, 
ni  rule  the  whirl  and  rranfport  of  her  foul ; 
I'hen,  what  her  reafon  hates,  her  rage  may  a<51;. 
^V'hcn  harks  glide  flowly  through  the  lazy  main, 
The  batiled  pilots  turn  the  helms  in  vain ; 
When  driven  by  winds,  they  cut  the   foamy 

way. 
The  rudders  govern,  and  the  ihios  obey. 


ACT     1!. 

'Iter  PI'.^EDRA,    LYCON, 


£,■ 


and  isMErtA. 


Enter  messenger. 


MESSENGER. 

Madam,  the  Prince  Hippolitus  attends. 

PII/EDRA. 

Admit    him  :    Where,    where  t'hsdra'r    r,ow 
thy  foul  ? 
What — Sh-li  I  fpeak?  And  (hall  my  giiiir/  congae 
Let  this  infultliig  victor  know  his  pov/tr  ? 
Or  (hall  I  ftili  confine  witiiin  my  breail; 
My  redlefs  paflions  and  devouring  fl.irnts  ? 
BiK  fee  he  comes,  the  lovely  tyrant  comes.  — — 
He  ruflies  on  me  like  a  blaze  of  lijcht, 
1  cannot  bear  the  tranfport  of  his  prcfence. 
But  link  opprcfs'd  with  woe.  \Siuo^jr.!. 

Enter  hippohtus. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Immortal  gods ! 
What  have  I  done  to  raife   fuch  ftrange  abhor- 
rence ! 
What  have  I  done  to  ihake  her  flirinking  nature 
With  my  approach,  and  kill  her  with  iny  fight  ? 

LYCON. 

Alas  !  another  jjrief  devours  her  foul. 
And  onlv  your  aiTiiLancv;  can  relieve  her. 


HIPPOLITUS. 

Hal  make  it  known,  that  I  may  fly  and  aid  her. 

LYCONf. 

But  promife  firft,  my  lord,  to  keep  it  fccret. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Promife  !   I  fwear,  ou  this  good  fword  I  fwcar. 
This  fword,  which  firtt  gain'd  youthful  Thefeua 

honour ; 
Which  oft  has  punifh'd  perjury  and  fa!fehood 
By  thundering  Jove,  by  Grecian  Hercules, 
liy  the  majeilic  form  of  godlike  heroes. 
That  {iiine  around,  and  confecrate  the  ftee! ; 
No  rackf,  no  fliame,  (hall  ever  force  it  from  me. 

PH/EDRA. 

Hippolitus  1 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Yes,  'tis  that  wretch  who  begs  you  to  difmifs 
This  hated  objetfl  from  your  eyes  for  ever; 
Begs  leave  to  march  againfl;  the  foes  of  Thefeus, 
And  to  revenge  or  Ihare  his  father's  fats. 

PHy"EDRA- 

Oh,  Hippolitus ! 
I  own  I've  wroDg'd  you,  molt  uiijuftly  wrong'd 
you,  [father; 

Drove  y;)U  from  court,  from  Crete,  and  fro.ni  your 
The  court,  ail  Crete,  deplor'd  their  fuffering  hero. 
And  (  (che  fad  occafion)  moFc  of  all. 
Yet  could  you  know  relenti.og  Phxdra's  foul, 

0  could  you  think  with  what  reluctant  grief 

1  wrong'd  the  hero  whom  I  wifli'J  to  clierlfh  ! 
Oh  !   you'd  cont'cfs  rne  wretched,  nor  unkind. 
And  own  rhcfe  ilN  did  nijfl  deiervs  your  pity, 
V.'iuch  niod  ^rociir'd  your  hate. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

My  hate  to  Fhsdra  ? 
Ha  !  could  I  hate  the  royal  fpoufe  of  Thefeu-, 
My  queen,  my  mother  ? 

PH/EDRA. 

Why  your  queen,  and  mother  ? 
More  humble  titles  fuit  my  lofl  condition. 
Alas  !  the  iron  hand  of  death  is  on  me, 
And  I  have  only  time  t'  implore  your  pardon. 
Ah  I   would  my  lord  forget  injurious  Ph.tdra, 
And  with  conipaffion  view  her  helplefs  orphan  ! 
Would  he  receive  him  to  his  dear  protedlion, 
D>:fend  his  youth  from  all  encroaching  foes ! 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Oil,  I'll  defend  him!  with  my  life  defend  him  • 
Heavens   dart   your  judgments   on  this  faithlcfa 

head, 
If  I  don't  pay  him  all  a  Cave's  obedien.ce, 
And  all  a  father's  love. 

PiJ.^DRA. 

A  father's  love  ! 
Oh  d'-.uhtfnl  founds!  oh  vain  deceitful  hopes  I 
M;'  grief  's  much  eas'd  by  this  tranfccnding  good- 
And  Thefeiis'  deathfiis  lighter  on  my  foul :    [nefs 
Death.'    He's  n  t    deadl    he   lives,  he    breathes^ 

he  fpeaks, 
Pie  lives  in  you,  he's  prefcnt  to  my  eyes, 
1  fee  him,  fpeak  to  him.. — My  heart !  I  rave. 
And  all  my  folly's  known. 

HIPFOLtTUS. 

oh  !  glorious  folly  ! 
See,  Thefeup,  fee,  Iw\V  much  your  Phsedra  lov'd 
you. 
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Love  him,  indeed  !  dote,  lanfjuifti,  die  for  him, 
Forfake  my  fooil,  my  flecp,  all  joys  f  r  fhofcus, 
(But  not  that  hoary,  venerable  Thtfcus) 
But  Thtfcus,  as  he  was,  when  n^antling  blood 
Glow'd  in  hi^  loveiy  cheeks  ;  when  his  bright  eyes 
Sparkled  vith  youthful  fires  ;   when  every  grace 
Shone  in  the  father,  which  now  crowns  the  fon  ; 
When  Thefeus  was  Hippolitus. 

EIVPOHTUS. 

Ha  1   Amazement  ftrikes  me  '. 
Where  will  this  end  ? 

LYCON. 

Is't  difficult  to  guefs  ? 
Does  not  her  flying  palenefs  that  but  now 
Sat  cold  and  Lngul  •  in  her  fading  cheek, 
(Where  now  li.cceeds  a  momet.tary  luftre,") 
Does  not  her  bectliig  heart,  jier  trembling  limbs, 
HcT  wifhing  looks,  her  fpeech,  her  prefent  filence, 
All,  all  proclaim  imperial  Phasdra  loves  you. 

UIFVOLITUS. 

What  do  J  hear  ?   What,  d<iesno  lightning  flafh, 
No  thunder  bellow,  when  fuch  monftrous  crimes 
Are  own'd,  avow'd,  confeft.  f  All-feeing  fun  '. 
Hide,  hide  in  ftiamcral  night  thy  beamy  head, 
And  ceafe  to  view  the  horror?  of  thy  race. 
Alas:    I  fhare  th'  anwzing  guilt ;  thefe  eyes, 
That  firft  ir.fpir'd  the  black  iucelluou-  flame, 
Thefe  ears,  that  heaid  the  tale  cf  impi  us  love. 
Are  all  accurs'd,  and  all  deferve  your  thunder. 

VHXDRA. 

Alas  I   my  lord,  believe  nie  not  fo  vile. 
No  :    by  thy  goddcfs,  by  the  cliarte  Diana, 
None  but  my  firfl,  my  much-lnv'd  Lord  Arfamne?, 
Was  e'er  receiv'd  in  thefe  unhai  iiy  arms. 
No  :  for  the  love  of  thee,  of  thofe  dear  charms, 
Which  nov/  I  iee  are  doom'd  to  be  my  ruin, 
1  dill  deny'd  my  lord,  my  hufband  Thefeus, 
The  chafte  and  niodeft  joys  of  fpotlcfs  marriage  ; 
That  drove  him  hencu  to  war,  to  ftormy  feas. 
To  rocks  and  waves  lefs  cruel  than  his  Plixdra. 

HIPI'OLITUS. 

If  that  drove  Thefeus  hence,  then   that  kill'd 
Thdcus, 
And  cruel  Phaidra  kill'd  her  hufband  Thefeus. 

Forbear,  rafli   youth,   nor    dare  to   rouze   my 
vengeance  ; 
You  need  not  urge,  nor  tempt  my  fwelling  rage 
With  black  reproaches,  fcorn,  and  provocation, 
•"^I'o  do  a  deed  my  reafnn  would  abhor. 
Long  has  the  (ecret  flruggled  in  my  bread, 
Long  has  it  rack'd  and  rent  my  tortur'd  bofom  ; 
Bur  now  'tisi.ut      Shame,  rage,  confufion,  tear 
A;;d  drive  me  on  to  aft  unheard-of  cimcs, 
To  murder  thee,  myfelf,  and  ail  that  know  it. 
A-  wlicn  convulfims  cleave  the  labouring  earth, 
B -r  ri.  the  difmal  yawn  appears,  the  ground 
IVembles  and  heaves,  tlie  nodding  houfcs  crafli  ; 
Hc'sfafe,  who  from  the  dreadful  warning  flic, 
But  he  that  fees  its  opening  bofom  dies.         [Exif. 

lUlTOMTUS. 

Then  let  me  take  the  warning  and  retire  ; 
I'd  rather  trul^  tiic  r.  ugh  Ionian  waves, 
Tlian  woman's  fiercer  rage. 

\lit.lt.'iiAf:c-a-sberfcIf,lif.ening,  '• 


LYCO>r. 

Ala* !  my  Lorci, 
You  mufl  n^t  leave  the  queen  to  her  defpair. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Muft  not .'    From  thee  ?    From  that  vile  up- 
Itart,  Lycon. 

LYCOV 

Yes :    From  that  Lycon  who  derives  his  great- 
nefs  [life. 

From  Ph.-edra's  race,  and  now  would   guard  her 
Then,  Sir,  forbear,  and  view  this  royal  fignet, 
And  in  her  faithful  flave  obey  the  queen. 

\^Enter  Guards. 
Guards,    watch    the   prince,    but   at   that    awfui 

diftance, 
With  that  refpcift,  it  may  not  feeni  confinement, 
i3ut  only  meant  lor  honour. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

So,  confinement  is 
The  honour  Crete  bellows  on  Thefeus'  fon. 
Am  I  confin'd  ?  And  is  't  fo  foon  forgot,     [dom  ? 
When  fierce  Procruftes'  arms  o'er-ran  your  king- 
When  your  ftreets  echo'd   with   thfe    cries  of  or- 

])hans,  [{brines. 

Your  fhneking  maids   clung  round  the  hallow'd 
When  all  your  palaces  and  lofty  towers 
Smok'd  on  the  earth,  when  the  red  Iky  around 
Glow'd    with    your    city's    flames,    (a  dreadful 

lufire)  : 
Then,  then  my  father'flew  to  your  afiiftance  ; 
Then  Thefeus   fav'd   your  lives,  eftates,  and  ho- 
And  do  yoii  thus  reward  the  hero's  toil  ?      [nours. 
And  do  you  now  confine  the  hero's  fon  ? 

LYCON. 

Tdke  not  an  eafy  (hort  confinement  ill. 
Which  your  own  i'afety  and  the  queen's  requires  ; 
But  fear  not  aught  from  one  that  joys  to   ferve 
you. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

O,  I  difdain  thee,  traitor,  but  not  fear  thee. 
Nor  will  I  hear  of  fervices  from  Lycon. 
Thy  very  1  ^  ks  are  lies,  eternal  falfehood 
Smiles  in  thy  lips,  and  flatters  in  'hy  eyes; 
1-^v'n  in  thy  humble  face,  I  read  my  ruin, 
In  every  cringing  bow  and  fawning  fmile  : 
Why  elftt  d'  you  whifper  out  your  dark  lufpiclons? 
Why  with  malignant  clogies  increafe 
The  people's  fears,  and  praife  me  to  my  ruin  ^ 
Why    th.rougli    the    troubled    llrcets  of    frighted 

GnolTus 
D'l  bucklers,  helms,  and  polifii'd  armour  blazed 
W'hy  fourds  tiie  dreadful  din  of  inllunt  war, 
Wiiilit  llill  the  foe's  unknown  ? 

LVCOX. 

Then  quit  thy  aits, 
Put  off  the  ftatcfman,  and  refume  the  judge. 
Thru  Proteus,  {hift  thy  vatious  forms  no  more. 
But  boldly  own  the  God.     {^AftJe, — 
That  foe's  too  near,  [To  Hipp. 

The  queen's  difeafe,  and  your  afpiring  mind, 
Diilurb  all  Crete,  and  give  a  loofc  to  war. 

lun  OLITUS. 

Gods !  dares  he  fpeak  thus  to  a  monarch's  fon.' 
And   mud   this   earth-born    Have    command    in 

Crete  .? 
Was  it  for  this  nn-  godlike  father  fought  i 


PHiEDRA   AND    HIPPOLITUS. 


^.^ 


Did  Thefeus  bleed  for  Lycon  ?  O  ye  Cretans, 
See  there  your  king,  the  fucceffor  of  Minos, 
And  heir  of  Jove. 

LYCON. 

You  may  as  well  provoke 
That  Jove  you  worfliip,  as  this  fld.ve  you  fcorn. 
Go  feize  Alcmjeon,  Nicias,  and  all 
The  black  abettors  of  his  impious  treafon. 
Now  o'er  thy  head  th'  avenging  thunder  rolls  : 
For  know,  on  me  depends  thy  iiiftant  doom. 
Then  learn  (proud  prince)   to  bend   thy  haughty 

foul, 
And  if  thou  think'fl:  of  life,  obey  the  queen. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Then  free  from  fear  or  guilt,  I'll  wait  my  doom  : 
Whate'er  's  my  fault,  no  (lain  fhall  blot  my  glory. 
I'll  guard  my  honour,  you  difpofe  my  life ; 

[Exeunt  Lye.  and  Crat. 
Since  h«  dares  brave  my  rage,  the  danger's  near. 
The  timorous  hounds  that  hunt  the  generous  lion 
Bay  afar  off,  and  tremble  in  purfuit  ; 
But  when  he  ftruggles  in  th'  entangling  toils 
Infult  the  dying  prey. 'lis  kindly  done,  If- 

mena,  I  Ifmena  enters. 

With  all  your  charms,  to  vifitmy  difl;rel\; 
Soften  my  chains,  and  make  confinement  eafy. 
Is  it  then  given  me  to  behold  thy  beauties ; 
Thofe  bluftiing  fweets,  thofe  lovely  loving  eyes  I 
To  prefs,  to  flrain  thee  to  my  beating  heart. 
And  grow   thus  to  my  love  1   What's  liberty  to 

this  ' 
What's   fame   or    greatnefs  ?    Take    them,   take 

them,  Phsdra, 
Freedom  and  fame,  and  in  the  dear  confinement 
Enclofe  me  thus  for  ever. 

ISMENA. 

O  Hippolitus  I 
O  I  could  ever  dwell  in  this  confinement ! 
Nor  wifli  for  aught  while  I  behold  my  lord; 
But  yet  that  wifh,  that  only  wilh  is  vain. 
When  my  hard  fate  thus  forces  me  to  beg  you. 
Drive  from  your  godlike  foul  a  wretched  maid  ; 
Take  to  your  arms  (afiift  me,  Heaven  to  fpeak  it) 
Take  to  your  arms  imperial  Phaedra, 
And  think  of  me  no  more. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Not  think  of  thee  .' 
What  1  part,  for  ever  part  ?   Unkind  Ifmena  : 
Oh  !  can  vou  think  that  death   is   half  fo  dread- 
ful, 
As  it  would  be  to  live,  and  live  without  thee.' 
Say,  fliould  1  quit  thee,  fhould  I  turn   to  Phsedra, 
Say,  could'ft  thou  bear  it  ?  Could  thy  tender  foul 
Endure  the  torment  of  defpairing  love, 
And  fee  me  fettled  in  a  rival's  arms  ? 

ISMENA. 

Think  not  of  me  :  perhaps  my  equal  mind 
May  learn  to  bear  the  fate  the  gods  allot  me. 
■yet  would  you  hear  me  ;  could  your  lov'd  Ifmena 
With  all  her  charms  o'er-rulc  your  fullcn  honour, 
You  yet  might  live,  nor  leave  the  poor  Ifmena. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Speak,  if  I  can,  Tm  ready  to  obey. 

ISMENA. 

Qlve  the  queeh  bopes. 


HIPPOLITUS. 

No  more. — My  fou!  difdalns  it. 
No,  (bould  I  try,  my  haughty  foul  would  fv.'ell; 
Sharpen  each  word,  and  threaten  in  my  eyes. 
O  !  fiiould  I  ftoop  to  cringe,  to  lie,  forfwear  i 
Deferve  the  luin  which  I  ftrive  to  ftiun  .'' 

ISMENA. 

O,  I  can't  bear  this  cold  contempt  of  death  1 
This  rigid  virtue,  that  prefers  your  glory 
To  liberty  or  life.     O  cruel  man  ! 
By  thefe  fad  fighs,  by  thefe  poor  ftreaming  eyes. 
By  that  dear  love  that  makes  us  now  unhappy, 
By  the  near  danger  of  that  precious  life, 
Heavtn  knows  I  value  much  above  my  own. 
What !    not  yet  mov'd  ?    Are    you   refolv'd    on 

death .' 
Then,  ere  'tis  night,  I  fwear  by  all  the  powers, 
This  fteel  (hall  end  my  fears  and  life  together. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

You  flian't  be  trulled  with  a  life  fo  precious. 
No,  to  the  court  I'll  publifh  your  defign, 
Ev'n  bloody  Lycon  will  prevent  your  fate; 
Lycon  fhall  wrench  the  datjger  from  your  bofom. 
And  raving  Phadra  will  preferve  Ifmena, 

ISMEMA. 

Phaedra !   Come  on,  I'll  lead  you  on  to  Phaedra; 
I'il  tell  her  all  the  fecrets  of  our  love, 
Give  to  her  rage  her  clofe  deftrucftive  rival  ; 
Her  rival  fure  will  fall,  her  love  may  fave  you. 
Come  fee  me  labour  in  the  pangs  of  death. 
My  agonizing  limbs,  my  dying  eyes, 
Dying,  yet  fixt  in  death  on  my  Hippolitus. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

What's  your  defign  ?    ye  powers  1    what  means 
my  love  .' 

ISMENA. 

She  means  to  lead  you  in  the  road  of  fate; 
She  means  to  die  with  one  fhe  can't  preferve. 
Yet  when  you  fee  me  pale  upon  the  earth. 
This  once  lov'd  form  grown  horrible  in  death, 
Sure  your  relenting  foul  would  wifli  you'd  fav'4 
me. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Oh!   I'll  do  all,  do  any  thing  to  fave  you. 
Give  up  my  fame,  and  all  my  darling  honour  : 
I'll  run,  I'll  fly  ;  what  you'll  command  I'll  fay. 

ISMtNA. 

Say,  what  occafion,  chance,  or  Heaven  infpires; 
Say  that  you  love  her,  that  y.u  lov'd  her  long; 
Say,  that  you'll  wed  her,  fay  that  you'll  comply ; 
Say,  to  preferve  your  life,  fay  any  thing. 

[Exit  Hip, 
Blefs  him,  ye  powers',   and  if  it  be  a  crime. 
Oh  ;   if  th;  pious  fraud  off.'ud  your  juflice, 
Aim  all  your  vengeance  on  Ifmena's  head; 
Punifli  Ifmena,  but  forgive  Hippolitus.  [ger'd. 

He's  gone,  and  now  my  brave   refolves  are   flag« 
Now  I  repent,  like  fome  defpairing  wretch 
Ihat  boldly  plunges  in  the  frightful  deep, 
Ihen   pantf,    and   ftruggles    with    the    whirling 

waves ; 
And  catches  every  flender  reed  to  fave  him. 

CHO. 

Eut  fliould  he  do  vi'hat  your  commands  enjoin'd 
Say,  fl^ouId  he  wed  her  ?  [hinij, 

Ppiij 
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Should  he  wed  the  queen  I 
Oh  !   I'd  remember  tliat  'twas  my  rrqneft, 
And  die  well  pleas'd  I  made  the  hero  happy. 

CHO. 

Die  I  does  Ifncna  then  refolve  to  die  ? 

ISJrENA. 

Can  I  then  live  ?  Can  I,  who  lov'd  fo  well 
To  part  with  all  my  blifs  to  fave  my  lover  ? 
Oh  1   can  I  drag  a  wretcheJ.  life  without  him, 
And  fee  another  revel  in  hia  arms  ? 
Oh !   'tis  in  death  alone  I  can  have  comfort ! 

Enter   LYCON. 
LYCON. 

^Vhat  a  reverfe  is  this  \    Perfidious  bny, 
Is  this  thy  truth  ?    Is  this  thy  brafted  bonnur  ? 
Then  all  are  rogOes  alike  :    i  never  thought 
But  cue  man  honefl,  and  that  one  deceives  me. 

Ifmena  here  ! 

'I'is  alt  agreed,  and  now  the  prince  is  fafc 
from  the  fure  vengeance  of  defpairing  love. 
^'ow   Phcxdra's  rage  is  chang'd  to  fcft  endear- 

■  ments. 
She  doats,  flie  dies;   and  few,  hut  tedious  days, 
With  cndlel'a  joys  will  crown  the  happy  pair. 

ISMEMA. 

Docs  he  then  wed  the  queen  ? 

LYCON. 

At  Ifaft  I  think  fo, 
1,  when  the  prince  approach'd,  not  far  tetIrM 
Pale  with  my  doubts :    he  i'poke  :    th'  attentive 

queen 
Dwelt  on  his  accents,  and  her  j^loomy  eyes 
Sparkled  with  gentler  fires  :    he,  hlnfhing,  hnw'd : 
She  trembling,  lofl  in  love,  with  foft  confufion 
Received  his  paffion,  and  rctuin'dher  own  ; 
'Chen  fmilinji;  turn'd  to  me,  and  bid  me  order 
The  pompous  rites  of  hf  r  enfuing  nuptials, 
Which  I  muft  now  purfue.     Farewell,  Ifmena. 

[Exil. 

I3MENA. 

Then  I'll  retire,  and  not  difturb  their  joys. 

CIO. 

Stay,  and  learn  more. 

).>mi;n'a. 
Ah  1   wherefore  fhculd  I  flay  ? 
What  I    Shall  I  flay  to  rave,  t*  upbraid,  to  hold 

•    him  ?: 
To  fnatth  the  flruggling  charmer  from  her  arms  .■' 
Tor  could  you  think  that  open  generous  youth 
Could    with  feign'd  love  deceive  a  jealous  wo- 
■  man  ? 

Could  he  fo  foon  grow  artful  in  diffembling .' 
Ah !    withr.nt    doubt    his   thoughts   infpir'd  his  ■ 

tongue, 
And  all  his  foul  receiv'd  a  real  love. 
Perhaps  new  graces  darted  from  her  eyes, 
Perhaps  foft  pity  charm'd  his  yielding  foul, 
Perhaps  her  love,  perhaps  hex  kingdom  charm'd 
him;   •  .      -  ,■  [him, 

reihap*— Alas!  how  many  things  might  ciiarm 
Clio. 
Wait  the  fuccefs  :    it  is  not  yet  decided. 


.    I 


rsMtvA. 
Not  yet  decided  !    Did  not  Lyeon  tell  us 
How  he  protefted,  figh'd,  and  lnok'd,.a:tfd' vow'd  : 
Hov.r  the  foft  paffion  lan;-;;iiiih'd  in  his  eyes  ? 
Yes,  yef,  he  loves,  he  doJts  on  Phsedra's  charms. 
Now,  now  he  clafps  her  to  his  pantiric;  Hreaft, 
Now  he  devours  h'cr  with  his  eager  e^'es, 
Now  j;rafp5  her  hands,    and  now  he  lo;-ks,  and 
vows  fmena. 

Tl;e  dear  falfe  things  that  charm'd  the  poor  If-  j 
1-Ie  comes  :  be  (till,  my  heart,  the  tyrant  comes,'  •  I 
Charming,  though  falfc,  and  lovely  in  his  guilt.  1 

£,'iter  lUPPOLiTUS. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Why  hangs  that  cloudy  forrovv  on  your  hrow  ? 
Why  do  you  figh  .'  Why  flviw  your  i'vn-iiing  eyes, 
Thofe  eyes  that  us'd  with  joy  to  view  HippolitUb? 

ISMENA. 

3\1%  lord,  my  foul  is  charm'd  with  your  fuccefs: 
You  know,  my  lord,  my  fears  are  but  for  you. 
For  your  dear  fife ;  and  fince  my  death  alone 
Can   niake  you  fafc,    that  foou  fnall  make  you 

■    happy. 
Yet  had  you  brought  lefs  love  to  Phxdra'a  arms, 
^4y  Ibul  had  parted  with  a  lefs  regret, 
Bleft  if  furviving  in  your  dear  remembrance. 
iiiproi.iTus. 
Your  death  !   My  love  !  My  marriage  I  And 
Pha-dra! 
Hear  me,  liiucii?.. 

13MENA. 

No,  I  dare  not  hear  you. 
Bi:t  though  you're  been  thus  cruelly  uiil-.itid, 
Thcuigh  yo\i  have  left  me  for  the  royal  Pha;dra, 
Yet  fti!l   m.y  foul  o'er-runs  with  fondncfs  t' wards 

you  ; 
Yet  flill  1  die  with  joy  to  fave  Hippolitus. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Die  to  fave  me  !  Could  I  outlive  Ifmena  ! 

ISMENA. 

Yes,  you'd  r.'itlive  her  in  your  Phsdra's  arms; 
And  may  you  there  find  every  blooming  pieafure: 
Oh,  may  the  god?  fhower  blclFings  en  thy  head  ! 
May  the  gods  crown  thy  gluriouo  arms  with  con- 

queft, 
And  all  thy  peaceful  days  with  fure  repcfe  I 
May'il  thou  be  blcfl  with  lovely  Ph.xdra's  charms, 
And  for  thy  cafe  forgot  the  loll  Ifmena ! 
Farewell,  Hippolitus. 

HIPPOLITUS. 
Ifmena,  llay, 
Stay,  hear  me  fpcak,  or  by  th'  i'lfernal  powers 
I'll  not  furvive  the  minute  you  depart. 

ISMENA. 

What  would  you  fay  ?    Ah  !   don't  deceive  itiy 
wcaknefs. 

HIPPOMTL'S. 

Deceive  thee!     Why,  Ifmena,  do  you  wrong 
me  .'' 
Why  doubt  my  faith  ?    O  lovely,  cruel  maid ! 
Why  wound  my  tender  foill  with  li:irih  (ufpicioni 
Oh  1  by  thofe  charming  eyes,  by  thy  dt»r  love, 
1  neither  th'U[.;ht  nor  fpoko,  deligii'd  nor  promis'd 
To  love  or  wed  the  queen. 


IS;.IHN.\. 

Sijcak  on,  my  lord, 
My  honeH:  foul  inclines  ma  to  believe  tlrjc  ; 
And  much  I  icar,  and  mucli  I  hope  I've  vvroiig'd 
thee. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Then   thus.     1  came  and  Ipake,  but  fcarce  of 
love  : 
The  eafy  queen  receiv'd  my  faint  addrel's 
With  tagtr  hope  and  urifufpicious  iaith. 
Lycon  with  feeining  joy  djiniil's'd  my  guards  : 
My  generous  foul  difdain'd  the  mean  deceit, 
But  ilill  dtceiv'd  her  to  obey  Ilmena. 

ISMENA. 

Art  thou  then  true?  Thou  art.    Oh,  pardon  me, 
Pardon  tlie  errors  of  a  fiily  miid, 
Wild  with  her  fjars,  and  mad  with  jealouf/  ; 
For  ftill  that  fear,  that  jealoufy,  was  love. 
Hafte  the.n,  my  lord,  and  fave  yourfeU"  by  flight. ; 
And  when  you're  abfent,  when  your  godlike  form 
Shall  ccafd  to  cheer  foilorn  Ifiuena's  eyes. 
Then  let  each  day,  each  hour,  each  minute,  bring 
Some  kind  remembrance  of  your  conftaat  love  ; 
b'peak  of  your   heahh,    your  fortune,    and   your 
friends  [wiihes)  ; 

(For  fure   thofe  friends  fliall  have  my  tendereft 
Speak  much  of  all ;  but  of  thy  dear,  dear  love, 
Speak  much,  fpeak  very  much,  and  itill  fpeak  on. 
HiPPOLi  rus. 
Oh  1  thy  dear  love  fhall  ever  be  my  theme, 
Of  that  alone  I'll  talk  the  live-long  day; 
But  thus  I'll  talk,  thus  dwelling  in  thy  eyes, 
Tailing  the  odours  of  thy  fragrant  bofom. 
Come  then  to  crown  me  witli  immortal  joys ; 
Come,  be  the  kind  companion  of  my  flight ; 
Come  hafte  v;ith  me  to  leave  this  fatal  fhorc. 
The  bark  before  prepar'd  for  my  departure 
Expedis  its  freight;  a  hundred  lufty  rowers 
Have  vvav'd  their  finewy  arms,  and  call'd  Mippo- 

litus; 
The  loofen'd  canvas  trembles  with  the  wind, 
And  the  fea  whitens  with  aufpiciousj  gales. 

ISMENA. 

Fly  then,  my  lord,  and  may  the  gods  protcifi; 
thee  ; 
Fly,  ere  infidiou?  Lycon  work  thy  ruin  ; 
Fly,  ere  my  fondnefs  talk  thy  lilc  away  ; 
Fly  from  the  tjuccn. 

HIFPOLITUS. 

But  not  from  my  Ifniena. 
Why  do  you  force  me  from  your  heavenly  (i;?,ht, 
With  thofe   dear  arms  that  ought  to  clafp  me  to 
thee  i 

ISMENA. 

Oh  I  could  rave  for  ever  at  my  fate  ! 
And  with  alternate  love  and  fear  jiolfclVd, 
Now   force  thee  from  my  arms,  new  fnatch  thee 

to  my  hreaft, 
And  tremble  till  yon  go,  but  die  till  you  return. 

Nay,  I  could  go Ye  gods,  if  I  fhould  go, 

What  would  fame  fay  ^    If  1  fhotdd  fly  alone 
W'uh  a  young  lovely  prince  that  charm'd  my  foul ! 

niPPOLITUS. 

Say  you  did  well  to  fly  a  certain  rui'i, 
To  fly  the  fury  of  r.  tiuetu  inctns'dj 
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To   crown  with  endlefs  joys  the  youth  that  lov'J 


0  !  by  the  joys  cur  mutual  loves  have  brought. 
By  the  b'.ell;  hours  I've  languifli'd  at  your  feet, 
By  all  the  love  you  ever  bore  Hippolitus, 
Come  fly  from  hence,  and  make  him  ever  happy. 

ISMENA. 

Hide  me,  ye  powers :    I  never  fhall  refill. 

UlPPOLITtrs. 

Will  you  refufe  me  .?    Can  I  leave  behind  me 
All  that  infpires  my  foul,  and  cheers  my  eyes  ? 
.Will  you  not  go  ?    I'hen  here  I'll  wait  my  doom. 
Come,  raving  Phasdra,  bloody  I,ycon,  come  I 

1  offer  to  your  rage  this  worthlefs  life, 
Since  'tis  no  longer  my  Ifaiena's  care. 

ISMENA. 

O  !  hafte  away,  my  lord  ;  I  go,  I  fly 
Through  all  the  dangers  of  the  boiflcrous  deep. 
When   the   wind   whiflks  through  the  crackling 

m.ifts,  ■ 
When  through  the  yav.'niug  fhip  the  foaming  fea 
Rowls  bubbiing  in,  then,  then  I'll  clafp  thee  f.iit, 
And  in  tranfporting  love  forget  my  fe^ir. 
Oh !   I  will  wander  through  the  Scythian  gloom, 
O'er  ice,  and  hills  of  everhfhing  fnovv : 
There,  when  the  horrid  darknefs  fliall  enclofe  us. 
When  the  bleak  wind  fliall  chill  my  iliiverinjj 

limbs, 
Thou  fhalt  alone  fupply  the  diftant  fun, 
And  cheer  my  gazing  eyes,  and  warm  my  heart. 

UIPPOLITUS. 

Come,  let's  away;  and,  like  another  Jafon, 
ril  bear  my  beauteous  conquell  through  the  feas  : 
A  greater  treafure,  and  a  nobler  prize 
Than  he  from  Colchos  bore.    Sleep,  fleep  in  peace. 
Ye  monfters  of  the  woods,  on  Ida's  top 
Securely  roam  ;  no  more  my  early  horn 
Shall  wake  tiie  lazy  day.     Tranlporting  love 
Reigns  in  my  heart,  and  makes  me  all  its  own. 
So  v.'hen  bri,.^ht  Venus  yielded  up  her  charms, 
'I'he  bleil  Adoaib  languilh'd  in  her  arms; 
His  idle  horn  on  fragrant  myrtles  hung, 
Hi<  arrows  fcatter'd,  and  his  bow  unih-ung  : 
Obfcure  in  coverts  lie  his  dreaming  hounds. 
And  bay  the  fancy'd  boar  with  feeble  founds. 
For  nobler  fports  he  quits  the  lavage  fields, 
yVnd  all  the  hero  to  the  lover  yields. 


ACT      III. 

EnLr   LYCON. 
LYCON. 

Heaven  is  at  laft  appeas'd  :    the  pitying  gods 
Have  heard  our  w:flies,  and  aufpicious  Jove 
Smiles  on  his  rativc  ifle  ;  for  Phxdra  lives, 
Relloi'd  to  Crete,  and  to  herfelf,  [he  lives  : 
Joy  with  frefh  flrength  infpires  her  drooping  limbs. 
Revives  her  chai  nis,  and  o'er  her  faded  cheeks 
Spreads  a  frelh  rofy  bloom,  as  kindly  fpriiigs 
With  genial  heat  lericw  the  fiozen  ea.-th, 
P  p  iiij 


6co  T  H  E    W  O  R  K  S    O  r   S  M  I T  H. 

Anci  paint  its  fmillnp;  face  with  ^aiiiy  flowers. 
But  lee  (he  comes,  the  beauteous  Phsdra  comes, 

Enter   PIIiEDRA. 


How  her  eyes  fparkle  !    How  their  radiant  beams 
C  'Htefs  their  fiiining  anceUor  the  fun  ! 
Your  cha'ms  to-diiy  will  wi'und  delpairinsr  crowd  f. 
Af^<'  give  the  pains  you  fuffrrM  :    Nay,  Hippolitus, 
1  he  fierce,  the  brave,  th'  iiilcnfiblc  hippolitus 
Shall  pay  a  willing;  homage  to  yuur  beauty, 
And  in  his  turn  adore 

PHitDllA. 

'  ris  flattery  all ; 
Yet,  when   you   name  the  prince,  that  flattery's 

ple3fing. 
You  wifh  it  fo,  poor  pood  old  man,  you  wifh  it. 
The  fertile  province  of  Cydonia's  thine  : 
Is  there  aught  elfe  ?    Has  happy  Phsedra  aught, 
In  the  wide  circle  of  her  far-ilietchM  empire  ? 
..Vflc,  take,  my  friend,  fecure  ot  no  repulle  : 
Ltt  Ipaciou,^  Crete  through  all  her  hundred  cities 
Reioiind  her  Phaedra's  joy  ;    let  altars  fmoke, 
Aid  richt-fl  gunis,  and  fpice,  and  incenfe,  roll 
Their  fragrant  wreaths  to  heaven,  to  pitying  hea- 
Which  gives  Hippolitus  to  P'lxdra's  arms      [ven. 
Set  all  at  large,  and  lid  the  1  athlome  dungeons 
dive  up  the  meagre  flave?  that  pine  in  darknefs. 
And  wafte  in  grief,  as  did  defpairing  Phaedra  : 
Let  them  be  cheer'd;  let  the  ftarv'd  priloners  riot. 
And  glow  with  generous  wine. — Let  firrow  ceafe, 
Let  rione  be  wretched,  none,  fince  i'hcidra's  happy. 
But  now  he  comes,  and  with  an  equal  paflioii 
Rewards  my  flame,  and  fprings  into  my  aims  1 

Enter  messenger. 
Say,  vyhere's  the  prince  ? 

MESSENGER. 

He's  no  where  to  he  found. 

PHiEDRA. 

Perhaps  he  hunts. 

MEKSENGER. 

He  hunted  not  to-day. 

PHiED.KA 

Ha !    Have  yoti  fearch'd  the  walks,  the  courts, 
the  temples  ? 

MESSENGER. 

Search'd  all  \a  vain. 

PHJEDRA. 

Did  he  not  hunt  to-day  ? 
Ahs !  you  told  me  once  before  he  did  not : 
My  heiM-t  mifgives  nie. 

LVCON. 

So  indeed  doth  mine. 

PHJEDRA. 

Could    he  deceive   me  ?     Could  that  god-lik  c 
youth 
Dtfign  the  ruin  of  a  queen  that  loves  him  ? 
Oh ;    he's  all  truth  ;    his  words     his  looks,    his 

eyes. 
Open  to  view  his  inmofl  thoughts. — He  comes  ! 
Ha  !     Who    art    thou  ?     Whence    com'll   thou .' 
Where's  Hippolitus  ? 

^u;ssl'.^■^■E1?. 
Madam,  Hippolitu'^  with  fair  Ifmena 
Drove  toward  the  port- 


pa.'EDRA. 

With  fair  Ifmenal 
Curs'd  he  her  cruel  beauty,  curs'd  her  charms, 
Cuis'd  all  her  foothing,  fatal,  fa.fc  endcanneuts- 
That  h-avenly  Virgin,  that  exalted  goodnefs 
Cinild  fee  me  tor;ur'd  with  dcl'pairinjj  love, 
Wiuh  artful  tears  could  mourn  aiy  monftrous  fuf- 

ferings 
While  her  bafe  malice  plotted  my  dcftrucTtion. 

LYCON. 

A  thoufand  reafons  crowd  uj)on  my  foul, 
That  evidence  their  Jove. 

PH.liDRA. 

Yes,  yes,  they  love  ; 
Why  elfe  (hnuld  he  refufe  my  profFer'd  bed  . 
Why   fhould   one  warm'd  with  yi  u:h,  and  thirft 

of  glory, 
Difdain  a  foul,  a  form,  a  crown  like  mine  ? 

LVCON. 

Where,  Lyoon,  where   was  then  tiiy  boafted 
cunning  ? 
Dull,  thoughtiefs  wretch  ! 

PHiliDRA. 

O  pains  iinfett  before  I 
The  grief,  defiiair,  the  agonies,  and  pangs, 
AH  the  wild  fury  of  diftradled  love, 
Are  nought  to  this. — Say,  famous  politician, 
Where,  when,  and  how,  did  their  firft  pallion  rife.'' 
Where  did  they  breathe  their  lighs  .'    What  fhady 

groves. 
What  gloomy  woods,  conceal'd  their  hidden  loves? 
Alas!   they  hid  it  not  :    the  wi  U-pleas'd  fun 
With  all  his  beams  furvey'd  their  guiltlefs  flame, 
Glad  zephyrs  wafied  their  untainted  flghs. 
And  Ida  tcho'd  their  endearing  accents. 
While  I,  the  fh-.ime  of  nature,  hid  in  darknef-;, 
Far  from  the  balmy  air  and  cheering  iiglit, 
Prell  down  my  hghs,   and  ilry'd  my  lalling  tears; 
Search'd    a    retreat    to   mourn,    and  watch'd  to 

grieve. 

LYCOM, 

Now  ce.Tfe  that  grief,  and  let  your  injur'd  love 
Contrive  due  vengi-ance  ;   let  niajellic  Pi);edra, 
That  lov'd  the  hero,  facrifice  the  vihain. 
Then   hafte,    fend  forth  your  niinifters  of  ven- 
geance. 
To  fnatcli  the  traitor  fr»m  your  rival's  arms. 
And  force  h:m  trembling  to  your  awful  prefence. 

Plt.T.QRA. 

O    rightly    thought!  —  Difpatch    th'  attending 
guards; 
Bid  tluni  brii.g  forth  their  inftrument«  of  death. 
Darts,  ei.gines,  flames,  ami  launch  into  the  deep, 
And  hurl  fvvift  vengeance  on  tlie  perjur'd  flave. 
Where  am  I,  gods .'     What  is't   my  rage  com- 
mands ?  [oars 
Ev'n  now   he's  gone  '.    F.v'n  now  the  well-tun'd 
With  f^'unding  ftrokes  divide  the  fparkling  waves, 
/\nd  happy  gales  aflift.  their  fpecdy  flight. 
Now  they  embrace  ;  and  ardent  love  enfiames 
Their    fiufhing    t.nceks,    and    trembles    iti    their 

eyes. 
Now  they  txpofe  my  wcaknefs  and  my  crimes  : 
Now  to  the  1;  orting  crowd  they  ttll  my  follies. 


phjEdra  and 

Enter  cratander. 

CRAIANDEU. 

Sir,  as  I  went  to  feize  the  perfons  orJer'd 
1  met  the  prince,  and  with  hiiii  fair  Ilmena  : 
\  feiz'd  the  prince,  who  now  attends  witliout. 

PHffiDRA. 

Hafle,  bring  him  in. 

LYCON, 

Be  quick,  and  feize  Ifmena. 

Enter   HIPPOLITUS. 
PH.'IiDRA 

Couldfl:  thou  deceive  mc  ?    Could  a  fon  of  The- 
feus 
Stoop  to  fo  mean,  fo  bafe  a  vice  as  frai;d  ? 
Nay,  a6l  fuch  monftrous  perfidy,  yet  ftart 
From  promis'd  love  ? 

HIPPOLITUS. 

My  foiil  difdain'd  a  promife. 

PUSDRA. 

But  yet  your  falfe  equivocating  tongue 
Your   looks,  your  eyes,  your  every  motion  pro- 
mis'd, [1-ioods. 
But  you  arc  ripe  in  frauds,  and  learn'd  in  falfe- 
Liook  down,  O  I'hcfeus,  and  behold  thy  Ion, 
_'\s  Sciron  faithlefs,  as  Procruftes  cruel. 
Behold  the  crimes,  the  tyrants,  ail  the  monfters, 
Fron-.  which  thy  valour  purg'd  the  gmaiiuig  earth: 
Behold  them  all  in    hy  own  fon  rcviv'd. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Touch  not  my  gl'Ty,  Icfi;  you  ftain  your  own  : 
I  ftili  have  ftrove  to  make  my  gloricuis  father 
Elufli,   yet  rejoice  to  f'-e  hin  lelf  outdone; 
To  mix  my  parents  in  my  lineal  virtues. 
As  Thefeus  juft,  and  as  Camilla  chafte. 
pua.DR  \. 

The  godlike  Thefeus  never  was  thy  parent: 
No,  'twas  fome  monthly  Cappadocian  drudge, 
Obedient  to  the  fcourge,  and  beaten  to  her  arms, 
Begot  thee,  traitor,  on  the  chafte  Camilla. 
Car.iilla  chafte       An  Amazon,  and  chafte. 
That  quits  her  fex,  and  yet  retains  her  virtue. 
See  the  chafte  matron  mount  the  neighing  iUed, 
In  ftrifl  embraces  lock  the  ftruggling  warrior. 
And  choofe  the  lover  in  the  fturdy  foe. 

Enter   MESSENGER,  and  fi ems  to  talk  eamejlly  lutth 

LYCON. 
HIPPOLITUS. 

No  ;  (he  refus'd  the  vows  of  godlike  Thefeus, 
And  ch(-fe  to  ftand  his  arms,  not  meet  his  love  ; 
And  doubtful  was  the  fight.     The  wide  Thermo- 

doon 
Heard  the  huge  ftrokes  refeund;  its  frighted  waves 
Convey'd  the  rattling  dm  to  diftant  fliores, 
Whilft  fhe  alone  fa;  p  rted  all  his  war  ; 
Nor  till  fhe  funk  beneath  his  thundering  arm, 
Beneath  which  warlike  nations  bow'd,  would  yield 
To  hcneil  wifh'd-for  love. 

PH^DRA. 

ISot  fo  her  fon, 
Who  boldly  ventures  on  forbidden  flames. 
On  one  defcended  from  the  cruel  Pallas, 
Foe  to  thy  father's  ptrfon  and  his  blood ; 


HIPPOLITUS.  6oi 

Hated  by  him,  of  kindred  yet  more  hated, 
The  laft  of  all  the  wicked  race  he  ruin'd. 
In  vain  a  fierce  fucceiTive  hatred  reign'd 
Between  your  fires  :    in  vain,  like  Cad  r.us'  race. 
With  mingled  blood  they  dy'd  the  bluftiing  earth. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

In  vain  indeed,  Cnce  now  the  war  i'!  o'er; 
We,  lilu:  the  Theban  race,  agree  to  love, 
And  by  our  mu  ual  flamxes  and  future  offspring, 
Atone  for  flaughter  paft. 

PHiEDRA. 

Your  future  offspring. 
Heavens  1     What   a  medley's  this  ?    What  dark 

confufion, 
Of  blood  and  death,  of  murder  and  relation  ? 
What  joy  't  had  been  to  old  difabled  Thefeus, 
When  he  fhould  take  thy  offspring  in  his  arms? 
Ev'n  in  his  arms  to  hold  an  infant  Pallas, 
And  he  upbraided  with  his  grandfire's  fate. 
Oh  barbarous  youth  1 

LYCON. 

Too  barbarous  I  fear. 
1  Perhaps  even  now  his  faiStion's  up  ii;  arms. 
Since  waving  crowds  roll  onwards  tow'rds  the  pa- 
lace. 
And  rend  the  city  with  tumultuous  clamours ! 
Perhaps  to  murder  Phaedra  and  her  fon. 
And  give  the  crown  to  him  and  his  Ifmcna: 
But  I'll  prevent  it.  Exit  Lycon 

ISMEN.A.   brought  in. 

PHAEDRA. 

What  .   the  kind  Ifmena, 
That  nurs'd   me,   watch'd  my  ficknefs  I     Oh  fhe 

watch'd  me. 
As  ravenous  vultures  watch  the  dying  lion. 
To  tear  his  heart,  and  riot  in  his  blood. 
Hark  '.   Hark,  my  little  infant  cries  for  juftice  '. 
Oh  !  be  appeas'd  my  babe,  thou  fhalt  have  juftice. 
Now  all  the  fpirits  of  my  god-like  race 
Enflame  my  foul,  and  urge  me  o;i  to  vengeance. 
Arfamnes,  Minos,  Jove,  th'  avenging  fun, 
Infpire  my  fur.,  and  demand  my  juftice.  [it; 

Oh  !  ye  fhail  have  it ;  thou,  Minos,  fhalt  applaud 
Yes,  thou  flidlt  copy  it  in  their  pains  below. 
Gods  of  revenge,  arife. — He  comes  '.   He  comes! 
And  fhoots  himfelf  through  all  my  kindling  blood. 
I  have  it  here. — Now  bafe,  perfidious  wretch, 
Now  figh,  and  weep,  and  tremble  in  thy  turn. 
Yes,  your  Ifmena  ihall  appeafe  my  vengeance. 
Ifmena  dies  ;  and  thou,  her  pitying  lover, 
Doom'dft   her   to   death. —  Thou  too  fhalt  fee  her 

bleed,  [groans : 

See  her   convulfive  pangs,    and   hear  htr   djiiig 
Go,  glut  thy  eyes  with  thy  ador'd  Ifmena, 
And  laugh  at  dying  Phadra  '. 

HiPPOLITUS, 

Oh  Ifmena ! 

ISMENA. 

Alas '.  My  tender  foul  would  fhrink  at  death. 
Shake  with  its  fears,  and  fink  beneath  its  pains. 
In  any  caufe  but  this.     But  now  I'm  fteel'd. 
And  the  near  danger  lefTens  to  my  fight. 
Now,  if  I  live,  'tis  only  for  Hippolitus; 
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And  with  an  equal  joy  I'll  die  to  fave  him. 
Yes,  lor  his  fake  Ml  go  a  willvng  (hade, 
And  wait  his  coming-  in  th'  Eiyfiaii  fields, 
And  tlierc  enquire  of  each  dclccnding  ghoft 
Of  my  lov'd  hero's  welfare,  life,  and  honour. 
That  dear  remembrance  will  improve  the  blifs, 
Add  to  th'  Elyfian  joys,  and  make  that  Heaven 
more  liappy. 

HIPFOLITUS. 

Oh  heavenly  virgin  I  [_Aftde?^ — O  imperial  Phae- 
dra, 
Let  your  rage  fall  on  this  devoted  head  ; 
But  fpare,  oh  fpare  a  guiltltfs  virgin's  life  : 
Think  of  htr  youth,  her  innocence,  her  virtue  ; 
Think,  with  what  warm  compaflion  fhe  bemoan'd 
you ;  [ficknefs  1 

Think,  hov/  flie  ferv'd  and  watch'd  you  in  your 
How  every  rifing  and  defcending  fun 
Saw  kind  Ifmena  watching  o'er  the  queen. 
I  only  prdmis'd,  1  alone  dcceiv'd  you  ; 
And  I,  and  only  I,  fnould  feel  your  juftice. 

ISMENA. 

Oh  I  by  thofe  Powers  to  whom  1  foon  mufl  an- 
(wer 

For  all  my  faults,  by  that  bright  arch  cf  Heaven 
I  now  lafl  fee,  I  wrought  him  by  my  wiles, 
By  tears,  by  threats,  by  every  female  art. 
Wrought  his  difdaining  foul  to  falfe  compliance. 
The  fon  of  Thefeus  could  not  think  of  fraud  ; 
'Twas  woman  all. 

PHiEBXA. 

I  fee  'twas  woman  all  : 
And  woman's  fraud  fhould  meet  with  woman's 

vengeance. 
But  yet  thy  courage,  truth,  and  virtt:e  fhock  me. 
A  love  fo  warm,  fo  firm,  fo  like  my  ov.n. 
Oh  :    had  the  gods  fo  plent'd  ;    had  bounteous 

Heaven 
Beflow'd  Hippolltus  on  Phxdra's  arms, 
So  had  I  ftood  the  fliock  cf  angry  Fate, 
go  had  I  given  my  life  with  joy  to  fave  him. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

And   can  you   doom  her  death  ?    Can  Minos' 
dr.ughter 
Condemn  the  virtue  which  her  foul  admire^  ? 
Are  not  you  Ph.-edra  ?  Once  the  boaft  of  Fame, 
Shame  of  our  fcx,  and  pattern  of  your  own. 

PIl.VDRA. 

Am  1  that  Ph.-Edra  ?  No. — Another  foul 
Informs  my  alter'd  frame.     Could  eifc  Ifmena 
Provoke  my  hatred,  yet  deferve  my  love  ? 
Aid  me,  ye  gods,  Aipport  my  finking  glory, 
Reftore  my  reafon,  and  confirm  my  virtue. 
Ytt,  is  my  rage  iiiijull  ?    Then  why  was  Ph.xdra 
Rcfco'd  for  torment,  and  prcferv'd  for  pain  ? 
Why  did  you  raife  me  to  the  hcighth  of  joy, 
Above  the  wreck  of  clouds  and  ftorms  below. 
To  dafli  and  break  me  on  the  ground  for  ever  ? 

ISMENA. 

Was  it  not  time  to  urge  him  to  compliance  .' 
At  leafl  to  feign  it,  when  perfidious  Lycon 
Confin'd  his  p:rfon,  and  confpir'd  his  death. 

ni.iCDRA. 

Confin'd,  and  dooiu'd  to  death.— 0  cruel  I  y- 

ccn  I 


Could  I  have  doom'd  thy  death  ?— 'Could  thefe  fad 

eyes, 
That  lov'd  thee  living,  e'er  behold  thes  dead  ? 
Yef  thou  couldft  fee  me  die  without  concern. 
Rather  thim  fave  a  wretched  queen  from  ruin. 
Elfe  could  you  choofe  to  trufi:  the  warring  winds,       j 
The  fwelling  waves,  the  rocks,  the  faithlefs  fands,     ' 
And  all  the  raging  monflcrs  of  the  deep  1 
Oh  :   think  you  fee  mc  on  the  naked  fliore ; 
Think  how  I  (cream,  and  tear  my  fcatter'd  hair, 
Break  from  the  embiaccs  of  my  (hrieking  maids, 
And  harrow  on  the  fand  n;y  bleeding  bofom  ;  , 

Then  catch,  with  wide-ftrctch'd  arms,  the  empty     I 

billows,  \ 

And  headlong  plunge  into  the  gaping  deep.  ' 

uiPPOLn  us. 
O,  difmal  (late  I    My  bleeding  heart  relents, 
And  all  my  tiioughts  diffolve  in  tenderefl;  pity. 

I'HJEDRA. 

If  you  cSn  pity,  O  :  refufe  not  love ; 
But  (loop  to  rule  in  Crete,  the  fear  of  heroes. 
And  nurfery  of  gods. — A  hundred  cities 
Court  thee  ftjr  lord,  v.  here  the  rich  bufy  crowds 
S'ruggle  for  pafl'age  through  the  fpacious  ftrects;       J 
Where  thoufand  fiiips  o'erih^de  the  leffening  main,     j 
And  tire  the  labouring  wind.     The  I'uppliant  na-    | 

tions  9 

Bow  to  its  enfigns,  and  with  lower'd  fails  \ 

Confefs  the  ocean's  queen.     For  thee  alone  , 
The  winds  (hall  blow,  and  the  vaft  ocean  roll : 
For  thee  alone  the  fam'd  Cydonian  warriors  J 

From  twanging  yews  (hall  lend  their  fatal  fliafts.  ,   1 
mrroLiTus. 
Then    let    me   match  their  leader,    not   their 

prince, 
And,  at  the  headof  your  rcnnwn'd  Cydonians, 
Brandiih  this  far-fam'd  fwoid  of  conquering  Ihe- 

feu.? 
That  I  may  (hake  th'  Egyptian  tyrant's  yoke 
From  Afia's  neck,  and  lix  it  on  his  own; 
That  wil!:!  g  nations  nKiy  obey  your  laws, 
And  your  bright  ancrdor,  the  fun,  may  fliine 
On  nought  but  Phsdra's  rmpire. 
ru.tDKA. 

Wiiy  not  thine  ? 
Doft  thou  fo  far  detefl  my  profTer'd  ben, 

As  to  refufe  my  crown  !■ O,  cruel  youth  : 

By  .t11  tlu-  pain  that  wrings  my  toitur'd  foul  1 
By  all  the  dear  deceitful  hopes  you  gave  me, 
O  1    eafe,    at    Icaft    once  more  delude,    my  for- 

rows. 
For  your  dear  fake  I've  loft  my  darling  honour; 
For  you,  liut  now  \  gave  my  foul  to  death; 
For  you  Fd  quit  my  crown,  and  (loi.p  beneath 
The  happy  bondage  of  an  humble  wife. 
With  thee  I'd  climb  the  (ieepy  Ida's  fummit, 
And  in  the  fcorching  heat  and  chilling  dews, 
O'er  hills,  o'er  vales,  purfue  the  lliaggy  lion ; 
Carelcls  of  danger  and  of  wafting  toil, 
Of  ))inching  hunger  and  impatient  ihirft, 
I'd  find  all  joys  in  thee. 

HlPl'OI.lTUi. 

Why  ftonps  the  queen 
To  n(k,  entreat,  to  fupplicate  and  pray, 
To  profatute  her  crown  and  IVx's  honour, 


i'H-^DRA    AISD 

To  one  whofe  humble  thoughts  can  only  rife 
To  be  your  flave,  not  lord  ? 

TU?ZOKA. 

And  IS  that  all  ? 
Gods  !  Does  he  deign  to  force  an  artful  groan  ? 
Or  call  a  tear  from  his  unwilling  eyes, 
Hard  as  his  native  recks,  cold  as  his  fword, 
Fierce  as  tile  wolves  that  howl'd  around  his  birth  ? 
He  hates  the  tyrant,  and  the  fuppliant  fcorns. 

0  Heaven  !  O  Minos  1  O  imperial  Jove  ! 

Do  ye  not  blufh  at  my  degenerate  weaknefs  ! 
Hence  lazy,  mean,  ignoble  paffion,  fly ; 
Hence  from  my  foul — "Tis  ^-cne,  'tis  fled  for  ever, 
And  Heaven  infpires  my  thoughts  with  righteous 

vengeance. 
Thou  (halt  no  more  defpife  my  ofTer'd  love  ; 
No  more  Ifmeiia  fnall  upbraid  my  weaknefs. 

[C.iU/jts  H.pp.'fzcori/lofab  herfilf. 
Now  all  you  kinorcd  gods  look  down  and  fee, 
How  I'll  revenge  you,  and  myfclf,  on  Phsedra. 

Enter  I-YCON,  and fnatches  aivay  hh  ftvcrd. 

LrcON. 
Horror  on  IioiTor !  Thefeus  is  return'd. 

Thefeus!  Then  what  have  I  to  do  with  life? 
May   I  be  fnatch'd  with  winds,   by  earth  o'er- 

whelm'd, 
Rather  than  view  the  face  of  injur'd  Thefeus. 
Now  wider  flill  my  growing  horrors  fpread, 
My  fame,  my^virtue,  nay,  my  frenzy's  fled  : 
'I'hen  view  thy  wretched  blood,  imperial  Jove, 
If  crimes  enrage  you,  or  misfortunes  move  ; 
On  me  your  flames,  on  me  your  bolts  employ, 
Me  if  your  anger  fpares,  your  pity  Ihould  deftroy. 

{Runs  off. 
LTCON. 

This  may  do  fervjce  yet. 

Exit  LYGON,  entries  cff  the  f\Lcrd. 

IIIPPOLITUS. 

Is  he  return'd  ?  Thanks  to  the  pitying  gods. 
Shall  I  again  behold  his  awful  eyes .'' 
Again  be  f  ilded  in  his  loving  arms  ? 
Yet  in  the  niidfc  of  joy  I  fear  for  Phsdra ; 

1  fear  his  warmth  and  unrelenting  juflice. 

O  I  fliouid  her  raging  palTion  reach  his  ears, 
His  tender  love,  by  anger  fir'd,  would  turn 
To  burning  rage;  as  foft  Cydonian  oil, 
Whofe  balmy  juice  glides  o'er  th'  un'alling  tongue, 
Yet   touch'd  with  tire,  with  Jiorteft   flames  wdl 

blaze. 
But  oh  ve  powers  I  I  fee  his  godlike  form. 

0  ecftafy  of  joy  '  He  comes,  he  comes  ! 
Is  it  my  lord  r  My  father  ?  Oh  !  'tis  he  : 

1  fee  him,  touch  him,  feel  his  known  embraces. 
See  ail  the  father  in  his  joyful  eyes. 


Enter  theseus,  "with  others. 

Where  have  you  been,  my  lord  ?   What  angry 
demon  [fav'd  you  ? 

Hid  you  from  Crete?  From  me  ? — Wliat  god  has 
Did  not  I'hilotas  fee  you  fall  ?  O  anfwcr  me  I 

And  then  I'll  alk  a  thoufand  queflions  more. 


HIPPOLITUS. 
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THESEUS. 

No  :  But  to  fave  my  life  t  feign'd  my  death ; 
My  horfe  and  well-known  arms  confirm'd  the  tale, 
And  hinder'd  farther  fearch.     This  honed  Greek 
Conceal'd  me  in  his  houfe,  and  cur'd  my  wounds  ; 
Procur'd  a  veffel ;  and,  to  blefs  n-.e  more, 
Accompany'd  my  flight  — — 
But  this  at  leifure.     Let  me  now  indulge 
A  father's  fondnefs ;  let  me  fnatch  thee  thus  ; 
Thus  fold  thee  in  my  arms.     Such,  fuch,  was  I 

l^Embraces  HippolitUJ. 
When  firfl;  I  faw  thy  mother,  chafle  Camilla ; 
And  much  fiie  lov'd  me. — Oh  1  Did  Phxdra  view- 

me 
With  half  that  fondnefs  I — But  file's  flill  unkind ; 
Elfc  hafly  joy  had  brought  her  to  thefe  arms, 
To  welcome  me  to  liberty,  to  life  ; 
And  make  that  life  a  bleffing.     Come,  my  fon, 
Let  us  to  Pha;dra. 

HIPPOIITITS. 

Pardon  me,  my  lord. 

THESEUS. 

Forget  her  formi;r  treatrrtent ;  flic's  too  good 
Still  to  perflll  in  hJtred  to  my  fon. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

0  :  Let  me  fly  from  Crete, from  you,  {Afld^. 

and  Phaedra. 

THESEUS. 

My  fon,  what  means  this  turn  ?  tliis  fudden  flart  ? 
Why  vv.iuld  you  fly  from  Crete,  and  from  your 
father  ? 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Not  from  my  father,  but  from  lazy  Crete  ; 
To  follow  danger,  and  acquire  renown  : 
To  quell  the  mnnfters  that  efcap'd  your  fword, 
And  make  the  world  confefs  me  Thefeus'  fon. 

THESEUS. 

What  can  this  coldnefs  mean  ?  Retire,  my  fen, 
[jEx/V  Hippolitus. 

While  I  attend  the  queen. What  fliock  is  this  ? 

Why  tremble  thus  my  limbs?  why  faints  WtHiefitt?'. 
Why  am  I  tiirill'd  with  fear,"  till'  ft'ow-wufcnown  ? 
^'here's  now  the  joy,  the  ecftafy,  and  tranfport, 
That  warni'd  my  foul,  and  urg'd  me  on  to  Phsedra? 
U  1  had  1  never  lov'd  her,  I'd  been  blefl. 

S)rrow  and  joy,  in  love,  alternate  reign  ; 
Sweet  is  the  blifs,  diftradliug  is  the  pain. 
So  when  the  Nile  its  fruitful  deluge  fpreads, 
And  genial  heat  informs  its  flimy  beds; 
Here  yellow  harvefts  crown  the  fertile  plain, 
I'hcre    monftrous    ferpents   fright   the   labouring 

fwain  : 
A  various  produ(5l  fills  the  fatten'd  fand, 
And  the  fame  floods  enrich  and  curfe  the  land. 


ACT   IV. 

Enter  hY coys  f Jus. 

LYCON. 

This  may  gain  time  till  all  my  wealth's embark'd, 
To  ward  my  fues  revenge,  and  finifli  mine, 
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And  fliake  that  empire  which  I  can't  poffefs. 
But  then  the  queen She  dies Why  let  her 

die; 
Let  wide  dc(tru(5tion  feize  on  all  together, 

So  Lycon  live. A  fafe  triumphant  exile, 

Greaf  in  difgrace,  and  envy'd  in  his  fall. 

The  quten  ' — then   try   thy   art,   and   work  her 

pafTions. 

Eni:r  PHJEDRA  and  Attendants. 

Draw  her  to  &&  what  moft  her  foul  abhors, 
Poffefs  her  whole,  and  fpeak  thyfelf  in  Phsdra. 

PHiEDRA. 

Off,  let  me  loofe;  why,  cruel  barbarous  maids, 
"Why  am  I  barr'd  from  death,  the  common  refuge 
That  fp^eads  its  hofpitable  arms  for  all  ? 
"Why  muft  I  drag  th'  infufferable  load 
Of  fi  ul  difiionour,  and  defpairing  love  ? 
Oh  .  length  of  pain  :  Am  I  fo  often  dying, 
And  yet  not  dead  ?  Feel  I  fo  oft  death's  pangs, 
Kor  once  can  find  its  eafe  ? 
LYCo^f. 
Would  you  now  die  ? 
llow  quit  the  field  to  your  infulting  foe  ? 
Then  (hall  he  triumph  o'er  your  blafted  name  : 
Ages  to  come,  the  uiiiverfe,  (hall  learn 
The  wide  immortal  infamy  of  Phaedra  : 
And  the  poor  babe,  the  idol  of  your  foul. 
The  lovely  image  of  your  d;ar  dead  lord, 
Shall  be  upbraided  with  his  mother's  crimes  ; 
Shall  bear  your  (hame,  (hall  fink  beneath  your 

faults ; 
Inherit  your  difgrace,  but  not  your  crown, 

PII^DRA 

Muft  he  too  fall,  mvolv'd  in  my  deftrudion. 
And  only  live  to  curfe  the  n  mie  of  Phxdra  ? 
Oh  dear,  unhappy  babe    muft  1  bequeath  thee 
Only  a  fad  inheritance  of  woe  ? 
Gods  '.  cruel  gods  \  can't  all  my  pains  atone, 
Unlefs  they  reach  my  infant'^  guiitlefs  head  ? 
Oh  loft  eftate  '.  wh«n  life's  fo  (harp  a  torment, 
And  death  itfelf  can't  eafe  :  Afht.  me,  Lycon, 
Advife,  fpeak  comfort  to  my  troubled  foul. 

LYCON. 

'Tis  you  muft  drive  that  trouble  from  your  foul; 
As    ftreamb,    when    dam'd,    forget   their    ancient 
current,  [flow ; 

And  wondetmg  at  their  banks,   in  other  channels 
So  muft  you  bend  your  thnuglus  from  hopelefs  love. 
So  turn  their  cnurie  to  Thulcu!.'  happy  bofom. 
And  crown  his  eager   hopes  with  wifli'd  enjoy- 
ment ; 
Then  with  frefti  charms  adorn  your  troubled  looks, 
Difpby  tl.e  beauties  firft  infpii'd  liis  foul. 
Soothe  with  your  voice,  and  woo  him  with  your 
eyes. 

PHiEDRA. 

TmpolTible  '.   What  woo  him  with  thcfe  eyes, 
Still  wet  with  tears, that  flovv'd — but  not  for  rhe- 

f.us  ? 
This  tongue  fo  UbM  to  found  another  name  ; 
What  :  tiike  him  to  my  arms  .  Oh  awful  Juno  ! 
Touch,  love,  carel's  him  1   while   my  wandering 

(ancy 


On  other  objedls  ftrays  ?  A  lewd  adultrefs 
In  the  chafte  bed  ?  And  in  the  father's  arms, 
f  Oh  horrid  thought     Oh  execrable  inceft  '.') 
Ev'n  m  the  father's  arms  embrace  the  fon  ? 

lYCON. 

Yet  you  muft  fee  him,  left  impatient  love 
Should  urge  his  temper  to  too  nice  a  fearch, 
And  ill-tim'd  abfence  fhould  difclofe  ydur  crime. 

PHJEDRA. 

Could  I,  when  prefent  ro  his  awful  eyes, 
Conceal  the  wild  diforders  of  niy  foul  ? 
V/ould  not  my  groans,  my  looks,  my  fpecch,  be- 
tray me  ? 
Betray  thee,  Phaedra  I  then  thou'rt  not  betray'd  I 
Live,  live  fecure,  adoring  Crete  conceals  thee  : 
Thy  pious  love,  and  moft  endearing  goodnefs. 
Will  charm  the  kind  Hippolitus  to  filence. 
Oh  wretched  Phssdra  ;  oh  ill-guarded  fecret.*'. 
To  foes  alone  difclos'd  ! 

LYCON. 

I  needs  muft  fear  them, 
Spight  of  their  oaths,  their  vows,  their  imprecar- 
tions, 

PHJEDRA. 

Do  imprecations,  oaths,  or  vow*  avail '. 
I  too  have  fworn,  ev'n  at  the  altar  fworn 
Eternal  love  and  eii4'"f'  ^^''^  ^°  Thefeus ; 
And  yet  am  faiie,  forfworn  :  The  hallow'd  farine. 
That  heard  me  fwear,  is  witnefs  to  my  falfehood. 
The  youth,  the  very  author  of  my  crimes, 
Ev'n  he  (hall  tell  the  fault  himfelf  infpir'd  ; 
The  fatal  eloquence,  that  charm'd  my  foul, 
Shall  laviih  all  its  art  to  my  deftrudion. 

LYCON 

Oh  he  will  tell  it  all  \ — Deftru(Sion  feize  him  !— ^ 
With  feeming  grief,  and  aggravating  pity. 
And  more  to  blacken   will  excufe  your  folly ; 
Falfe  teirs  fliall  wet  his  unrelenting  eyes, 
And  his  glad  heart  with  artful  fighs  (hall  heave  : 
Then  Thtfeu~ — How  will  indignation  fwell 
Hi-^  mighty  heart !  How  his  majeftic  frame 
Will  (hake  with  rage  too  fierce,  too  fwift  for  vent'. 
How  he'll  expofe  you  to  the  public  fcorn. 
And    loathing    crowds   fnall   murmur   out   their 

horror  '. 

Then  the  fierce  Scythian Now  methinks  I  fee 

His  fiery  eyes  with  fullen  pleafures  glow, 
Survey  your  tortures,  and  infult  yo\ir  pangs ; 
I  fee  him,  fmiling  on  the  pleas'd  Ifmena, 
Point    out   with   fcorn    the    once    proud   tyrant 

Phsdra. 

Pn.TDRA. 

Curft  be  his  name  ;  May  infamy  attend  him! 
May  fwift  deftrudion  fall  upon  his  head, 
Hurl'd  by  the  hand  of  thofe  he  moft  adores  ! 

LVCON. 

By    Heaven,    prophetic    truth    infpires    your 
tongue  ! 
He  (hall  endure  the  (hame  he  means  to  give  ; 
And  all  the  t'Tmeiits  which  he  heaps  on  you. 
With  juft  revenge,  (hall  Tl-.i-ftus  turn  on  him. 
i'h;eura. 
Is't  pofTible  ?  Oh  Lycon  '.  Oh  my  refuge  1 
Oh  ^;ood  old  man  :  '1  hou  oracie  of  wildom  1 
Declare  the  means,  t.'rat  Fh.-cdra  may  adore  the;. 


PH.^DRA   AND    HIPPOLITUS. 
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LYCON. 

Accufe  him  firft. 

PHJEDRA. 

Oh  Heavens  '.  Accufe  the  guiltkfs  ! 

LVCON. 

Then  be  accus'd  ;  let  I'hefeus  know  your  crime; 
Let  lafting  infamy  o'erwhelm  your  glory; 

Let  your  foe  triumph,  and  your  infant  fall 

Shake  off  this  idle  lethargy  of  pity, 

With  ready  war  prevent  th'  invading  foe, 

Preferve  your  glory,  and  fecure  your  vengeance  : 

Be  yours  the  fruit,  fecurity,  and  eafe  ; 

The  guilt,  the  danger,  and  the  labour,  mine, 

PHiEDRA. 

Heavens  1  Thefeus  comes  \ 

Enter  THESEUS. 
LVCON. 

Declare  your  laft  rcfolvea. 

PH^DRA. 

Do  you  refolve,  for  Phaedra  can  do  nothing. 

\_Exit  Phsedra. 

I.YC8N. 

New,  Lycon,  heighten  his  impatient  love, 
Now  raife  his  pity,  now  enfiame  his  rage, 
Quicken  his  hopes,  then  quafli  them  with  defpair ; 
Work  his  tumultuous  pafliens  into  frenzy ; 
Unite  them  all,  then  turn  them  on  the  foe. 

THESEUS. 

Was  that  my  queen,  my  wife,  my  idol,  Phaedra? 
Does  fhe  ftill  (hun  me.'  Oh  injurious  Heaven  1 
Why  did  you  give  me  back  again  to  life  ? 
Why  diJ  yon  love  me  from  the  rage  of  battle. 
To  let  me  fall  by  her  more  fatal  hatred  ? 

LYCON. 

Her  hatred  I   No,  fhe  loves  you  with  fuch  fond- 

nefs. 
As  none  but  that  of  Thefeus  e'er  could  equal; 
Yet  fo   the   gods  have  doom'd,  fo  Heaven  will 

have  it. 
She  ne'er  muft  view  her  much-lov'd  Thefeus  more. 

THESEUS. 

Not  fee  her  I   By  my  fuflerings  but  I  will. 
Though  troops  embattled  fhould  oppofe  my  paf- 

fage. 
And  ready  death  fhould  guard  the  fatal  way. 
Not  fee  htT  ;   Oh  I'll  clafp  her  in  thefe  arms. 
Break  through  the  idle  bands  that  yet  have  held 

me. 
And  feiae  the  joys  my  honeft  love  may  claim. 

LYCON. 

Is  this  a  time  for  joy .'  when  Phadra's  grief 

THESEDS. 

Ts  this  a  time  for  grief.'  Is  this  my  welcome 
To  air,  to  life,  to  liberty,  and  Crete  ? 
Not  thi-  I  hop'd,  when,  urg'd  by  ardent  love, 
I  wing'd  my  eager  way  to  Phsdra's  arms ; 
Then  to  my  thoughts  relenting  Phsedra  flew. 
With  open  arms,  to  welcome  my  return,        [nefs. 
With  kind  endearing  blame  condemn'd  my  rafh- 
And  made  me  fwear  to  venture  out  no  more. 
Oh  ;  my  w::rm  foul,  my  boiling  fancy  glow'd 
With  charming  hnpes  of  yet  untafted  joy- ; 
New  pleafures  fiil'd  my  mind,  all  dangers,  pains. 
Wars,  wounds,  defeats,  in  that  dear  hope  were  loft. 


And  does  fhe  now  avoid  my  eager  lov^, 
Purfue  me  ftill  with  unrelenting  hatred. 
Invent  new  pains,  deteft,  loath,  fhun  my  fight. 
Fly  my  return,  and  forrow  for  my  fafety  ? 

LYCON. 

O  think  not  fo  '.  for,  by  th'  unerring  gods. 
When  firfl  I  told  her  of  your  wifli'd  return. 
When  the  lov'd  name  of  Thefeus  reach'd  her  ear*, 
At  that  dear  name  fhe  rear'd  her  drooping  head, 
Her  feeble  hands,  and  watery  eyes,  to  Heaven, 
To  blefs  the  bounteous  gods :  at  that  dear  nams 
The  raging  tempeft  of  her  grief  was  calm'd  ; 
Her  fighs  were  hufh'd,  and  tears  forgot  to  flow, 

THESEUS. 

Did  my  return  bring  comfort  to  her  forrow  T 
Then  hafte,  conduct  me  to  the  lovely  mourner  ; 
O  I  will  kifs  the  pearly  drops  away  ; 
Suck  frcm  her  rofy  lips  the  fragrant  fighs ; 
With  (Jther  fighs  her  panting  breaft  fhall  heave. 
With  other  dews  her  fwim.ming  eyes  fnall  melt. 
With  other  pangs  her  throbbing  heart  fhall  beat, 
And  all  her  forrows  Ihall  be  loft  in  love. 

LYCON. 

Does  Thefeus  burn  with  fuch  unheard  of  paf» 
Con .'  [him, 

And  muft  not  fhe  with  out-ftretch'd  arms  receive 
And  with  an  equal  ardour  meet  his  vows. 
The  vows  of  one  fo  dear  1   O  righteous  gods  I 
Why  muft  the  bleeding  heart  of  I'hefeus  bear 
Such  torturing  pangs  ?  while  PhEedra,  dead  to  love, 
Now  with  accufing  eyes  on  angry  Heaven 
Stedfaftly  gaze-,  and  upbraids  the  gods; 
Now  with  dumb  piercing  grief,  and  humble  Ciame, 
Fixes  her  gloomy  watery  orbs  to  earth  ; 
Now  burft  with  fwelling  anguifti,  rends  the  fkies 
With  loud  complaints  of  her  outrageous  wrongs  ? 

THESEUS. 

Wrong'd  1    Is  fhe  wr'ng'd  ?  and  lives  he  yet 
who  wrong'd  her  ? 

LYCON. 

He  lives,  fo  great,  fo  happy,  fo  belov'd. 
That  Phxdra  fcarce  can  hope,  fcarce  wifh  revenge. 

1  HliSEUS. 

Shall  Thefeus  live,  and  not  revenge  his  Phaedra? 
Gods  1  fhall  this  arm,  renown'd  tor  righteous  ven- 
geance. 
For  quelling  tyrants,  and  redrefling  wrongs. 
Now  fail  ?  now  firft,  when  Phaedra's  injur'd,  fail  ? 
Speak,  Lycon,  halte  declare  the  fecret  villain. 
The  wretch  Jo  meanly  bafc  to  irijure  Phsdra, 
So  rafhly  brave  to  dare  the  fword  of  Tnefeus. 

LYCON. 

I  dare  not  fpeak;  but  fure  her  wrongs  are  mighty : 
The  pale  cold  hue  that  deadens  all  her  charms. 
Her  fighs,  her  hollow  groans,  her  flowing  tears. 
Make  me  fufpedl  her  monftrous  grief  will  end  her, 

THESKUS. 

End  her  ?  end  Thefeus  firft,  and  ail  mankind; 
But  moft  that  villain,  that  detefted  flave. 
That  brutal  coward,  that  dark  lurking  wretch  I 

LYCON. 

O  noble  heat  of  unexampled  love  I 
This  Phsdra  hop'd,  when  in  the  midft  of  grief, 
In  the  vt'iid  torrent  of  o'erwhelming  lorrows. 
She,  groaning,  ftdl  invok'd,  ftiU  cali'd  on  Thefeus. 


5o6 


THE    WORKS    OF    SMITH. 


THESEUS. 

Did   flic   then   name   me  1    Did   the   weeping 
charmer 
Invoke  my  name,  and  call  for  aid  on  Thefeus  ? 
Oh  that  lov'd  voice  upbraided  my  delay. 
"Why  then  this  {lay  ?  I  come,  I  Hy,  oh  Ph.Tsdra  ! 
I-ead  on — Now,  dark  diilurbcr  of  my  peace, 
If  now    tliou'rt   known,   what  luxury  oi  vcnge- 

ij      aiice — 
Halle,  lead,  condudh  me, 

LYCON, 

Oh  1  I  beg  you  flay. 

THESEUS. 

What  '.  flay  when  Phxdra  calls  ? 

L VCON. 

Oh  1  on  my  knee?, 
Ey  all  the  gods,  my  lord,  I  beg  you  ilay  ; 
As  you  refpcft  your  peace,  your  life,  your  glory  : 
As  Phaedra's  days  are  precious  to  your  foul ; 
By  all  your  love,  by  all  her  furrows,  flay. 

THESEUS. 

Where  lies  the  danger  ?  wherefore  fnould  I  {lay  ? 
LrcoN, 

Your  fuddcn  prefeiice  would  furprife  her  foul, 
RenevT  the  j^allin^  iniaj^e  nf  her  wrongs, 
Revivc_her  forrow,  iiidig^iiation,  {linme  ; 
And  all  your  fon  would  flrike  her  from  your  eyes. 

THESEDS. 

My  fon! — But  he's  too  good,   too  brave  to 

wrong  her.  [furprife, 

— "Whence  then  that  fhocking  change,  that  llrong 

That  fright  that  feiz'd  him  a:  the  name  of  Phx- 

dra ! 

LYCON. 

Was  he  furpris'd  ?  that  (hevv'd  at  Icall  remorfe. 

THESEUS. 

Remorfe  !    for  what  ?     By  Heavens,  my  trou- 
bled thoughts       • 
Prefage  I'ome  dire  attempt. — Say,  what  remorfe  !• 

I.YCON. 

I  would  not yet  I  muft. This  you  com- 
mand ; 
This  Pha;dia  orders  ;  thrice  her  faulteritig  tongue 
Bads  me  unfold  the  guilty  fcene  to  Thefcus ; 
1'hricc  with  loud  cries  recall'd  me  on  my  way, 
And  blam'd  my  fpeed,  and  chid  my  ra(h  obedience, 
L.e{l  the  unwelcome  tale  Hiould  wound  your  peace. 
At  iaft,  with  looks  ferencly  fad,  fhe  cry'd, 
Go,  tell  it  all  ;  but  in  fuch  artful  words. 
Such  tender  accents,  and  fuch  melting  founds, 
As  may  appeafe  his  rage,  and  move  his  pity  •, 
As  may  incline  him  to  forgive  his  fon 
A  grievous  fault,  but  flill  a  fault  of  love. 

THESEUS. 

Of  love!   what  flrange  fufplcions  rack  my  foul.? 
As  you  regard  my  peace,  declare,  what  love  1 

LVCON. 

So  urg'd,  I  muft  declare;  yet,  pitying  Heaven, 
Why  mufl  I  fpeak  ?  Why  muft  uinvillitig  Lycon 
Accufe  the  prince  of  impious  love  to  Phxdra  i 

THESEUS. 

Love  to  his  mother  !  to  the  wife  of  Thefeus '. 

LYCON. 

Yes,  at  the  moment  lirft  he  view'd  her  eyes, 
Ev'ii  at  the  aliar,  when  you  join'd  your  hands, 


His  eafy  heart  receiv'd  the  guilry  flame, 

And  from  that  liui'-.  he  preft  her  with  hispafiion. 

THESEUS. 

Then    'twas    for  this  ihe  banifh'd  him  from 
Crete  : 
I  thought  it  hatred  all  :    O  righteous  hatred  ;■  ' 
Forgive  me,  Heaven;  fo-give  me,  injur'd  Phaedra, 
That  I  in  fccret  have  condemn'd  thy  Jullice. 
Oh  !  'tvi'a^  all  juft,  and  Ihcfeus  fhall  jrevciige, 
£v'n  on  his  fon,  revenjre  his  Phasdra's  wrongs. 

y  LYCON. 

What  eafy  tools  ar^  thefe  blunt  honeft  heroes. 
Who  with  keen  hunger  gorge  the  naked  hook, 
Prevent  the  bait  the  ilatefman's  art  prepares. 

And  poft  to  ruin  ! Go,  believing  fool, 

Go  3(51  thy  far-fam'd  juftice  on  thy  fon, 

Next  on  thyfelf,  and  both  make  way  fur  Lycnn. 

THESEUS. 

Ha  1  am  I  fure  fhs's  wrong'd  ?  perhaps  'tis  ma- 
lice. 
Slave,  make  it  clear,  make  good  your  accufation. 
Or  treble  fury  fliall  revenge  my  f  ^n. 

LYCON. 

Am  I  tlien  doubted  1   and  can  faithful  Lycon 
Be  tlioiight  to  forge  fuch  execrable  falfehoods  ? 
G<id3  i  when  the  queen  unwillingly  complains, 
Can  you  fufpevil:  her  truth  ?    O  godllks  Thtfeus  I 
Is  this  the  love  you  bear  unhappy  Ph.nedra  : 
Is  this  her  hop'd-for  aid  1    Go,  wretched  matron. 
Sigh  to  the  winds,  and  rend  th'  unpityiiig  heavens 
W'ith  thy  vain  forrows,  {ince  relentlefs  Thefeus, 
Thy  hope,  thy  refuge,   Thefeus,   will  not  hear 
thee  ! 

THESEUS. 

Not  hear  my  PhaEdral  Net  revenge  her  wrongs  I 
Speak,   make  thv  proofs,  u.Td  then  his  doom's  a; 

fixd 
As  when  Jove  fpcaks,  and  high  Olympus  fhakes. 
And  Tate  his  voice  obeys. 

LYCON. 

Bear  witneD,  Heaven  !- 
With  what  reludlarxe  1  produce  this  fword, 
This  fatal  proof  agaiiift  th'  unhappy  prince, 
Le.T.  it  Ihould  work  your  juftice  to  his  ruin. 
And  prove  he  aim'd  at  force,  as  well  as  inccft. 

THESECS. 

Gods '   'tis  illufion  all !    Is  this  the  fwcrd 
By  which  Procruftes,  Scyron,  Pallas  fell  ? 
Is  this  the  weapon  which  my  darling  Ion 
Swore  to  employ  ii'.  nought  but  aCls  of  honour  : 
Now,  faithful  youth,  thou  nobly  haft  fii'fill'd 
Thy  generous  proroife.     O  mnft  injur'd  Phssdra  1 
Why  did  I  truft  to  hi^  deceitful  form  ? 
Why  blame  thy  juftice,  or  fiifpcd  thy  truth  ? 

LYeON. 

Had  you  this  morn  beheld  his  ardent  eyes, 
Seen  his  arm  lock'd  in  her  diihevel'il  hair. 
That  weapon  glittering  o'er  her  trembling bofom. 
Whilft  Ihe  with  {"creams  refiis'd  his  impious  love, 
Entreating  death,  and  rifing  to  the  wotmj. 
Oh  !   had  you  feen  her,  when  the  frighted  youth 
Retir'd  at  your  approach  :    had  you  then  fccn 

her. 
In  the  challc  tranfports  cf  Vccoming  fury, 


PHiiiDRA    AND 

Seize  on  the  fword,  to  pierce  her  guilflefs  hr.fom  : 
Had    you    feen    this,    you  could  not   doubt  her 
truth. 

TTIESF.U3. 

oh  impious  nionflet  !  Oh  forgive  me,  Phxdra  1 
And  may  the  gods  inipire  my  injur'd  foul 
With  equal  veiigeauct;  that  may  fuit  his  crimes. 

lYCON. 

For  rhjcdra's  fake,  forbear  to  talk  of  vengeance ; 
That,  with  new  paius,  v/ould  wound  her  tender 

breaft  : 
Send  him  away  from  Crete,  and  by  his  abfence 
Give  Phxdra  quiet,  and  afford  him  mercy. 

THESEUS. 

Mercy  I  for  what  I    Oh  I   well  has  he  rewarded 
Poor    Phasdru's    mercy. Oh    mod   barbarous 

traitor! 
To  wrong  fuch  beauty,  and  infult  fiich  goodncf^. 
Mercy  !   what's  that  ?  a  virtue  coin'd  by  villains. 
Who  praife   the   weaknefs  whicli  fapports  their 

crimes. 
Ec  mute,  and  fly,  left  when  my  rage  is  rous'd, 
Thou  for  thyfelf  in  vain  implore  my  mtrcy. 

I.VCON. 

Dull  fool,    I  laugh  at  niercy  more  than  tliou 

duft. 
More  than  I  do  tlie  jaftice  thou'rt  fo  fnnd  of. 
Now  come,  young  liero,  to  thy  father's  arms, 
Receive  the  due  reward  of  haughty  virtue  ; 
Now  bouft  thy  rate,  and  laugh  at  earth-born  Ly- 

ton.  [£xit. 

Enter   niPPOLITUS. 

THESEUS. 

Yet  can  it  be  ? — Is  this  th'  incefiuous  villain  ? 
H(nv  great  his  prefence,  how  eretSl  his  lock. 
How  every  grace,  how  all  !ils  virtunus  mother 
Shines  in  his  face,  and  charms  me  from  his  eyes  I 
Oh  Naptu!;e  1  Oh,  gre.it  founder  of  our  race  '. 
Why  was  he  fram'd  with  fuch  a  godlike  look  ? 
Why  wears  he  not  fome  moll  detefted  form, 
Baleful  to  fight,  as  horrible  to  thought, 
That  I  might  a6l  my  juftice  with.out  grief, 
Punifli  the  villain,  nor  regret  the  fon  ? 

HIPI'OLITUS. 

May  I  prefume  to  afk,  what  fecret  care 
Broods    in    your  breaft,    and  clouds  your   royal 

brew  .' 
"Why  dart  your  awful  e)'es  thofe  angry  beams, 
And  fright  Hipj'olitus,  thty  us'd  to  cheer  ? 

THESEUS. 

Anfwer  me  firft  :  v\lien  call'd  to  wait  on  Ph.x- 
dra. 
What  fudden  fear  furpris'd  your  troubled  foul  ? 
Why  did  your  ebbing  blood  forfake  your  chteks  ? 
Why  did  you  hafttn  from  your  father's  arms. 
To  fnun  the  queen  your  duty  bids  you  pleafe  ? 
nirpOLiTus. 
My   lord,  to   pleafe   the  queen,   I'm  forc'd  to 
fhun  her. 
And  keep  this  hated  objedl  from  her  fight. 

■1  HESEUS. 

Say,  what's  the  caufe  of  her  inveterate  hatred  ? 

HIPI'OLITUS. 

My  lord,  as  yet  I  never  gave  her  caufe. 


HJPPOLITUS. 


Co^ 


THESEUS. 

Oh  were  it  fol   [Afide.']  When  laft  did  you  at- 
tend her  ? 

lIIPrOLITUS. 

WK°n  laft  attend  her  .'—Oh  unhappy  queen! 
Your  error's  known,  yet  I  difdain  to  wrong  you. 
Or  to  betray  a  fault  myfelf  have  caus'd.  \_yifiJe. 
When  laft  attend  her  ? ■ 

1-UESEUS. 

Anfvi'er  me  dirccftly ; 
Nor  dare  to  trifle  with  your  father's  rage. 

HIPPOHTUS. 

My  lord,  this  very  morn  I  faw  the  queen. 

THESEUS. 

What  pafs'd .'' 

HIPPOLITUS. 

I  aflc'd  perniiffion  to  retire. 

THESEUS. 

And  was  that  all  ? 

HIPPOLITUS. 

My  lord,  I  humbly  beg. 
With  the  moft  low  fubmiffions,  alk  no  more. 

THESEUS. 

Yet  you  don't  anfvi'er  with  your  low  fubmifiions, 
Anfwer,  or  never  hope  to  fee  me  more. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Too  much  he  knows,  1  fear,  without  my  tellino'; 
Andchepoorqueen'sbctray'dand  Icftforcver.  \_Aj1Ji:. 

THCS2US. 

He  changes,  gods!  and  faulters  at  the  queftion  : 
His  fears,  his  words,  his  looks  declare  him  guilty. 

[Afdc. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Why  do  you  frown,  my  lord  ?  Wliy  turn  away. 
As  from  fome  loathfome  monfter,  not  your  fon  r 

THESEUS. 

Thou  art  that  monfter,  and  no  more  my  fon. 
Not  gne  of  thofe  of  the  moft  horrid  form, 
Of  which  my  hand  has  eas'd  the  burthen'd  earth. 
Was  half  fo  ftiocking  to  my  fight  as  thou. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Where  am  T,  gods .'  Is  that  my  father  Thefeus ' 
Am  I  awake.'  Am  I  Hippolitus  ? 

THESEUS. 

Thou  are  that  fiend. — Thou  art  Hippolitus. 

Thou  art  I Oh  frtll  !  Oh  fatal  ftain  to  honour  ! 

How  had  my  vain  imagination  form'd  thee  I 
Brave  as  Alcides,  and  as  Minos  juft  ! 
Sometimes  It  led  me  through  the  maze  of  war  ; 
There  it  furvey'd  thee  ranging  through  the  iield, 
Mowing  down  troops,  and  dealing  out  deftrucflion; 
Sometiuies  with  vvholefome  laws  re.*"orniing  ftates. 
Crowning  their  happy  joys  with  peace  and  plenty. 
While  you 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Wi'.h  all  my  father's  foul  infpir'd. 
Burnt  with  impatient  thirft  of  early  honour. 
To  hunt  through  bloody  fields  the  chafe  of  glory, 
And  blefs  your  age  with  trophies  hke  your  own. 
Gods    How  that  warm'd  me  1   How  my  throbbing 

heart 
Leapt  to  the  i.mage  of  my  father's  joy, 
When  you  flinuld /train  nie  in  your  folding  arm?. 
And  with  kind  raptures,  and  with  fibbing  joySj 
Coinmeiid  my  valour,  and  conffffs  ycur  fon  1 
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How  did  I  think  my  glorious  toil  o'ei-paid? 
Then  great  indeed,  and  in  my  father's  love. 
With  more  than  conqueft  cro.vn'd?   Go  on,  Hip- 

politus, 
Go  tread  the  riigjred  paths  of  daripnr  honc>"r; 
Praftife  the  firidtft  and  auftereft  vii-u^, 
And  all  the  rijjid  laws  of  lighteou^  Minos; 
Thefeus,  thy  father  Theleus,  wiU  reward  thee. 

THESEUS. 

Reward  thee? Yes,  as  Minos  would  reward 

thee. 
Was  Minos  then  thy  pat'ern?  And  did  Minos, 
The  great,  the  good,  the  iufl,  the  righteous  Minos, 
The  judge  of  hell,  and  oracle  of  earth. 
Did  he  infpire  adultery,  force,  and  juccfl  ? 

IS  MEN  A  appears, 
ISI.ItNA. 

Ha!  What's  this?  [#«''■• 

HirPCLITUS- 

Amazement!  Inccfl  ! 

THESEUS. 

Incefl  with  Phxdra,  with  thy  mother  Phsedra. 

HIPPOLiTUS. 

This  charge  fo  unexpeAed,  fo  amazing. 
So  new,  fo  flrange,  impoflible  to  thought, 
Stuns  my  aftonifh'd  foul,  and  ties  my  voice. 

THESEUS. 

Then  let  this  wake   thee,    this  once  glorious 
fword, 
With  which  thy  father  arm'd  thy  infant  hand, 
Kot  for  this  purpofe.     Oh  abandon'd  flave  \ 
Oh  early  villian!    Mofl:  detelled  coward  \ 
With  this  my  inftrument  of  youtiiful  glory  \ 

AVith  this  ' .Qh  noble  entrance  into  arms  ! 

With  this  t'  invade  the  fpotlefs  Plisdra's  honour? 
Pliaedra  1   My  life  !   My  better  h-,ilf,  my  queen  : 
That  very  Phasdra,  for  whofe  jufl  defence 
The  gods  would  claim  thy  fword. 

HIFPOLITUS. 

Amazement  I  Death  I 
Heavens !    Durft  I   raife  the  far-fan-.'d  I'word  of 

Thefeus 
Againfl;  his  queen,  agEinH:  my  mother's  bofoin. 
t.iksE'J:;. 
If   not,   declare  when,    where,  and   how   you 
loft  it  ?  [filent. 

How  Phxdra  gain'd  It  ?   Oh   all   the  gods  I   He's 
M^hy  v^as  it  barr'd  ?  Whole  bofom  was  it  aim  d 
at  ?  [checks. 

What    meant   thy   arm    advanc'd,    thy    glowing 
Thy  hand,  heart,    eyes  ?    Oh   villain  !   monllroJs 
villain  ! 

TliPPOMTUS. 

Is   there   no   way,    no    thought,    no   beam   of 
light  » 
No  clue  to  guide  mc  through  this  gloomy  maze. 
To  clear  my  honour,  yet  preftrve  my  faith  ? 
None :   None,  ye   powers !    And  mufl    I    groan 

beneath 
This  execrable  load  of  foul  diflionour  ? 
Muft  Thefeus  fuffer  fuch  unheard-of  torture  ! 
Thefeus,  my  father  :    No,  I'll  break  through  all; 
AH  oaths,  all  vows,  all  idle  imprecations, 
I  give  them  to  the  wjiida.     Hear  nie,  my  lord! 


He?r  your  wrong'd  fon.     The  fword Oh  fa- 
tal vow  ! 
Enfnaring  oaths;  and  th"u,  rafh  thoughtlcfs  fool. 
To  bind  thyfelf  in  v.'luiitary  chains  ; 
Yet  to  'hy  fatal  truft  continue  firm  : 
Beneath  dilgrace,  though  infamous  yft  honefto 
Yet  hear  me,  father,  may  the  righteous  gods 
Shower  all  their  ourfes  on  this  wretched  head. 
Oh  may  they  doom  me  ! — 

THESEUS. 

Yes,  the  gods  will  doom  the». 
The  fword,  the  fword  !  Now  fwear,  and  call  to 

witnefs 
Heaven,  hell,  and  earth.     I  mark  it  not  from  oncj 
That  breathes  beneath  fuch  complicated  guilt. 

KIPPOLITUS. 

Was  that  like  guilt,  when  with  expanded  arms,. 
I  fprang  to  meet  you  at  your  wifli'd  return  ? 
D'.es  this  appear  like  guilt?  When  thus  ferene, 
With  eyes  erccft.   and  vifage  unapall'd, 
Fixt  on  that  awful  face,  I  (land  the  charge ; 
Amaz'd,  not  fearing  :   Say,  if  I  am  guilty. 
Where  are  the  onfcious  looks,  the  face  now  pale. 
Now  flufhing  red,  the  downcaft  haggard  eyes. 
Or  fix'd  on  earth,  or  flowly  rais'd  to  catch 
A  fearful  view,  then  funk  again  with  horror  ? 

■i  HESEUS. 

This  is  for  raw,  untaught,  unfinifli'd  villains. 
Thou  in  thy  bloom  haft,  reach'd  th'  abhorr'd  per- 

fedlion  : 
Thy  even  looks  could  wear  a  peaceful  calm. 
The  beauteous  flamp  (oh  Heavens!)  of  faultlefs 

virtue, 
X'/hile  thy  foul  heart  contrlv'd  this  horrid  deed. 
Oil  harden'd  fiend,  can't  fuch  trinfcending  crimes 
Diilurb  thy  foul,  or  ruflle  thy  fmooth  brow  ? 
What,   no  remorfe  !    No  qualms  I    No  pricking 

pangs  1 
No  feeble  ftruggle  of  rebelling  honour  1 

0  'twas  thy  joy  :   thy  fecrct  h  ard  of  blifs. 
To  diea.'n,  to  ponder,  ai5i:  it  o'er  in  thought; 
To  doat,  to  dwell  on  ;  as  rejoicing  milers 
Brood  o'er  their  precious  (lores  of  fecret  gold. 

Hippoii  I  us. 
Muft  I  not  fpeak  ?    Then  fay,  unerring  Hea^ 
ven , 
Why  was  i  horn  \a  ith  fuch  a  thirfl  of  glory  ? 
Why  did  this  morning  dawn  to  my  dilhoiiour  I 
Why  did  not  pitying  fare  with  ready  death 
Prevent  the  guilty  day  ? 

THESEUS. 

Guilty  indeed. 
Ev'n  at  the  time  you  heard  your  father's  death, 
And  fuch  a  father  (O  immortal  gods!) 
As  h,"ld  thee  dearer  than  his  life  and  glory; 
When  thou  fliouldft  rend  the  (kies  with  clamo- 
rous gncf 
Beat  thy  ^aA  hreafV,  and  tear  thy  ftarting  hair; 
Then  to  my  be-1  to  force  your  impious  way  ; 
With  lion  id  liift  t'  infult  my  yet  warm  urn  ; 
Make  me  the  (torn  of  hell,  the  fport  for  fiends  ! 
Thefc  are  the  funeral  honours  paid  to  Thefeus, 

1  hefe  are  the  f  Trow-,  thcfe  the  h.nllow'd  rites, 
'I'o  which  you'd  call  joui  futhtr's  I'.ovciing  fpi- 

lit. 


PH^DRA    AND    H/PPOLITUS. 


Enter  ismena. 

ISMENA. 

Hear  me,  my  lord,  ere  yet  you  fix  his  doom  : 

[Taming  to  "Vhikm. 
tiear  one  that  comes  to  fhield  his  injur'd  honour, 
And  guard  his  life  witji  hazard  of  her  own. 

THESEUS. 

Though  thou'rt  the  daugrhter  of  my  hated  foe. 
Though  even  thy  beauty's  loathfome  to  my  eyes, 
Yet  juflicc  bids  me  hear  thee. 

ISMEKA.  . 

Thus  I  thank  thee.   {Kneels. 
Then  know,  miftaken  prince,  his  honeft  foul 
Could  ne'er  be  fway'd  by  impious  love  to  Phssdra, 
Since  1  before  engag'd  his  early  vows ; 
With  all  my  wiles  fubdu'd  his  {Iruggling  heart ; 
For  long  his  duty  flruggled  with  his  love. 

THESEUS. 

Speak,  is  this  true  .'  On  thy  obedience,  foeak. 

HIPPOLITJS. 

So  charjj'd,  1  own  the  dangerous  truth  ;  I.  own, 
Againfl  her  will,  1  lov'd  the  fair  limena. 

THESEUS. 

Canft  thou  be  only  clear'd  by  difobedience, 
And  juftify'd  by  crimes  ? — Wliat  I   love  my  foe  ! 
Love  one  defcended  from  a  race  of  tyrants, 
Whofe  blood  yet  reeks  on  my  avenging  fword  ! 
I'm  curft  each  moment  I  delay  thy  fate  : 
Hafte  to  the  (hades,  and  tell  the  happy  Pallas 
Ifmena's  flames,  and  let  him  tafte  fuch  joys 
As  thou  giv'ft  me ;  go  tell  applauding  Minos 
The  pious  love  you  bore  his  daughter  Phsedra  ; 
Tell  it  the  chattering  ghofts,  and  hifllng  furies. 
Tell  it  the  grinning  fiends,  till  hell  found  nothing 
To  thy  pleas'd  ears  but  Phadra  and  Ifmena. 

Enter  cratander. 

Seize  him,  Cratander;  take  this  guilty  fword, 
Let  his  own  hand  avenge  the  crimes  it  abted. 
And  bid  him  die,  at  lead,  like  Thefeus'  fon. 
Take  him  away,  and  execute  my  orders. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Heavens  '.  how  that  ftrikes  me  I  How  it  wounds 
my  foul ! 
To  think  of  your  unutterable  forrows. 
When  you  (hall  find  Hippolitub  was  guiltlefs ! 
Yet  when  you  know  the  innocence  you  doom'd. 
When  you  (hall  mourn  your  fon's  unhappy  fate. 
Oh,  I  befeech  y«u  by  the  love  you  bore  me. 
With  my  laft  words  (my  words  will  then  prevail) 
Oh  for  my  fake  forbear  to  touch  your  life, 
Nor  wound  again  Hippolitus  in  Thefeus. 
Let  all  my  virtues,  all  my  joys,  furvive 
Fre(h  in  your  breaft,  but  be  my  woes  forgot ; 
The  woes  which  fate,  and  not  my  father,  wrought. 
Oh  I  let  me  dwell  for  ever  in  yov.r  thoughts, 
Let  me  be  honour'd  ftiU,  but  not  deplor'd. 

THESEUS. 

Then  thy  chief  care  is  for  thy  father's  life. 
Oh  blooming  hypocrite  !  Oh  young  diffembler  1     . 
Well  haft   thou  fhewn   the   care    thou  tak'A  of 

Thefeus, 
Oh  all  ye  gods  1  how  this  enflames  my  fury  1 
I  fcarce  can  hold  my  rage;    my  eager  hands 

V«i,.  VI. 


No,  difhonour'd  Thc° 


Tremble  to  reach  thee 

feus  1 

Blot  not  thy  fame  with  fuch  a  monger's  blood. 
Suatch  him  away. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Lead  on.     Farev/ell,  Ifmena. 

ISMENA. 

Oil  1   take  me  with  him,  let  me  fhare  his  fate. 
Oh  awful  Thefeus  1    Yet  revoke  his  doom  : 
See,  fee  the   very  minifters  of.  death. 
Though   bred  to  blood,  yet  Ihrink,  and  wilh  to 
fave  him. 

THESEUS. 

Slaves,    villains,   tear  her  from  him,  cut  her 
arms  off. 

ISMENA. 

Oh  I   tear  me,  cut  me,  till  my  fever'd  limbs 
Grow  to  my  lord,  and  fhare  the  pains  he  fuffers. 

THESEUS. 

Villains,  away. 

ISMENA. 

O  Thefeus  !  Hear  me,  hear  me, 

THESEUS. 

Away,  nor  taint  me  with  thy  Iftathfome  touch. 
Off,  woman. 

ISMENA. 

Stay,  oh  flay  :   I'll  tell  yoa  all  [Exit  Thef. 
Already  gone  I — Tell  it,  ye  confcious  walls; 
Bear  it,  ye  winds,  upon  your  pitying  wings; 
Refound  it,  fame,  with  all  your  hundred  tongues- 
Oh  haplefs  youth  '.  All  heaven  confpires  agaiufi: 

you. 
The  confcious  walls  conceal  the  fatal  fecret : 
Th'  untainted  winds  refufe  th'  infedted  load  : 
And  fame  itfelf  is  mute. — Nay,  ev'n  Ifmena, 
Thy  own  Ifmena's  fworn  to  thy  deftrudtion. 

But  ftill,  whate'er  the  cruel  gods  defign,         "i ' 

In  the  fame  fafj  our  equal  ftars  combine,         f 

And  he  who   dooms  thy  death  pronounces f" 

mine.  \ 


ACT.     V. 

Enter  ph^dra  ajtd  lycon. 

LYCON. 

Accuse  yourfelf  I  Oh  :  on  my  knees  I  beg  ycUj 
By  all  the  gods,  recal  the  fatal  melTage. 
Heavens !    Will  you  fland  the  dreaded  rage  ojE 
Thefeus?  [ftrudtion  ?' 

And  brand  your  fame,  and  work  your  own  de- 

.  PHiEBRA. 

By  thee  I'm  branded,  r«nd  by  thee  deftroy'd  ; 
Thou  bofoni  ferpent,  thou  ailuring  fiend  '. 
Yet  fhan't  you  boaft  the  mileries  you  caufe. 
Nor  'fcape  the  ruin  you  have  brought  on  all. 

Ll'CON. 

Was  it  not  your  command  ?  Has  faithful  Lycon 
E'er  fpoke,  e'er  thought,  defign'd,  contriv'd,  or 

afted? 
Has  he  done  aught:  without  the  oueen's  confent  I 

PHAEDRA. 

Plead 'ft  thou    confent  to   what  thou  firft  ia" 
Ipir'dft ,' 
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Was  that  confent  ?  O  fenfelefs  politician  ! 
When  adverfe  pafllon  flruggled  in  my  bread, 
When  anger,  fiar,  love,  lorrow,  jruilt,  defpair, 
Drove  (ut  my  reafoHv  and  ulurp'd  my  foul, 
Yet  this  confent  you  pkad,  O  faithful  Lycon  ! 
Oh  !   (Illy  zealous  for  the  fame  of  Phadra  1 
With  this  yoii  hint  my  name,  and  clear  your  own; 
And  V  hat's  my  fienzy,  will  be  call'd  my  c.-ime  : 
What  then  is  thine  ?  Thou  cool  dtliherate  villain, 
Thou  wife,  forethinki*g,  weighing  politician  1 

LYCON. 

Oh  I    'twas  fo  black,  my  frighted  tongue  re- 
coil'd 
At  its  own  found,  and  horror  fliook  my  foul. 
Yet  ftill,  though  pierc'd  with  fuch   amazing  an- 

g^uifh. 
Such  \\i',  r-jy  zeal,  fo  much  I  lov'd  my  queen, 
1  broke  through  all,  to  fave  the  life  of  Phxdra. 

PH-'EBKA. 

Wl.at's  life  ?  Oh  all  ye  gods  I   can  life  atone 
For  all  the  nionrtrous  crimes  by  which  'tis  bought  ? 
Or  >.an  I  live  ?  When  thou,  oh  foul  of  honour! 
Oh  ear!y  hero  '.  by  my  crimes  art  ruin'd. 
Perhap-  ev'n  now  the  great  unhappy  youth 
Falls  by  the  fordid  hands  rf  butchering  villains  ; 
Now,  now  he  bleeds,  he  dies— Oh  perjur'd  trai- 
tor 1 
•See,  his  rich  blood  in  purple  torrents  flows, 
Ard  nature  iallies  in  unbidden  groans; 
Nor/  mortal  pangs  dillort  his  lovely  form; 
His  rofy  beauties  fade,  his  ftarry  eyes 
Now  darhhi  g  fwim,  and  fix  their  clofing  beams  ; 
Now  in  fhort  gafps  his  labouring  fpirit  heaves, 
And  weakly  flutters  on  his  f.i\:ltering  tongue, 
And  itruggles  into  found.     Hear,  monfter,  hear. 
With  his  lall  bream  he  curfes  perjur'd  Phadra  : 
He  I'lTitnons  Phaedra  to  the  bar  of  Minos; 
Thou  too  Ihal,  there  appear;  to  torture  thee. 
Whole   hell     fhall    be    employ 'd,    and    fuflering 

Phxdra 
Shall  find  fome  eafe  to  fee  thee  ftiill  more  wretched. 

LYCON. 

Oh  all  ye  powers  1    Oh  Phxdra  I  Hear  me, 

hear  me. 
By  all  my  z^al,  by  all  my  anxious  cares. 
By  thofe  luijiappy  crimes  I  wrought  to  ferve  you, 
By  ihcfe  old  wither'd  limbs  and  hoary  hairs, 
By  all  my  tears  1 — Oh  heavens  1    Ihe  minds  me 

not,  [con : 

She  hears  not  my  complaints.     Oh  wretched  Ly- 
To  what  art  thou  referv'd  ? 

PHuEDRA. 

Referv'd  to  all 
The  fliarpefl,  flowcft  pains  tiiat  earth  can  furnifli, 
To  all  1  wifli — On  Phaedra — Guards,  fecure  him. 
[Lycon  carried  njf. 
Ha  '.  Thefeus,  gods  I   My  freezing  blood  congeals, 
A  nd  all  my  tlioughts,  defigns,  and  words  are  loft. 

Enter  theseus. 
THESEUS. 

Doft  thou  at  laft  repent  ?  Oh  lovely  Phxdra  ! 
At  laft  with  equal  ardour  meet  my  vows  : 
O  dear-bought  blclTing  !   Yet  I'll  not  complain, 
IJincc  now  my  fharp e^  grief  is  ail  o'crjaid, 
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I  Andonlyhcightensjoy. — Thenhafte,  my  chartner 
Let's  feaft  our  famifti'd  fouls  with  amorous  riot, 
With  fierceft  blifs  atone  for  our  delay, 
And  in  a  moment  love  the  age  we've  loft. 

PHJEDRA. 

Stand   ofi",   approach   me,    touch  me    not;  fly 
hence. 
Far  as  the  diftant  flcies,  or  deepeft  centre. 

THESEUS. 

Amazement  I  Death  1   Ye  gods  who  guide  the 
world. 
What  can  this  mean  ?  So  fierce  a  deteftation, 
So   ftrong   abhorrence  . Speak,  exquifite   tor- 
mentor '. 
Was  it  for  this  your  fummons  fiU'd  my  foul 
With  eager  raptures,  and  tumultuous  tranfports  ? 
Ev'n  p^iinful  joys,  and  agonies  of  blifs. 
Did  I  for  this  obey  my  Phxdra's  call. 
And  fly  with  trembling  hafte  to  meet  her  arms  ? 
And  am  I  thus  receiv'd  .'  O  cruel  Phasdra! 
Was  it  for  this  you  rouz'd  my  drowfy  foul 
From  the  dull  lethargy  of  hopelcfs  love? 
And  doft  thou  only  fliew  thofe  beauteous  eyes 
To  wake  defpair,  ?nd  blaft  me  with  their  beams? 

PHXDRA. 

Oh  !   were  that  all  to   which   the   gods   have 
doom'd  me  ; 
But  angry  Heaven  has  laid  in  ftore  for  Thefens 
Such  pcrfedl  mifchief,  fuch  tranfcendent  woe. 
That  the  black  image  (hocks  my  frighted  foul, 
And  the  words  die  on  my  reluiftant  toogue. 

THESEUS. 

Fear  not  to  fpe«k  it ;  that  harmonious  voice 
Will  make  the  faddcft  talc  of  forrow  pleafing, 
And  charm  the  grief   it  brings. — Thus  let    me 

hear  it. 
Thus  in  thy  fight ;  thus  gazing  on  thofe  eyes, 
I  can  fupport  the  utmoft  fpite  of  fate,  ("fair  ! 

And  ftand  the  rage  of  heaven.— —Approacn  my 

PH^DRA. 

Off,  or  I  fly  for  ever  from  thy  fight : 
Shall  I  embrace  the  father  of  Hippolitus  ? 

TMESEUS. 

Forget  the  villain,  drive  him  from  your  foul. 

PH.<EDRA. 

Can  I  forget,  or  drive  him  from  my  foul ! 
Oh  I  he  will  ftill  be  prefeut  to  my  eyes  : 
His  words  will  ever  echo  in  my  ears ; 
Still  will  he  be  the  torture  of  my  days, 
Bane  of  my  lite,  and  ruin  of  my  glory. 

THESEUS. 

And  mine  and  all. — Oh  n\oft  abandon'd  vil- 
Oh  lafting  fcandal  to  our  godlike  race  :  [lain  I 

That  could  contrive  a  crime  fo  foul  as  inceft. 

PH.«:DaA. 

Inceft  !  Oh  name  it  not  1 

The  very  mention  fliakes  my  inmoft  fopi: 
The  gods  sre  ftartled  in  their  peaceful  nianfions. 
And  nature  fickcns  at  the  ftiocking  found. 
Thou  brutal  wretch  I  Thou  execrable  monfter  '. 
To  break  through  all  the  laws  that  early  flow 
From  untaught  rtafon,  and  diftinguifli  man; 
Mix  like  the  fciifelefs  herd  with  beftial  luft, 
Mother  and  fon  prcpofteroufly  wicked  ; 
To  banifli  from  thy  foul  the  rcTcrcncc  due 


PHJEDRA    AND 

To  honour,  nature,  and  the  genial  bed, 
And  injure  one  fo  great,  fo  good  as  Thefeus. 

THESEUS. 

To  injure  one  fo  great,  fo  good  as  Phsdra ; 
O  flave  1   to  wrong  fuch  purity  as  thine, 
Such  dazzling  brightnefs,  fuch  exaked  virtue. 

PHiEDKA. 

Virtue  !  All-feeing  gods,  you  know  my  virtue  I 
Muft  I  fupport  all  this  ?  O  righteous  Heaven  ? 
Can't  I  yet  fpeak  ?  Reproach  I  could  have  borne, 
Pointed  his  fatyrs  ftingp,  and  edg'd  his  rage. 
But  to  be  prais'd^ — Now,  Minos,  I  defy  thee  ; 
Ev'n  all  thy  dreadful  magazines  of  pains, 
Stones,  furies,  wheels,  are  flight  to  what  I  fuffer. 
And  hell  itfelf  "s  relief. 

THESEUS. 

What's  hell  to  thee  ? 
What  crimes  could'ft  thou  commit  ?    or  what  re- 
proaches 
Could  innocence  fo  pure  as  Phsedra's  fear, 
Oh,  thou'rt  the  chafteft  matron  of  thy  fex. 
The  faireft  pattern  of  excelling  virtue. 
Our  latefl  annals  fhall  record  thy  glory, 
The  maid's  example,  and  the  matron's  theme. 
Each  Ikilful  artift  ftiall  exprefs  thy  form. 

In  animated  gold. The  threatening  fword 

Shall  hang  for  ever  o'er  thy  fnowy  bofom  ; 
Such  heavenly  beauty  on  thy  face  fliall  bloom, 
As  (hall  almoft  excufc  the  villain's  crime  ; 
But  yet  that  firmnefs,  that  unfhaken  virtue. 
As  ftill  fliall  make  the  monfter  more  detefced. 
Where'er  you  pafs,  the  crowded  way  fliall  found 
With  joyful  cries,  and  endlefs  acclamations  : 
And  when  afpiring  bards,  in  daring  ftrains. 
Shall  raife  fome  heavenly  matron  to  the  powers, 
They'll  fay,  flie's  great,  flie's  true,  flie's  chafte  as 
Phxdra. 


-But  now,  oh  cruel 


PHJEDRA. 

This  might  have  been. 

ftars  1 

Now,  as  I  pafs,  the  crowded  way  fliall  found 
With  hilfing  fcorn,  and  murmuring  deteftation  : 
The  lateft  annals  fliall  record  my  fliame ; 
And  when  th'  avenging  Mufe  with  pointed  rage 
Would  fink  fome  impious  woman  down  to  hell. 
She'll  fay,    flie's  falfe,    flie's  bafe,   flie's  foul    as 

Phxdra. 

THESEUS. 

Hadft  thou  been  foul,  had  horrid  violation 
Caft  any  fliains  on  purity  like  thine. 
They're  wafli'd  already  in  the  villain's  blood  : 
The  vfery  fword,  his  inftrument  of  horror. 
Ere  this  time  drcneh'd  in  his  inceftuous  heart. 
Has  done  thee  juftice,  and  averg'd  the  crimes 
He  Ui'd  it  to  perform. 

Enter  messenger, 
MESSENGER, 

Alas  1   my  lord, 

Ere  this  the  prince  is  dead, 1  faw  Cratander 

Give  him  a  fword. 1  faw  him  boldly  take  it, 

Rear  it  on  high,  and  point  it  to  his  breaft. 
With  fl;eady  hands,  and  with  difdainful  looks. 
As  one  that  fear'd  not  death,  but  fcofii'd  to  die. 
And  not  in  battle. A  loud  clamour  follow'd  ;■ 
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And  the  furrounding  foldiers  hid  from  fight, 
But  all  pronounc'd  him  dead. 

PH/XDSA. 

Is  he  then  dead  ? 

THESEt/S 

Yes,  yes,  he's  dead  ;  and  dead  by  my  command ; 
And  in  this  dreadful  adl  of  mournful  juftice, 
I'm   more   renown'd    than   in    my    dear-bought 
laurels. 

PH^DRA. 

Then  thou'rt   renown'd    indeed. Oh  hap- 
py Thefeus  1 
Oh,  only  worth;.'  of  the  love  of  Phxdra! 
Hafte  then,  let's  join  our  well -met  hands  together; 
Unite  for  ever,  and  defy  the  gods 
To  ihew  a  pair  fo  eminently  wretched. 

THESEUS. 

Wretched  I   For  what  ?  For  what  the  world  muft 

praife  me ; 
For  what  the  nations  fhall  adore  my  juftice  ; 
A  villain's  death  i 

•    phj:dra. 
Hippoiitus  a  villain  1 
Oh,  he  was  all  his  godlike  fire  could  wifli, 
The  pride  of  Thefeus,  and  the  hopes  of  Crete. 
Nor  did  the  braveft  of  his  godlike  race 
Trea4  with  fuch  early  hopes  the  paths  of  honour, 

THESEUS. 

WTiat    can    this    mean  i    declare,    ambiguous 

Phasdra; 
Say,  whence  thefe  ihifting  gufts  of  clafhing  rage  ? 
Why  are  thy  doubtful  fpecches  dark  and  troubled, 
As  Cretan  feas  when  vest  by  warring  winds  i 
Why  is  a  villain,  with  alternate  pafiion, 
Accus'd,  and  prais'd,  detefted,  and  deplur'd  ? 
Pa^aiDRA. 

Canft  thou  not  guefs  ? 

Canft  thou  not  read  it  in  my  furious  pafllons  ? 
In  all  the  wild  diforders  of  my  f(;ul  ? 
Could'ft  thou  not  fee  it  in  the  nr)ble  warmth 
That  urg'd  the  daring  youth  to  atfts  of  honour? 
CoiJd'ft  thou  not  find  it  in  the  generous  truth, 
Which  fparkled  in  his  eyes,  and   open'd  in  his 

face  ? 
Could'ft  not  perceive  it  in  the  chafte  referve  ? 
In  every  word  and  look,  each  gndlike  ad, 
Could'ft  thou  net  fee  Hippohtus  was  guiltlefs  ? 

THESEUS. 

Guiltlefs!    Oh  all  ye  gods!    What   can   this 
mean  ? 

PHJEDRA. 

Mean  !  That  the  guilt  is  mine,  that  virtuous 
Phaedra, 
"The  maid's  example,  and  the  matron's  theme. 
With  beftial  paflion  woo'd  your  loathing  fou  j 
And  when  deny'd,  with  impious  accufation 
Sully 'd  the  luftre  of  his  ftiining  honour ; 
Of  my  own  crimes  accus'd  the  faultlefs  youth, 
And  with  enfnaring  wiles  deftroy'd  that  virtue 
I  try'd  in  vain  to  fhake. 

THESEUS. 

Is  he  then  guiltlefs  ? 
Guiltlefs !    Then   what   art    thou  I  And   oh  juft 

Heaven  I 
What  a  detefted  parricide  is  Thefeus  I 


Hi 
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PHJEDRA 

What  am  I  ?  What  iiideed,  but  one  more  black 
Than  earth  or  hell  e'er  bore !   O  horrid  mixture 
Of  crimes  and  woes,  of  parriciie  and  inceft, 
Perjury,  murder  ;   to  arm  the  i  rring  father 
Agamff  the  guiltlefs  fon.     O  impious  l^ycon  '. 
In  wJ-iat  a  hell  of  woes  thy  arts  have  plung'd  me. 

THESEUS. 

Lycon  !  Ilere,  guards ! Oh  moft  abandon'd 

villain '.  [ther. 

Secure  him,  feize  him,  drag  him  piece-meal  hi- 

£/iL'r  GUARDS. 
GUARDS. 

Who  has,    my  lord,    ir.curr'd    your  high  dif- 
pUafure  ? 

THESEUS. 

Who  can  it  be,  ye  goiis,  but  perjur'd  Lycon  ? 
Who  can  infpirt-  fuch  itorms  of  r^ge,  but  i^ycon  ? 
Where  has  my  fvvord  kft  one  fo  bl-.ck,  but  Lycon  ? 
Where  ;   Wretched  Thcfcus    in  thy  bed  and  heart, 
The  very  darling  of  my  foul  aijd  eyes  ! 
Oh  beauteous  fiend  :   But  truft  not  to  thy  form. 
You  too,  my  fon,  was  fair;  your  manly  beauties 
Charm'd  evtry  heart  I   {O  Heavens '.)  to  your  de- 

(Irudtiwn. 
You  too  were  t{<'od,  your  virtuous  foul  abhorr'd 
The  crimes  for  which  you  dy'd.     Oh    imj>ious 

Phiedra  ! 
Inceftuous  fury  !  Execrable   murth'refs  I 
Is  there  revenge  on  earth,  or  pain  in  hell, 
Can  art  invent,  or  boiling  rage  fuggefl, 
!Ev'n  endlefi  torture  which  thou  fhalt  not  fufTer  ? 

PUJEDllA. 

And  is  there  aught  on  earth  I  would  not  fuffer? 
Oh,  were  there  vengeance  equal  lo  my  crimes, 
Thou  nctd'ft  not  claim  it,  nioil  unhappy  youth, 
Erom  any  hands  bu!;  mine  :   T'  avenge  thy  fate, 
rd  court  the  ficrccft  rains,  and  fue  lor  tortures; 
And  Pha;drd's  fuiTenngs  fliould  atone  for  thine  : 
Ev'n  now  1  fall  a  viAim  to  thy  wrongs ; 
Ev'n  now  a  fatal  Ji aught  vvorks  out  my  foul ; 
Ev'n  now  it  curdles  in  my  fhrinklng  veins 
Tlie  lazy  blood,  and  freezes  at  my  heart. 

LYCON   brought  In. 
Haft  th.ou  efcap'd  my  wrath  ?    Yet,   impious 
Lycon, 
On  thee  I'l  empty  all  my  honrd  of  vengeance, 
And  glut  iny  boundlcls  rage. 

LYCON. 

O  1   mercy,  mercy  '. 

THESEUS. 

Such  th^u  fhalt  find  as  ihy  bcfl  deeds  dcferve, 
Suchiti  thy  guilty  foul  can  hope  from  Theleus  ; 
tjuch  as  thou  fhcw'dft  to  poor  Hippolitus. 

LYCON. 

Oh  chnin  me  .   whip  :nc  1   l^ct  me  be  the  fcorn 
Of  f:irdid  rablilcs,  and  infuUing  crowds  I 
Give  tnc  but  litr,  and  make  that  life  moft  wretched. 

niJEDRA. 

Art  thou  fi  br.fe,  in  fpiritlrfs  a  fiave  '< 
Not  fo  the  lovely  youth  ihy  arf:  have  ruin'd. 
Kit  lo  he  bote  the  fi;te  to  which  you  doom'ahim. 
1 nE&EUS 

Oh,  argeifl  villain  1  Yet  it  gives  luc  joy 


To  fee  the  fears  that  ftiake  thy  guilty  foulf 
Enhance  thy  crimes,  and  antedate  th  •  woes. 
Oh,  how  thou'lt  howl  thy  fearful  foul  away* 
While  laughing  crowds  ihall  echo  to  thy  cries. 
And  make  thy   pains  their  fport  1    Hade,  hence, 

away  with  him. 
Drag  him  to  all  the  torments  earth  can  furnifh ; 
Let  him  be  rack'd  and  gafh'd,  impal'd  alive; 
Then  let  the  mangled  monfter,  fix'd  on  high, 
Grin    o'er  the  fhouting  crowds,    and  glut   their 

vengeance. 
And  is  this  all  ?   And  art  thou  nowappeas'd  ? 
Will  this  atone  for  poor  Hippolitus  1 
Oh  nngorg'd  appetite  1   Oh  ravenous  thirft 
Of  a  fon's  blood  '.  What  not  a  day,  a  moment ! 

PH.'EDRA. 

A  day  ?  A  moment !  Oh  1  thou  fhould'fl  have 
ftaid 
Years,  ages,  all  the  round  of  circling  time. 
Ere  touch'd  the  life  of  that  confummate  youth. 

THESEUS. 

And  yet  with  joy  I  flew  to  his  deftrucftion, 
Boafted  his  fate,  and  triumph'd  in  his  ruin. 
Not  this  I  promis'd  to  his  dying  mother. 
When  in  her  mortal  pangs  fhe  fij'hing  gave  me 
The  lad  cold  kiffes  from  her  trsmbling  lips. 
And  reach'd  her  feeble  wandering  hands  to  mine  : 
When   her   laft   breath,   now    quivering   at    her 

mcuth, 
Implor'd  my  goodnefs  to  her  lovely  fon  ; 
To  her  Hippolitus.     He,  alas  !  defcends 
An  early  vi(ftim  to  the  lazy  fhades,  [fcends. 

(Oh  heaven  and  earth  !)  by  Thefeus  doom'd,  de- 

PH^DRA. 

Ht's  doom'd  by  Thefeus,  but  accus'd  by  Phas- 

dra. 
By  Phxdra's  madnefs,  and  by  Lycon's  hatred. 
Yet  with  my  life  I  expiate  my  frenzy. 
And  die  for  thef,  my  headlong  rage  deftroy'd : 
Thee  1  purfue  (oh  great  ill-fated  youth  I) 
Purfue  thee  flill,  but  now  with  chafte  defires : 
Thee  through  the  difmal  walte  of  gloomy  death; 
Thee  through  the  glimmering  dawn,  and  purer 

day. 
Through  all  th'  Elvfian  plains  •  O  righteous  Minos ! 
Elyfiun  plains!  There  he  and  his  Ifmcua 
Shall  fport  for  ever,  Ihali  for  ever  drink 
Immoital  love;    while  I  far  off  Ihall  howl 
In  lonelv  plains;  while  all  the  Iilackcft  ghofts 
.Shrink  from  'he  baltfui  fight  of  one  more   mon- 
And  more  accurs'd  than  tliey.  [fttous, 

■J  llESEUS. 

I  too  muft  go; 
I  too  mud  once  more  fee  the  burning  fliore 
Of  livid   -Vcheron  and  black  Cocytus, 
Whence  no  Alcidcs  will  rcleafe  me  now. 

PHXDRA. 

Then  why  this  flay?  C'nic  on,  lef's  plunge  to. 
See  hell  fcts  w  idc  iis  adamantine  gate*,     [gethcr  : 
Sec  thiough  the  fable  gates  the  black  Cocytus 
In  Inii.ky  circles  row  Is  its  fitiy  waves  ; 
Hear,  hear  the  (hinni;^g  harnmnies  of  woe, 
I'he  din  of  'attling  chauis,  of  clafhing  whips. 
Of  groans,  T  loud  complaints,  of  piercing  fin  leks 
That  wide  through  all  its  gloomy  world  refound. 


phjEdra  and 

How  huge  Mxgara  ftalks !  what  ftreaming  fires 

Blaze  from  her  glaring  eyes  1  what  ferpents  curl 

In  fiorri'l  wreathe,  and  hils  around  iier  head  ! 

Now,  riow  flie  drags  me  to  the  bar  of  Minos. 

See  how  the  awful  judges  of  the  dead 

L,  jok  (ledfad  hate,  and  horrible  difmay  1 

See  Minos  turns  away  his  loathing  eyes, 

Rage  chokes  his  (ttugglnig  words  :  the  fatal  urn 

Dr.  .ps  from  his  trembling  hands  :   O  all  ye  gods  I 

What,  Lycon  here     Oh  execrable  villain  '. 

Then  am  I  ftill  i;n  earth  ?  By  hell  I  am, 

A  fury  now,  a  fcourge  p;  eferv'd  for  Lycon  1 

See,  the  juft  beings  offer  to  my  vengeance 

That  impious  flave.     Now,  Lycon,  for  revenge; 

Thanks,  Heaven,  'tis  here. I'll  fteal  it  to  his 

heart. 
[Mi/!aii;tg  Thefeus/er  Lycon,  ofers  tojlab  him. 

GUARDS. 

Heavens  \  'tis  your  lord, 

P  il£DRA. 

My  lord  !  O  equal  Heaven  I 
Muft  each  portentuous  moment  rife  in  crimes, 
And  fallying  life  go  off  in  parricide  ? 
Then  truft  not  thy  flow  drugs.  Thus  fure  of  death 

[Stab,  her/elf. 

Complete  thy  horrors And  if  this  fuffice  not, 

Thou,  Minos,  do  the  reft. 

THESEIjS. 

At  length  ftie's  quiet, 
And  earth  now  bears  not  fuch  a  wretch  as  The- 
Yet  ril  obey  Hippolitus  and  live  ;  [feus  ; 

Then  to  the  wars ;  and  as  the  Corybantine?, 
With    clafhing    fhields,    and   braying    trumpets, 

drown'd 

The  cries  of  infant  Jove I'll  ffifle  confcience. 

And  nature's  murmurs  in  the  din  of  arms. 
But  what  are  arms  to  me  .'  Is  he  not  dead 
For  whom  I  fought  .'  For  whom  my  hoary  age 
Glow'd  witli  the  boiling  heat  of  youth  in   battle  .' 
How  then  to  drag  a  wretched  life  beneath, 
An  eiidlefs  round  of  ftiil  returning  woe.-, 
And  all  the  gnawing  pangs  of  vain  remorfe  ? 
What  torment's   this  ] Therefore,    O  greatly 

thought, 

Therefore  do  juflice  on  thyfelf and  live  ; 

Live  above  all  moft  infinitely  wretched. 

Ifmena  too Nay,  then,  avengiug  Heaven 

IS  ME. Ma  enters. 

Has  vented  all  its  rage. O  wretched  maid '. 

Why  dofl;  thou  come  to  fweli  my  raging  grief.' 
Why  add  to  forrows,  and  embitter  woes  ? 
Why  do  thy  mournful  eyes  upbraid  my  guilt  ? 
Why  thus  recall  to  my  aiHicled  foul 
The  fad  remembrance  of  my  godlike  fon. 
Of  that  dear  youth  my  cruelty  has  ruin'd  ? 

ISMENA. 

Ruin'd  1 O  all  ye  powers !  O  awful  Tlie- 

feus  I  [him  ? 

Say,  where's  my  lord?  fay,  where  has  fate  difpos'd 
Oh  fpeak  '.  the  fear  diftra6ls  me. 

THESEUS. 

Gods  :   Can  I  fpeak  ? 
Can  I  declare  his  fate  to  his  Ifmena  ? 
Oh  lovely  maid  ;  couldfl  thou  admit  of  comfort, 
'"I'hgu  Ihouldll  fcr  ever  be  my  only  care, 
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Work  of  my  life,  and  labour  of  my  foul. 
For  thee  alone,  my  forrows,  luU'd,  fhall  ceafe  ; 
Ceafe  for  a  while  to  mourn  my  murder'd  fon  : 
For  thee  alone  my  fword  once  more  fhall  rage, 
Reftore  the  crown  of  which  it  robb'd  your  race  ; 
Then    let    your   grief   give   way  to  thoughts  of- 

empire  ; 
At  thy  own  Athens  reign.     The  happy  crowd 
Beneath  thy  cafy  yoke  with  pleafure  bow, 
And  think  in  thee  their  own  Minerva  reigns. 

ISMENA. 

Muft  I  then  reign  ?  Nay,  muft  I  live  without 
him  ? 
Not  fo,  oh  godlike  youth  '.  you  lov'd  Ifmena  ; 
You  for  her  fake  refus'd  the  Cretan  empire. 
And  yet  a  nobler  gift,  the  royal  Phadra. 
Shall  I  thtn  take  a  crovk'n,  a  guilty  crown, 
From  the  relentlefs  hand  that  dooai'd  thy  death  ? 
Oh  ;   'tis  in  death  alone  I  can  have  eafe. 
And  thus  I  find  it.  {Offers  tojlab  her/elf. 

Enter  HlPFOLlTVs. 
HIPFOLIIJS. 

O  forbearj  Ifmena ! 
Forbear,  chafte  maid,  to  wound  thy  tender  bo- 

fom  ; 
Oh  heaven  and  earth  !  fliould  fhe  refolve  to  die, 
And  fnatch  all  beauty  from  the  widow'd  earth  i 
Was  it  for  me,  ye  gods  .  fhe'd  fall  a  vidtini  ? 
Wab't  for  me  flie'd  die  i    O  heavenly  virgin  I 
See,  fee  thy  own  Hippolitus,  who  live?. 
And  hopes  to  live  for  thee. 

ISMENA. 

-^  Hippolitus  I 

Am  I  alive  or  dead  1  is  this  Flyfium  1 

'Tis  he,  'tis  all  Hippolitus Ar't  well  ? 

Ar't  thou  not  wounded  ? 

THESEUS. 

Oh  unhop'd-for  joy  I 
Stand  off,  and  let  me  fly  into  his  aims. 
Speak,    fay,    what   god,    what  miracle  prefcrv'd 

thee  ? 
Didft  thou  not  ftrike  thy  father's  cruel  prefent, 
My  fword,  into  rhy  breaft  ? 

HIPPOLITUS. 

1  aim'd  it  there. 
But  turn'd  it  from  myfelf,  and  flew  Cratander ; 
The  guards,  not  trufted  with  his  fatal  orders. 
Granted  my  wifli,  and  brought  me  to  the  king: 
I  fetr'd  not  death,  but  could  not  bear  the  thought: 
Of  Thefeus'  forrow,  and  ifmena's  lofs ; 
Tlierefore  1  haften'd  to  your  royal  prefence, 
Here  to  receive  my  doom. 

THESEUS. 

Be  this  thy  doom, 
To  live  for  ever  in  Ifmena's  arms.  [tues, 

Go,  heavenly  pair,  and  with   your  dazzling  virr 
Your  courage,  truth,  your  innocence,  and  love. 
Amaze  and  charm   mankind;  and  rule  that  eni,« 

pire, 
For  which  in  vain  your  rival  fathers  fought. 

I3MENA. 

Oh  killing  oy  '. 

HirroTiTus. 

Oh  ecftafy  of  blifs.S. 
i  ^1  "i 
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Am  I  pofTefl.  at  laft  of  my  Ifmena  ? 

Of  that  celeftial  maid,  oh  pityine  godsl 

How  (hall  I  thank  yonr  bounties  for  my  fufftrings, 

For  all  my  pains,  and  all  the  pangs  I've  born  ? 

Since  'twas  to  them  1  owe  divine  Ifmena, 

To  them  I  owe  the  dear  confent  of  Thefeus. 

Yet  there's  a  pain  lies  heavy  on  my  heart. 

For  the  difaftrous  fate  of  haplefs  Phxdra. 

THESEUS. 

Deep  was  her  auguifh  ;  for  the  wrongs  flie  did 
you 
She  chofe  to  die,  and  in  her  death  deplor'd 
Your  fate,  and  not  her  own. 

HlPPOLITrS. 

I've  heard  it  all. 
O  I  had  not  paflion  fully'd  her  renown, 
None  e'er  on  earth  had  fhone  with  equal  luflre  ; 
So  glorious  liv'd,  or  fo  lamented  dy'd. 
Her  faults  were  only  faults  of  raging  love, 
Her  virtues  all  her  own. 

ISMENA. 

Unhappy  Phsedra  I 
Was  there  no  other  ■way,  ye  pitying  powers. 


No  other  way  to  crown  Ifmena'slovel 
Then  muft  I  ever  mourn  her  cruel  fate. 
And  in  the  midft  of  my  triumphant  joy, 
Ev'n  in  my  hero's  arms,  confels  fome  forrow. 

THESEUS. 

O  tender  maid  1  fotbear,  with  ill-tir»'d  grief. 
To  damp  our  bleflings,  and  incenfe  the  gods  : 
But  let's  away,  and  pay  kind  Heav'n  our  thanks 
For  all  the  vvonders  in  our  favour  wrought; 
That  Heaven,  whofe  mercy  refcued  erring  Thefeus 
From  execrable  crimes,  and  endlefs  woes. 
Then  learn  from  me,  ye  kings,  that  rule  the  world. 
With  equal   poife  let  fteady  juftice  fway. 
Arid  flagrant  crimes,  with  certain  vengeance  ( 

pay, 

But,  till  the  proofs  are  clear,  the  ftroke  delay. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

The  righteous  gods,  that  innocence  require, 
Protecfl  the  goodnefs  which  themfelves  infpire. 
Unguarded  virtue  human  arts  defies, 
Th'  accus'd  is  happy,  while  th'  accufer  dies. 

'  \^Exeunt  tmnf.. 
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POEMS. 


ON  THE 

BIRTH  OF  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES  *, 

Jam  non  vulgares,  Ifis,  mollre  trlumphos, 
Auguftos  Ifis  nunquam  tacitura  Stuartos, 
Tu  quoties  crebris  cumulafti  aharia  donis 
Multa  rogans  numen,  cui  viniSta  jugalia  curx  ! 
At  jam  votivam  Superis  fufpende  tabellam ; 
Sunt  rata  vota  tibi,  fevique  oblita  doloris 
Amplcxa  parvi  gaudet  Regina  Jacobi. 
Languentes  dudum  prifcus  vigor  afflat  ocelos, 
Infans  et  carje  fufpenfus  in  ofcula  Matrls 
Numine  jam  fpirat  blando,  vifumque  tenellum 
Mifcet  parva  quidem,  fed  vivida  Patris  imago^ 
O  etiam  patrio  vivat  celebratus  honore, 
Vlvat  canitie  terris  venerandus  eadem  1 
Omen  habet  certe  fupera  quod  vefcitur  aura 
Tuiri  primum,  Isetos  aeftas  cum  pandat  honores. 
Omnia  cum  vireant,  cum  formofiffimus  annus. 
Et  Vos  felicis  optata  prole  Parentes  ! 
Quos  nunc  Parca  plis  refpexit  naota  querelis : 
En  ;  veftrse  valuere  preces ;  vidlrixquc  Deorum 
Fata  movet  pietas,  quamvis  nolentia  flecSti : 
Proles  chara  datur  fenio,  inconcefla  juventse. 
Si  citius  foboles  nullo  miranda  daretur 
Prodigio,  fan<5tis  vix  digna  Parentibus  eflct : 
O  quae  vita  dabit,  cui  dat  miracula  partu«? 

I,  Princeps,  olim  patrins  imitare  triumphoiB, 
Et  femper  magni  veftigia  Patris  adora  : 
Hie  prima  nondum  indutus  lanuglne  malas 
Iflvi<ftis  orbem  per  lotum  indaruit  armis. 
Illius  ad  tonitru  Batavi  tremuere  ;  Jacobum 
Agnovit  dominum  funimiflis  navita  velis. 
Te  quoque  Belga  tremat,  metuat  rediviva  Jacobi 
Fulmina,  cujus  adhuc  mifere  confervat  hiantes 
Ore  cicatrices,  vaftae  et  monumenta  ruinas. 
Subjedlus  famulas  Nereus  Tibi  porrigat  undas  : 
Ipfe  tuo  da  jura  mari, 
Cumque  pater  tandem  divis  mifcebitur  ipfe 
Divus  (at  6  I  tarde  facra  ducite  ftamina,  Parc£E,) 
Affere  tu  noftri  jus  immortale  Monarchas ; 
Tu  rege  fubjedum  patriis  virtutibus  orbem. 


*  From  the  "  Strenae  Natalitiae  Academiae  Oxonienr'S 
V  in  celfiflimum  Principem,  Oxonii,  e  Theatro  Sheldoiiia- 
".  no.  4n.  Dora,  jC88.» 


THE  INAUGURATION 


KINQ  WILLIAM  AND  ^EEN  MART*. 

Mauritii  ingentis  celfo  de  fanguine  natum, 
Mauritioque  parem,  folenni  difere  Terfu 
Te,  Gulielmi.juvat :  nun-c6  I  mihi  peAora  flammi 
Divina  caleant,  nunc  me  furor  excitet  idem. 
Qui  Te,  ingens  heros,  bello  tot  adire  labores 
Inlligat,  mediofque  ardentem  impeliit  in  holies. 

Te  tenero  late  iacftabat  fama  fub  asvo  ; 
Csepifti,  qua  finis  eraf;  maturaque  virtus 
Edidit  ante  diem  frU(£lus,  tardequs  fequentes 
Annos  praecurrit  lorgi,  et  poft  terga  reliquft. 
Jam  Te,  jam  videor  flagrantes  cernere  vukus, 
Dum  primas  ducis  fervens  in  prselia  turmas : 
Jam  cerno  oppofitas  acies,  quanto  impete  prseceps 
Tela  per  et  gladios  raperis ;  quo  fulmine  belli 
Adverfum     frangis   cuneum,    et   media    agmina 

mifces. 
Num  ferus  invadit  Eelgas  Turenniiis  heros, 
Invidtis  femper  clarus  Turennius  apmis, 
Et,  quacunque  ruit,  ferro  bacchatur  et  ignl  ? 
Tu  prime  vernans  jucunda  flore  juventic 
Congrederis,  ducente  Deo,  Deus  ipfe  Batavls. 
Congrederis;  non  Te  Gallorum  immania  terrent 
Agmina,  non  magni  Turrennius  agminis  inflar, 
Heu  quas  turn  ferro  flrages,  qi'S  funera  late 
Edideris,  quantofque  viros  demiferis  orco  ! 
Sic  cum  congeftos  ftruxere  ad  fidera  montes 
Terrigenx  fratres,  fuperos  detrudere  cxlo 
Aggreffi,  pofito  turn  plefiro  iiKonfus  Apollo 
Armata  fumpfit  fatalia  fpicula  dextra  : 
Tunc  audax  ruit  in  bcllum,  et  furit  acer  in  armij, 
Et  Marteni,  atque  ipfas  longe  anteit  fulminis  ala<!. 

Extremos  6  quam  vellem  memorare  labores  ! 
Quam  vellem  fsvi  fuperata  pericula  ponti ! 
Cui  merito  nunc  jura  dabis  :  quam  flebile  fatum 
Triftefque  illorum  exequias,  quos  obruit  ap.quor 
Immeritos,  canere  ;  at  jamjam  fub  pondere  tanto 
Deficio,  heroemque  fequor  non  paffibus  sequis. 

t  From  the  "  Vots  Oxonienfia  pro  ferenifSmis  Gulihsl- 
"  mo  Repe  et  Maria  Rg^inA  M.  Britan.-.iae,  &c.  nuncupau. 
"  Cxonii,  c  iheatro  Slicldoniana.  An.  D-im.  \6^<j." 
Q^q  iiij 
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Sed  feiTo  meirorant^a  du's,  qua  regna  Britannxitn 
Lebita  qua  lacns  fctptri  regalia  honores 
Accipies,  cingefque  aiireo  diadcmate  Irontem. 
Anglos  lervaiti ;  da  jura  volentibus  An^lis. 
Sic  gravis  Alcides  humcris  ingentilnis  olini 
Fulcivit  patrium,  qucm  niox  poffedit,  OJympum. 


THE    RETURN 

•  r 
KING  WILLIAM  FROM  IRELAND, 

After  the  Battle  of  the  Boyne  *. 

P  iNGiNS  Heros!  O  tot  defundle  peridis  ! 
trgo  iterum  vidor  noftris  ailaberis  uri?  ? 
Atque  OS  belligtruni,  torvunique  in  jralia  nurnen 
Exuif,  et  bland^  coinponis  regua  quiete? 
Ergo  iterum  placicia  ir.oderaris  voce  Senatum  ? 
Oraque  civiiium  fpirant  jam  mitia  lumen  ? 
Uoii  fic  ciini  trepidos  ageres  violentus  Hiberco?; 
Cum  bello  exultans  fremcres,  enfcmque  roiares 
Jmmani  gyro,  rubris  bacchatus  in  arvis 
Invitus  ;   (^neqoe  enim  criideles  edore  Itrages 
Tt  juvat,  aut  aniniis  Ditem  fatiare  Tuorum.) 
i>ic  oiim  anipitxus  Scmelc-  pctiiiTe  Tonantem 
Pama  eft,  terribilem  nigranti  fulmine  et  igni: 
iMaluit  hie  caris  accumbcre  n.itior  ulnis, 
Jnque  fuam  invitum  trahit  infcia  Nympha  ruinarn. 

'I'u  tamen,  6  toties  Wilhelnii  aflueta  triumphis 
Callicpe,  6  nunquam  Herotim  non  grata  laboii, 
"Wilhelmi  inimenii  s  iterum  cnumerare  triuniphos 
Incipe,  et  in  notas  iterum  te  atrollere  laudcs. 
lit  requiem,  fa-dxque  ingloria  tadia  pacis 
txofus,  rurfufque  ardens  m  Martia  r allra, 
isanguineafquc  acies,  fulgcntcfqut  acre  catcrvas, 
In  bcllum  ruit,  atque  iterum  Ic  niiiit  in  arnia. 

Gallus  tnim  fxvit,  milert)lqvn,  ciueiitus  Hibcrnos 
Servitio  pren'it,  et  vicfla  dominatur  lerne. 
Hinc  Furcx,  I'ornienta,  Ciuces,  tiadta.que  Caterec 
Horrendnm  ftrident :  iterun  que  rcluigcre  credas 
Macquiruni  Iqualkiitem,  atque  Anglo  languine 

loedum, 
Exultanteni  immane,  et  vafla  clade  fupcibum. 
<J  gens  Icthjfero  ntquicqumn  txinipia  vcrcno  ! 
I'ruOra  Bufo  tnis,  et  Aranca  ctfiit  ab  oris, 
Duni  ptcub  I_s;i)ati  invilufti,  fotdique  cuculli, 
Et  JMonachi  lan(iie  protcr.fo  abdomint  tardi 
Vjpcream  infpirant  aniniam,  iiiliciui.tque  vencno. 
Aliurgit  tanacm'ticlninibtigus,  ct  i:n\icat  arn:is, 
Oiii  juga  taptivo  cxcutiat  lervilia  cello  : 
iScd  Irullra  :  Iccuio  holUs  iiiuniniirc  valii 
Aut  latct,  aut  errat  vagus,  cluuitqut  Icquentem.; 
Augtnditi  rellat  Guliclnii  Ctka  triuii.phi!- ; 
"X'liiiiiciib  Itmpcr  Gulitlmi  lata  rcKrvant 
lu  vincia  crij.iie,  tt  nianibus  divelleic  nodes, 
Mc  trultra  Atrides,  Irullra  1  tlamoi:ius  lieros, 
Ad  '1  rojani  frulia  pugnarunt  niillc  (.arir.%, 


,_  ■»  Fiom   lI'C    "  P.cadcn  Ur  OxniilcriOs   Gratiilati"  r^' 
>.x<ipuio  l<.'ic)iili.ii.i  i<c;;i)i<yUltvitni  ix    lubcrnia  rn.i:  u 


Nee  nifi  Achillea  funcrantur  Fergama  cfextra. 
Ergo,  Boanda,  tuis  f^lendet  Gulitlmus  in  arvis, 
IV;agna  Boanda,  ipfi  fr.ma  baud  ctfTura  Alolcllse. 
Ut  major  graditur  bello,  ut  jam  gaudia  in  igncis 
Scintillant  oculis,  et  toto  pedtore  Icivent  ! 
Quantum  olli  jnbar  affulget,  qua:  gratia  frcntis 
I'urpurci  metuenda,  et  non  inamabilis  horror  1 
Sic  cum  dimiffum  fertiir  per  nubila  fulnicn, 
Et  juvat,  et  nimia  rirflringit  lumina  flamnia. 
Ut  volat,  ut  longe  primus  rapiduni  infiirt  alvrumJ 
Turbine  quoprxceps  curdlantem  tendit  in  ht'fteni! 
Puni  vaftas  flrages  et  n.ulta  cadavera  pairini 
Amnis  purpureo  late  devolvit  in  alveo  : 
Dimi  pergtnti  obftat  moles  immenfa  fuorum, 
Et  tor)  et  mifto  ccncrctum  fanguine  fli:n;en. 
Pergit  atrrx  Heros;   friftra  olli  ttmpora  circum 
Spicuia  mille  canunt,  luduntque  in  verticc  flamn'ie: 
Fruflra  haftatx  acies  obftaijt,  firii  a  que  jlialanges; 
Fruftra  acres   Celta:  :     furit   Illc,    atqiie  impiger 

bofte« 
Et  fugat,  et  flernit,  totoque  agit  ?gmina  campo. 
Vcifus  rttro  hdlis  trcpide  fugit,  inque  paludes, 
Torpenttfque  larus-  ca:iio,  horrendolque  reccflus 
Uuniorum  ;  tt  Czci  prodeft  injuria  caeli. 

Attr.rcen  6,  non  Ik  lauflo  niovct  allte  bellum 
Sthoniberguf ;  non  fic  nobis  favet  alea  Martif. 
Occidit  heu  !   Schombergus  iniqui  crimine  toeli ; 
Non  iilum  vernans  cirtum  fua  tempora  laprus 
Confer  vat,  r(  n  arcct  inevitabile  fuimen. 
At  nunc  ad  caium  fuglt,  et  pede  lidera  caicat, 
Spedlat  et  Heroes,  iple  et  lpe(5landus  ab  illis. 
Hunc  dicet  venier.s  xta?,  leriqi.e  nepotes, 
Et  quicunque  Anglum  aud  ermt  rugire  Lecncm. 
C'cepit  ei:ini  lugire,  et  jamjam  ad  mania  vidor 
Caletana  tremit  trux,  Dunkirkun  que  repokit. 
Crefleas  iterum  laurps  magnique  tropsea 
Henrici  repetit  :    media  Lodoicus  in  aula 
Jamduduni  tieniit,  ct  Gulieimi  ad  Loniina  pallet. 


A      POEM 

TO    THE    MEMORT    *T 

Mr.    JOHN   FHILIPS. 

TO     A     TRIE NT. 


.•^INCF.  our  Ifis  filcntly  deplores 

I  1  (  Bard  who  f  j  read  her  fiime  to  diftant  fhorcs ; 
iSinte  nobler  pcn>  tlicir  niournfi.l  luy>  fulpend,  ~l 
My  hontll  zeal,  if  not  my  vtrk,  c<  n>meiid,  > 
Forgive  the  p<'et,  and  approve  the  fiirnd.  3 

Y(  ur  care  had  long  iii>  ficelii)g  life  rcl'frain'd, 
Oi;e  fable  fed  you,  and  one  bed  c  ntain'd  ; 
For  his  dear  f;ike  lung  rcftkfs  nights  you  bore,  'p 
Wliile  rattling  coughs  his  licaving  vi  iVcls  toic  ;  > 
Niuch  was  l.is  pain,  but  your  afliii'.lion  more,     j 
Oh  !  had  no  lummons  from  the  noi/y  go^^n 
Cail'd  thee,  unwilling,  to  tiie  naufcous  town, 
'i  by  Icve  had  o'er  the  dull  diltale  prtvail'd, 

1  hy  n^irtli  had  ciir'd  where  l^ifflrd  phyfic  falTJ ; 
But  fjnce  the  will  of  Heavtn  hi«  fate  dctreid, 
i  o  thy  l.iiid  Chic  lay  v.  oiihlels  liuu»  fuccccd  ', 


P    O    E 

Truitlefs  our  hopes,   though  pious  our  effays. 
Yours  to  preferve  a  friend,  and  mine  to  praife. 

Oh  !  might  I  paint  him  in  Miltonian  verfe, 
With  {trains  hke  thofe  he  fung  on  Glo'fter'sherfe; 
Eut  with  the  meaner  tribe  I'm  forc'd  to  chime, 
And,  wanting  (Irength  to  rife,  defcend  to  rhyme. 

With  other  fire  hi>  glorious  Blenheim  ftiines, 
And  all  the  battle  thunders  in  his  lines : 
His  nervous  verfe  great  Boileau's  flrength  tran- 

fcends. 
And  France  to  Philips,  as  to  Churchill,  bends. 

Oh  !  various  bard,  you  all  our  powers  control, 
You  now  dlfturb,  and  now  divert  the  foul : 
Milton  and  Butler  in  thy  mufe  combine ; 
Above  the  laft  thy  manly  beauties  fliine ; 
For,  as  I've  feen,  when  rival  wits  contend. 
One  gaily  charge,  one  gravely  wife  defend ; 
This  on  quick  turns  and  points  in  vain  relies,     "^ 
This  with  a  look  demure,  and  fteady  eyes,  > 

With  dry  rebukes,  or  fneering  praife,  replies,     j 
So  thy  grave  lines  extort  a  juft,er  fmile, 
Eeach  Butler's  fancy,  but  furpafs  his  ftyle  ; 
He  fpesks  Scarron's  low  phrafe  in  humble  flrains, 
[n  thee  the  folemn  air  of  great  Cervantes  reigns. 

What  founding  lines  his  abjeft  themes  exprefs ! 
What  fhining  words  the  pompous  fnilling  drefs ! 
There,  there  my  cell,  immortal  made,  outvies 
The  frailer  piles  which  o'er  its  ruins  rife. 
'In  her  befl:  light  the  Comic  Mufe  appears, 
When  fhe,  with  borrow 'd  pride,  the  bulkiu  wears. 

So  when  nurfe  Nokes,  to  a(5l  young  Ammon 
tries. 
With  fhambling  legs,  long  chin,  and  foolifh  eyes, 
With  dangling  hands  he  flrokes  th'  imperial  robe. 
And,  with  a  cuckold's  air,  commands  the  globe; 
The  pomp  and  found  the  whole  buffoon  difplay'd. 
And  Amnion's  fon  more  mirth  than  Gomez  made 

Forgive,  dear  (hade,  the  Icene  my  folly  draws  ; 
Thy  llrains  divert  the  grief  thy  afhes  caufe  : 
When   Orpheus  fings,  the  ghofts  no  more  com- 
plain. 
But,  in  his  lulling  mulic,  lofe  their  pain : 
So  charm  the  fallies  of  thy  Georgic  Mufe, 
So  calm  our  forrows,  and  our  joys  iniufe  : 
Here  rural  notes  a  gentle  mirth  infpire, 
H«re  lofty  lines  the  kindling  reader  fire  ; 
Like  that  fair  tree  you  praife,  the  poem  charms, 
Cools  like  the  fruit,  or  like  the  juice  it  warms. 

Blefl  clime,  which  Vaga's  fruitful  ftreams  im- 
prove, 
Etruria's  envy,  and  her  Cofmo's  love  ; 
Redftreak  he  quaffs  beneath  the  Chiant  vine,     "y 
Gives  Tufcan  yearly  for  thy  Scudmore's  wine,    > 
And  ev'n  his  Taffo  would  exchange  for  thine,    j 
Rife,  rife,  Rofcommon,  fee  the  Blenheim  Mufe' 
The  dull  conftraint  of  monkifh  rhyme  refufe; 
See,  o'er  the  Alps  his  towering  pinioiis  foar. 
Where  never  iinglifti  poet  reach'd  before  : 
See  mighty  Cofmo's  counfcUor  and  friend, 
By  turns  on  Cofmo  and  the  Bard  attend; 
Rich  in  the  coins  and  bufts  of  ancient  Rome, 
In  him  he  brings  a  nobler  treafure  home  ; 
In  them  he  views  her  gods,  and  domes  defign'd  ; 
In  him  the  foul  of  Rome,  and  Virgil's  mighty 
'  mind ; 


M    S.  ii7 

To  him  for  Cafe  retires  from  toils  of  Hate, 
Not  half  fo  proud  to  govern,  as  tranfiate. 

Our  Spenfcr,  firfc  by  Pifan  poets  taught. 
To    us    their    tales,    their    fiyie,    and    numbers 

brought. 
To  follow  ours,  now  Tufcan  bards  defcend. 
From  Philips  borrow,  though  to  Sperfer  lend. 
Like  Philips  too  the  yoke  of  rhyme  difdain  ;       "> 
They  firft  on  Er.gliih  bards  impos'd  the  chain,   f 
Firft  by  an  Enghih  bard  from  rhyme  their  free-  C 
di)m  gain.  3 

Tyrannic  rhyme,  that  cramps  to  equal  chime 
The  gay,  the  foft,  the  florid,  and  fublime  : 
Some  fay  this  chain  the  doubtful  fenfe  decides. 
Confines  the  fancy,  and  the  judgment  guides  : 
I'm  fure  in  needlefs  bonds  itpoets  ties, 
Procruftes  like,  the  ax  or  wheel  applies. 
To  lop  the  mangled  fenfe,  or  flretch  it  intofize: 
At  bell;  a  crutch,  that  lifts  the  weak  along, 
Supports  the  feeble,  but  retards  the  ftrong  ; 
And  the  chance  thoughts,  when  govern'd  by  the 

clofe. 
Oft  rife  to  fuftain,  or  defcend  to  profe. 
Your  judgment,  Philips,  rul'd  with  fleady  fway,  ■^ 
You  us'd  no  curbing  rhyme,  the  Mufe  to  (lay,  v 
To  (lop  her  fury,  or  dire>ft  her  way.  J) 

Thee  on  the  wing  thy  uncheck'd  vigor  bore, 
To  wanton  freely,  or  fecurely  foar. 

So  the  (Iretch'd  cord  the  fhackle-dancer  tries. 
As  prone  to  fall,  as  impotent  to  rife  : 
When  freed  he  moves,  the  fturdy  cable  bends. 
He  mounts  ■^lih  pleafure,  and  fecure  defcends ; 
Now  dropping  fcems  to  (Irike  the  didant  ground, 
Now  high  in  air  his  quivering  feet  rebound. 

Rail  on,  ye  triflers,  who  to  Will's  repair 
For  new  lampoons,  frefh  cant,  or  modifh  air; 
Rail  on  at  Milton's  fon,  who  wifely  bold 
Rejeifls  new  f  hrafes,  and  refumes  the  old : 
Thus  Chaucer  lives  in  younger  Spenfer's  (Irains, 
In  Maro's  page  reviving  Ennius  reigns; 
The  ancient  words  the  Majefty  complete. 
And  make  the  poem  venerably  great : 
So  when  the  queen  in  royal  habit's  drel?-, 
Old  myftic  emblems  grace  th'  imperia 
And  in  Eliza's  robes  all  Anna  (lands  ' 

A  haughty  bard,  to  fame  by  volumes  rais'd. 
At  Dick's,  and  Batfon's,  and  through  Smithfield, 
prais'd. 

Cries  out  aloud Bold  Oxford  bard,  forbear 

With  rugged  numbers  to  torment  my  ear ; 

Yet  not  lilie  thee  the  heavy  critic  foars. 

But  paints  in  fuftian,  or  in  turn  deplores; 

With  Bunyan's  llyle  profanes  heroic  fongs, 

To  the  tenth  page  lean  homilies  prolongs ; 

For    far-fetch'd   rhymes   makes   puzzled   angels 

(train. 
And  in  low  profe  dull  Lucifer  complain : 
His  envious  Mufe,  by  native  dulnefs  curft. 
Damns  the  befl  poems,  and  contrives  the  worft. 

Beyond  his  praife  or  blame  thy  works  prevail 
Complete  where  Dryden  and  thy  Miit^n  fail; 
Great  Milton's  wing  on  lower  theme-  lubfides. 
And  Dryden  oft  in  rhyme  his  weakncfs  hides; 
You  ne'er  with  jirgling  words  deceive  the  ear, 
And  yet,  on  humble  fubjeas,  great  appear. 


Jred,  ■^ 

ia!  veft,        C 
i  confefl.      J 
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Thrice  happy  youth,  whom  noble  Ifis  crowns ! 
Whom  Blackmore  cenfures,  and  Godolphin  owns: 
So  on  the  tuneful  Margarita's  tongue 
The  liftening  nymphs  and  ravifh'd  heroes  hung  : 
But  cits  and  fops  the  heaven-bern  mufic  blame, 
And  bawl,  and  hifs,  and  damn  her  into  fame  : 
Liike  her  fweet  voice,  is  thy  harmonious  fong, 
As  high,  as  fweet,  as  eafy,  and  as  flrong. 

Oh  !  had  relenting  Heaven  prolong'd  his  days, 
The  towering  bard  had  fung  in  nobler  lays, 
How  the  laft.  trumpet  wakes  the  lazy  dead, 
How  faints  aloft  the  crofs  triumphant  fpread, 
How    opening    Heavens    their  happy  regions  •» 
fliew,  [glow,  I 

And  yawning  gulphs  with  flaming  vengeance  > 
And  faints  rejoice  above,  and  finners  howl  be-  I 
low:  J 

Well  might  he  fing  the  day  he  could  not  fear, 
And  paint  the  glories  he  was  fure  to  wear. 

Oh  beft  of  friends,  will  ne'er  the  filent  urn 
To  our  jufl  vows  the  haplefs  youth  return  ? 
Mu,ft  he  no  more  divert  the  tedious  day  ? 
Nor  fparkling  thoughts  in  antique  words  convey  I 
Ko  more  to  harmlefs  irony  defcend,  T 

To  noify  fools  a  grave  attention  lend,  > 

Nor  merry  tales  with  learn'd  quotations  blend  ?  j 
No  more  in  falfe  pathetic  phrafe  complain 
Of  Delia's  wit,  her  charm?,  and  her  difdain  ? 
Who  now  fhali  godlike  Anna's  fame  diffufe  ? 
Muft  fhe,  when  moft  Ihe  merits,  want  a  Mufe  ? 
Who  now  our  Twyfden's  glorious  fate  fhall  tell ; 
How  lov'd  he  liv'd,  and  how  deplor'd  he  fell  ? 
How,  while  the  troubled  elements  around, 
Earth,  water,  air,  the  ftunning  din  refound, 
Through  ftreamg  of  fmoke,  and  adverfe  fire,  he 

rides, 
While  every  Ihot  is  levell'd  at  his  fides  ? 
How,  while  the  fainting  Dutch  remotely  fire, 
And  the  fam'd  Eugene's  iron  troops  retire. 
In  the  firft  front,  amidft  a  flaughter'd  pile. 
High  on  the  mound  he  dy'd  near  great  Argyll. 

Whom  ftiall  I  find  unbiafs'd  in  difpute, 
Eager  to  learn,  unwilling  to  confute  i 
To  whom  the  labours  of  my  foul  difclofe. 
Reveal  my  pleafure,  or  dilcharge  my  woes  ? 
Oh  !  in  that  heavenly  youth  for  ever  ends 
The  beft  of  fons,  of  brothers,  and  of  friends. 
He  facred  Friendftiip's  ftricfleft  laws  obey'd, 
Yet    more    by    Confcience    than    by    Friendfhip 

fway'd; 
Againft  hinifelf  his  gratitude  maintain'd. 
By  favours  paft,  not  future  profpeds  gaiii'd  ; 
Not  nicely  choofing,  though  by  all  defir'd, 
'I'hough  learn'd,  not  vain,   and  humble,  though 
admir'd ; 


.  Candid  to  all,  but  to  himfelf  fevere. 
In  humour  pliant,  as  in  life  auftere. 
A  wile  content  his  even  foul  fecur'd, 
'  By  want  not  fhaken,  nor  by  wealth  allur'd  : 
To  all  fincere,  though  earneft  to  commend. 
Could  praife  a  rival,  or  condemn  a  friend. 
To  him  old  Greece  and  Rome  were  fully  known, 
Tlieir  tongues,  their  fpirits,  and  their  ftyles  his 

own  ; 
Pleas'd  the  leaft  fteps  of  famous  men  to  view. 
Our  aBthors'  works,  and  lives,  and  fouls,  he  knew ; 
Paid  to  the  learn'd  and  great  the  fame  efleem. 
The  one  his  pattern,  and  the  one  his  theme : 
With  equal  judgment  his  capacious  mind 
Warm  Pindar's  rage,  and  Euclid's  reafon  join'd. 
Judicious  phyfic's  noble  art  to  gain 
All  drugs  and  plants  explor'd,  alas,  in  vain ! 
The    drugs    and    plants    their    drooping    mafter 

fail'd. 
Nor  goodnefs  now,  nor  learning  aught  avail'd ; 
Yet  to  the  bard  his  Churchill's  foul  they  gave. 
And    made    him   fcorn   the  life  they  could  not 

fave  : 
Elfe  could  he  bear  unmov'd,  the  fatal  gueft,  "J 
The  weight  that  all  his  fainting  limbs  oppreft,  f 
The    coughs    that    flruggled  from  his  weary  f" 

breaft  ?  J 

Could  he  unmov'd  approaching  death  fuflain  ? 
Its  flow  advances,  and  its  racking  pain  ? 
Could  he  fcrene  his  weeping  friends  furvey,        "y 
In  his  laft  hours  his  eafy  wit  difplay,  > 

Like  the  rich  fruit  he  lings,  delicious  in  decay  ?  ) 
Once    on    thy    frienas    look  down,    lamented 

ihade, 
And  view  the  honours  to  thy  aflves  paid  : 
Some  thy  lov'd  duft  in  Parian  ilones  enftirine. 
Others  immortal  epitaphs  defign, 
With  wit,  and  ftrength,  that  only  yields  to  thine 
Ev'n  I,  thi;ugh  flow  to  touch  the  painful  ftring, 
Awake  from  fluinber,  and  attempt  to  fing. 
Thee,  Philips,  thee  deipairing  Vaga  mourns, 
And  gentle  Ifis  foft  complaints  returns; 
Dornur  laments  amidft  the  war's  alarms. 
And  Cecil  weeps  in  beauteous  Tufton's  arms : 
Thee,  on  the  Po,  kind  Somerfet  depL  res. 
And  ev'n  that  charming  fcene  his  grief  rcftores : 
He  to  thy  lofs  each  mournful  air  applies,  T 

Mindful  of  tliee  on  huge  Taburnus  lies,  / 

But  moft  at  Virp ii's  tomb  his  fvvelling  furrows  f 

rile.  J 

But  you,  his  darling  friends,  lament  no  more, 
Difplay  bis  fame,  and  not  his  fate  deplore  j 
And  let  no  tears  from  erring  pity  flow. 
For  one  that's  bleft  above,  immertaljz'd  below^ 
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HoRA  dum  nondum  fonuit  fecunda, 
Nee  puer  nigras  tepefecit  undas, 
Acer  ad  notos  calamus  labores 

Sponte  rccurrit. 
Quid  prius  noftris  potiufve  chartis 
lllinam  ?  Cuinani  vigil  ante  nodlem 
Sole  depulfam  redeunte  Scr'-^'or 

Mitto  falutem  ? 
Tu  meis  chartis,  bane  Perci-valle, 
Unice  dignus  ;  tibi  pecftus  implet 
Non  minor  noflro  novitatis  ardor ; 

Tu  quoque  Scriptor. 
Detulit  rumor  (mihi  multa  defert 
Rumor)  in  fylvis  modo  te  dediffe 
Furibus  prsedam,  mediumque  belli  im- 

pune  ftetiffe. 
Saucius  num  vivit  adhuc  Caballus 
Anne  ?  lerneis  potiora  Gazis, 
An,  tua  vita  Tibi  chariora, 

Scripta  fuperfunt  ? 
Cui  legis  noftras,  relegifque  chartas  ? 
Cui  meam  laudas  generofitatem  ? 
Quem  meis  verbis,  mca  nefcientem, 

Mane  fahitas. 
Scribe  Secunis,  quid  agit  Senatus 
Q^id  Caput  ftertit  grave  Lambeihanum, 
Quid  Comes  Guildford,  quid  habent  novoruia 

Daiuis^Z  DyerC^t, 
Me  meus,  quondam  tuus,  e  popinis 
yenny  jam  vifit,  lacrimanfque  narrat, 
X>um  molit  fucos,  fubito  peremptum 

Funere  Rixon. 
Narrat  (avertat  Deus  inquit  omen) 
Hofpitem  notse  periifle  Mitra  ; 
Narrat  immerfam  prope  limen  urbis 

flumine  cymbam. 

Narrat at  portis  meus  Hintot  aftat, 

Nuncius  Pricket  redit,  avocat  me 
^l^erivin,  et  fcribendse  alio  requirunt 

Mille  tabellse. 


P.  S. 

"  Ccenitant  mecum  Coniites  lerns, 
"  Multa  qui  de  te  memorant  cuiulios 
"  Inter,  et  puUi,  vice  literarum, 

"  Cras  tibi  mittunt." 


FERCIVALLUS  CHARLETTO  SUO. 

QuALis  ambabus  capiendus  ulnis 
I.imen  attingit  tibi  gratus  hofpes 
Quum  facras  primum  fubit  aut  relicqult 

Ifidis  arces, 
Quails  exultat  tibi  pars  mamilla 
Lseva,  quum  cantu  propriore  ftrident 
Mifiiles,  et  jam  moneant  adefle 

Cornua,  chartas. 
Tale  per  noftrum  jecur  et  medullas 
Gaudium  fluxit,  fimul  ac  reclufis 
Vinculis  vidi  bene  literati 

Nomen  amici. 
Obvios  fures,  uti  fama  verax 
Rettulit,  fenfi  pavidus  tremenfque ; 
Sed  fui,  fumque,  excipias  timorem, 

Cxtera  fofpes. 
Scire  fi  fylvam  cupias  pericli! 
Confciam,  et  triftes  nemoris  tenebras, 
Confulas  iente  tabulas  parantenj 

Te  duce  Colum. 
Flebilis  legi  miferanda  dofti 
Fata  piffloris,  fed  et  h8c  iniqua 
Damna  confolor,  fupereft  percmpto 

Rixone  Wildgoofe. 
Q^x  tamen  metram  mulier  labantem 
Fulciet  ?  niUDUs  vetulas  parentis, 
Anna  prasftabit,  nifi  fors  lerni 

Hofpita  Cygni. 
Lsetus  accepi  celeres  vigere 
Pricketi  plantas,  fimiil  ambulant! 
Plaudo  Sberzbino,  pueroque  Dav 

Mitto  falutem. 
yenny,  poft  Hinton,  comitum  tuoruRi 
Primus,  ante  omnes  mihi  gratulandus. 
Qui  tibi  totus  vacat,  et  vacabit. 

Nee  vetat  Uxor, 
Hsec  ego  lufi  prf  perante  Musi 
Lefiice  vatis  numeros  fecutus; 
Si  novi  quid  fit,  tneliiis  docebit 

Scrmo  pedeftris. 


POCOCKIUS, 

Dum  cxde  tellus  luxurJat  Ducum, 
Meum  PococKi  barbiton  exigis, 
Manefque  Mufam  faftuofam 
PoUiciant  pretiofiores. 
Alter  virentum  prorurat  agmina 
Sonora  Thracum,  donaque  Phillidi 
Agat  piiellas,  heu  decoris 
Virginibus  nimis  invidcnti. 
Tc  nuda  Virtus,  te  Fidei  pius 
Ardor  ferendse,  fandlaqac  Veritas 
Per  faxa,  per  pontum,  per  hoftes 
Praecipitant  Afis  mifcrtum: 


Cohors  catenis  qua  pia  ftridulis 
Gemunt  onufti,  vel  fude  trans  finum 
Luftantur  a6la,  pendullve 
Sanguineis  trepidant  in  uncis. 
Sentis  ut  edunt  fibila,  ut  ardui 
Micant  dracones,  tigris  ut  horridos 
Intorquer  ungues,  ejulatque 
In  madido  cr'jcodilus  antro 
Vides  lacunse  fulphure  lividos 
Ardere  flu(Sus,  qL,a  ftetit  impix 
Moles  Gom:rrhas  mox  pr'~cella 
Haufta  rubra,  pluviifque  flanuois : 
Quod  ifta  tellub  fi  tin  ilcs  tibi 
Si  forte  denos  nutritrar  Viros, 
Adhuc  ftetifTer,  ncc  vibrato 
Dexcra  Du  touuiflet  igne. 
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Qjiin  nunc  requiris  teila  virentia 
l<lini  ferocis,  nunc  Babel  arduum, 
Immane  opus,  crefcentibufque 
Verticc  fideribus  propinquum. 
Nequicquani  :  Amici  difparibus  fonis 
Eludit  aiircs  nefcius  artifex, 
JjingDaquf  miratur  rccentes 
In  patriis  peregrinus  oris. 
Veftitur  hinc  tot  fermo  coloribus, 
Quot  til,  PococKi,  diffimilis  tui 
Orator  effers,  quot  vicifilm 

Te  meniores  celebrate  gaudent. 
HI  non  tacebuiit  quo  Syriam  fenex 
Percurrit  xftu  rajitus,  ut  arcibus 
Non  iam  I'uperbis,  et  vcrendis 
Indoluit  SoliniK  ruinis. 
Quis  corda  pulfans  tunc  paver  hauferat 
Dol'>r  qui-  aifit  non  fine  gaudio, 
Cum  bufta  Chiifti  provolutus 
Ambiguis  iacrymis  rigaret ! 
Sacratur  arbos  niulta  Pocockio, 
Locoique  monftrans  inquiet  accola, 
Hsec  quercus  Holeam  fupinum, 
Heec  Bntone:n  recreavit  otnus. 
Hk  audierunt  gens  venerabilem 
Ebraia  Mofen,  inde  PocuCKiuw 
Non  ore,  non  annis  niinorem, 
Aique  fuam  didicere  linguani. 
Ac  ficut  altens  perpetua  nive 
Siniut  favillas,  et  cineres  finu 
i.ru(9;a-  ardenti,  et  pruinis 

Contiguas  rotat  ^tna  jBarritnas ; 
Sic  te  trenientem,  tc  nive  candiduni 
Alens  intus  urget,  mens  agit  ignea 
Seq'.ii  reludtantem  loeleni 
Per  tonitru,  acreafque  nubes 
Annon  pavefcis,  dum  tuba  pallidum 
Cict  Sioneni,  dum  tremulum  polo 
Caligat  allrum,  atque  incubanti 
I  erra  nigrans  tegitur  fub  umbra  ? 
Quod  agmcn  !   heu  qua;  turma  fequacibus 
Trtmenda  flammis  1  quis  ftrtpitantium 
Flidlus  rotarum  eft  !  O  PococKi 
Egregie,  O  animofe  Vatis 
Interpres  abftrufi,  O  fimili  fere 
Correpte  flanmia,  te,  quot  imagine 
Ciucis  notantur,  te,  lubadto 
Cbriflicoli  gravis  Ott.mannus 
Gemcns  requirit,  te  Babylonii 
Warrant  poeta:,  te  pliaretris  Arabs 
Piorat  revulfis,  et  fragofos 

Jam  gravior  ferit  horror  agros. 
Qua  Gefta  nondum  cognita  Cxfaris, 
Qua  nee  Matronis  fcripta,  PococKius 
I'lorator  ingens,  et  dtdenda 
Ntllorex  brcvitas  fencifta:. 


ODE, 

rOR    THE    YEAR    I/OJ. 


Janus,  did  ever  to  tliy  wondcrirg  eyes, 
So  bright  a  Iccne  cf  tiiupfiph  rife  i 


Did  ever  Greece  or  Rome  fuch  laurels  wear. 

As  crown'd  the  laft  aufpicious  year  ? 
When   firft  at   Blenheim  ANNE  her  enfigns 
fpread, 
And    Marlborough    to   the   field     the    fhouting 
fquadrons  led. 
In  vain  the  hills  and  ftreams  oppofe, 
In  vain  the  hollow  ground  in  faithlcfs  hillocks  rofe. 
To  the  rough  Danube's  winding  fhore, 
His  ihatter'd  foes  the  conquering  hero  bure. 
'ii. 
They  fee  with  ftaring  haggard  eyes 
The  rapid  torrent  roll,  the  foaming  billows  rife  ; 
Amaz'd,  aghaft,  they  turn,  but  find. 
In  Marlborough's  arms,  a  furer  fate  behind. 

Now  his  red  fword  aloft  impends. 
Now  on  their  fhrinking  head  defcends : 
Wild  and  diftradled  with  their  fears. 
They  juftling  plunge  amidft  the  founding  deeps; 
The  flood  avcay  the  ftruggling  fquadionfwecps. 
And  men,  and  arms,  and  hones,  whirling  bears. 
The  frighted  Danube  to  the  fea  retreats,  T 

The  Dar.ube  foon  the  flying  ocean  meets,  s 

Flying  the  thunder  of  great  ANNA's  fleets.      j 
III. 
Rooke  on  the  feas  aflerts  her  fway,  'y 

Flames  o'er  the  trembling  ocean  play,  > 

And  clouds  yf  fmoke  involve  the  day.  J 

Affrighted  Europe  hears  the  cannons  roar, 
And  Afria-echoes  from  its  diftant  fliore. 
The  French,  unequal  in  the  fight, 
In  force  fuperior,  take  their  fi  ght. 
Factions  in  vain  the  hero's  worth  decry. 
In  vain  the  vanquifli'd  triumph,  while  they  fly. 

IV. 

Now,   Janus,  with  a  future  view, 
The  glories  of  her  reign  furvey. 
Which  fliall  o'er  France  her  arms  difp'ay, 

And  kingdoms  now  her  own  fubdue. 
Lewis,  for  oppreffion  born  ; 
L.ewisin  his  turn,  fhall  mourn, 
While  his  conquer'd  happy  fwains, 
Shall  hug  their  ealy  wifh'd-for  chains. 

Others,  enflav"d  by  vi(5tory, 
Their  fi'bjefts,  as  their  foes,  opprefs; 

ANNA  conquers  but  to  free, 
And  governs  but  to  blefs. 


ODE*. 


Ormond's  glory,  Marlborough's  armj^ 

All  the  mouths  of  fame  employ  ; 
And  til'  applauding  world  around 
Echoes  back  the  pleafing  found  : 

Their  courage  warms; 

Their  conduiit  charms  ; 
Yet  the  univerfal  j  ly 
Feels  a  fenlible  all'iy  '. 


•  Tliis  0<lc,  and  that  which  follows  it,  were  rublilhc d 
atKinymoully  at  the  time  when  thc)  were  wriucn,  .iiul 
arc  iiowafcribcU  to  Nfr.  Smith,  ou  the  authority  ot  a  nctc 
ill  uianuicriiii  by  ooe  ol'  his  coiucirporATies. 
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Mighty  George  f ,  the  Senate's  care, 

The  people's  love,  great  Anna's  prayer! 

While  the  ftroke  of  fate  we  dread 

Impending  o'er  thy  facred  head. 
The  Britilh  youth  for  thee  fubmit  to  fear, 
For  her  the  dames  in  cloudy  grief  appear  I 

Let  the  noife  of  war  and  joy 
Rend  again  the  trembling  fky  ; 
Great  George  revives  to  calm  our  fears, 
With  pr.ifpedl  of  more  glorious  years  : 
Deriv'd  frum  Anne's  aufpicious  fmiles, 
More  cheerful  airs  refrefli  the  Britilh  Ifles. 

Sound  the  trumpet ;  beat  the  drum ; 
Tremble  France;  we  come,  we  cornel 
Almighty  force  our  courage  warms; 
We  feel  the  full,  the  powerful  charms 
Of  Ormond's  glory,  and  of  Marlborough's  arms  ! 


ODE    IN    PRAISE    OF    MUSIC. 

COMPOSED    BY    MR.    CHARLES    KING, 

In   Fife   Parts, 

FOR    THE    DEGREE    OF    BATCHELOR    OF    MUSIC; 

Performed  at  the  theatre  in  Oxford,  on  Friday 
the  lltb  of  July  I7O7. 

Music,  foft  charm  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 
Whence  didll  thou  borrow  thy  aufpicious  birth? 

Or  art  thou  of  eternal  date  ? 
Sire  to  thyfelf,  thyfclf  as  old  as  Fate, 

Ere  the  rude  ponderous  mafs 
Of  earth  and  waters  from  their  chaos  fprang 

The  morning  flars  their  anthems  fang, 
And  nought  in  Heaven  was  heard  but  melody  and 
love. 

t  George  Prince  of  Denmark,  hufband  to  the  Queen, 


Myriads  of  fpirits,  forms  divine, 

The  Seraphim,  with  the  bright  hoft 

Of  Angels,  Thrones,  and  Heavenly  Powers, 

Worfhip  before  th'  Eternal  Shrine ; 

Their    ijappy    privilege  in  hymns  and  anthems 
hoaft. 

In  love  and  wonder  pafs  their  blifsful  hours. 

Nor  let  the  lower  world  repine 
The  mafly  orb  in  which  we  fluggards  move 
As  if  fequefter'd  from  the  arts  divine  : 

Here's  Mufic  too. 
As  ours  a  rival  were  to  th'  world  above. 

Chorus,   Five   Voices. 

Hark,  how  the  feather'd  choir  their  mattins  ch^nt, 
And  purling  flreanis  foft  accents  vent, 
And  all  both  time  and  meafure  know. 
Ere  fmce  the  Theban  bard,  to  prove 

The  wondrous  magic  of  his  art. 
Taught  trees  and  forefts  how  to  move. 
All  Nature  has  a  general  concert  held. 

Each  creature  ftrives  to  bear  a  part;  [yield. 

And  all  but  Death  and  Hell  to  conquering  Mufic 

But  ftay,  I  hear  methinks  a  motley  crew, 
A  peevilh,  odd,  eccentric  race. 
The  glory  of  the  art  debafe  ; 
Perhaps  becaufe  the  facred  emblem  'tis 
Of  Truth,  of  Peace,  and  Order  too  ; 
So  dangerous  'tis  to  be  perverfely  wife. 

But  be  they  ever  in  the  wrong. 
Who  fay  the  Prophet's  harp  e'er  fpoil'd  the  Poet's 
fong ! 

Grand  Chorus,   Five  Parts. 

To  Athen's  now,  my  Mufe,  retire. 
The  refuge  and  the  theatre  of  wit ; 
And  in  that  fafe  and  fweet  retreat, 

Amongfl  Apollo's  fons  inquire. 
And  fee  if  any  friend  of  thine  be  there  : 

But  fure  fo  near  the  Thefpian  fpring 

The  humblefl  Bard  may  fit  and  fing  : 
Here  refl  my  Mufe,  and  dwe!!  for  ever  here. 


THK 


>  , 


POETICAL  WORKS 


RICHARD    DUKE. 


I 


Contaioing  his 

H.IVIEW, 

PROLOGUES, 

TRANSLATIONS, 

SONGS, 

IMITATIONS, 

EPISTLES, 

^c.  b" 

r.  ^c. 

To  which  u  prefiiel 


TKE    LIFE    OF    THE   AUTHOR, 


Sometimes  we  Viigil's  facred  leaves  turn  o'er. 
Still  wondering,  and  ftill  6nding  caufe  for  more. 
When  Nifus  and  Euryalus  we  admire. 
Their  gentle  friendfhip,  and  their  martial  fire. 
We  praife  their  valour,  'caufe  yet  match'd  by  none, 
And  love  their  friendlhip,  fo  much  like  our  own. 
But  when  to  give  our  minds  a  feaft  indeed, 
Horace,  ie/l  knt-wn  and  lov'dby  thee,  we  read. 
Who  can  our  tranfports,  or  our  longings  tell 
To  tafte  of  pleafures,  prais'd  by  him  fo  well  ? 

otway's  epistle  to  bwke. 
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THE   LIFE   OF  DUKE. 


Of  Richard  Duke  very  few  particulars  have  defcended  to  pofterlty.  The  accounts  of  his  family 
are  obfcurc  and  imperfecfl.  Jacob  fays,  his  father  was  an  eminent  citizen  of  London,  bu;  does  not 
mention  his  profeflion      The  year  of  his  birth  is  not  known. 

The  earlieft  circumftance  that  has  been  recorded  concerning  him,  is  the  date  of  his  admiflion  to 
Wcftminfter-fchool,    which  appears  to  have  been  in  1670 

It  is  probable,  he  was  admitted  a  fcholar  upon  the  foundation,  as  he  was  eleifled  to  Trinity  Col- 
ledge,  Cambridge,  in  1675. 

What  indications  of  genius  he  difplayed  in  hisfchool  excrcifes,  cannot  now  be  certainly  known; 
but  he  appears,  from  his  writings,  to  have  been  an  accomplifhed  claflical  fcholar,  a\id  early  addidled 
to  the  ftudy  of  poetry. 

On  his  coming  to  Cambridge,  he  enlifted  himfelf  among  the  wits  of  the  univerfity,  and  was  3if- 
tinguiflied  in  the  literary  and  focial  circles,  for  the  elegance  of  his  tafte,  and  the  fpiightlinefs  of  his 
converfation. 

He  lived  in  habits  of  familiar  intimacy  with  Otway,  who  appears,  from  his  EpiT;le  to  him,  and 
the  Anfwer  to  it,  to  have  refided  fome  time  at  Cambridge,  after  he  left  Oxford,  though  it  cannot 
be  afcertained  by  the  regifter  of  the  univerfity  that  he  ftudied  there. 

In  1679,  he  addrefled  a  copy  of  Veifes  to  Dryden,  on  the'appearance  of  his  "  Troilus  and  Cref- 
fida,"  in  which  he  calls  him,  "  our  Mailer  Poet,  great  King  of  Verfe,"and  himfelf,  "  an  unknov.rn, 
unheard-of  private  name," 

"  A  young  beginner  in  the  trade  of  wit." 

In  1680,  came  out  a  tranflation  of  Ovid's  Epiftles,  by  Dryden,  and  other  popular  names,  to 
which  he  contributed  the  Epiftles  of  Pari]  to  Helen,  and  Acentius  to  Cydippe. 

The  fame  year,  he  wrote  a  Pajiaral  on  the  Death  of  Mary  Duchefs  of  Soutbampton ;  a  mode  of 
writing  which  was  then  very  faftiionable  among  the  wits  on  fuch  occafions. 

The  year  following,  he  attended  the  publication  of  "  Abfalom  and  Achitophel,"  with  a  poetical 
compliment  to  "  the  uhknown  Author,"  in  whofe  "  mighty  and  immortal  lines"  he  recognifes 
"  the  informing  genius"  and  "  divine  flame"  of  his  mafler,  Dryden. 

Soon  after  the  appearance  of  "  Abfalom  and  Achitophel,"  he  wrote  a  political  poem.  Intituled 
The  Rc-view,  which,  though  unfinilhed,  is  the  moit  confiderable  of  his  original  peiformances 

In  an  advertifement  prefixed  to  it,  the  Editor  fays,  "  he  \vas  perfL.aded  to  undertake  it  by  Mr. 
Sheridan^the  fccretary  to  the  Duke  of  York  ;  but  Mr.  Duke,  finding  that  gentleman  dcfigned  to  make 
life  of  his  pen  to  vent  his  fpleen  againft  feveral  perfons  at  Court  that  were  of  another  party  than 
that  he  was  engaged  in,  broke  off  proceeding  in  it,  and  left  it  (imrerfedl:)  as  it  is  now  printed." 

In  1682,  he  took  his  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts,  having  been  before  a  fellow  of  his  college,  or 
appointed  to  a  feliowfliip  foon  after  his  graduation. 

The  fame  year,  he  wrote  a  poem  on  the  Marriage  of  Georre  Prince  of  Denmark  to  Lady  Anre, 
vhich  contains  an  elegant  mixture  of  panegyric  and  poetry  ;  the  conclufion  is  eminently  happy. 

In  1684,  he  wrote  a  poem  on  the  Death  of  King  Charles  It.,  and  the  navguration  of  King  fames  ; 
in  which  his  loyalty  and  wit  are  eijually  conlpicuous.  The  charadtsr  of  Charles,  though  deficient 
Vol.  VI .  R-  r 
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in  trutn,  is  a  raallerpiece  cf  panegyric  ;  and  the  compliment  to  James  exhibits  lufficient  proofs  of 
his  poetical,  but  not  of  his  prophetical  poVver. 

He  was  engaged,  among  other  wits,  in  the  vcrfion  of  Juvenal,  that  goes  under  the  name  of  Dry- 
den,  and  tranflated  the  Fourth  Satire. 

He  contributed,  alfo,  Several  trai)flations  from  Theocritus,  Horace,  and  Virgil,  to  Dryden's 
Mifcellany ;  in  which  mort  of  his  other  poems  were  firfi  publifhed. 

When  he  left  the  univerfity,  he  entered  into  orders,  as  he  humoroufly  threatened,  in  the  cCndu- 
fion  «f  his  Einjile  to  Ciivay  : 

Elfe  I  fhall  grow 

A  greafy  blockhead  fellow  in  a  gown. 

With  my  own  hair,  a  band,  and  ten  long  nails. 

And  wit,  that  at  a  quibble  never  fails. 

from  this  t'me,  he  a)^pea^s  to  have  fubdued  his  inclination  to  levity  and  conviviality ;  for  he  be- 
came a  celebrated  preacher,  and  obtained  fevtral  ^ctlefiaftical  preferments;  being  made  a  preben- 
dary of  Gloucefler,  a  prcJior  in  the  convocation  for  that  church,  and  a  chaplain  to  Queen 
Anne. 

In  1 710,  he  was  prefented  by  the  Bifliop  of  Wincheftet  to  the  valuable  living  of  Witney,  in  Ox» 
fordfhire,  which  he  enjoyed  but  a  few  months.  On  Fcbr^iary  1710-II,  having  returned  from  an 
entertainment,  he  was  found  dead  the  next  morning. 

This  is  all  that  is  known  of  Duke ;  a  man  who  enjoyed  the  friendlhip  and  praifes  of  Dryden, 
"Waller,  Otway,  Lee,  Creech,  and  other  contemporary  wit? ;  and  who  appears  to  have  been  a 
■polite  and  accompliflied  fcholar  and  a  refpecflable,  though  not  a  great  poet. 

His  Foems  were  colltAcd  and  publifhed  by  Tonfon,  in  8vo,  J717,  with  the  poems  of  Rofcom- 
mon  and  Buckingham,  and  have  been  reprinted  in  fubfequent  coliedions. 

On  his  poetry  much  commendation  cannot  be  bellowed.  His  Tranjlatlcns  have  nothing  in  them 
remarkable.  Lilte  the  veifions  of  his  affociates,  they  are  generally  licentious,  without  compenfat- 
ing  for  their  freedom  by  their  beauties.  His  Foliiical  Verjcs  are  not  unfkilfully  written,  though 
much  debafed  by  fentiments  of  fervility  and  adulation.  The  Re-vieiu,  though  imperfedl,  has  fome 
■vigorous,  and  fome  happy  lines.  His  Songs  are  not  inferior  to'  other  compofitions  of  that  kind. 
His  Epijiles  are  eafy  and  familiar.  In  all  his  pieces  are  to  be  found  fome  elegancies  of  verfifiation, 
and  fome  felicities  of  diclion. 

His  Sermons  have  been  ftveial  times  reprinted,  and  are  ranked,  by  Dr.  Feltcn,  with  the  compofi- 
tions of  Tillotfon  and  Sprat. 

After  commending  the  Bifliop  of  Rochefter,  he  fays  : 

•'  Mr.  Duke  may  be  alfo  mentioned,  under  the  double  capacity  of  a  poet  and  a  divine.  He  is  a 
bright  example  in  the  fevcral  parts  of  writing,  whether  we  confider  his  Orighuls,  his  Traiif.atkr:<, 
Taraphrafes,  or  Imiiaikns.  But  here  I  can  only  mention  him  as  a  divine,  But  with  this  peculiar  com- 
mendation, that  in  his  Sermons,  befides  livelinefs  of  wit,  purity  and  corrcAncfs  of  flyle,  and  jnftnefsct 
argument,  we  fee  many  tine  alIufion«  to  the  ancients,  feveral  beautiful  paffages  handrunicly  incorpo- 
rated in  the  train  of  his  own  thoughts;  and,  to  fay  all  in  a  word,  cUiJJlc  harnlng  and  a  Chr/ftian 
Jpirltr 

His  moral  and  poetical  charadler  is  briefly,  but  judicioufly  and  wittily  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon  : 
though  it  contains  a  fti  -.pofition  with  regard  to  his  later' fentiments  of  fome  of  his  compofitions,  for 
which  there  is  no  foundation,  as  none  of  his  verfcs,  even  the  moft  light  and  airy,  are  ofTenCve  to 
virtue  or  decency. 

"  He  appears,  from  his  writings,  to  have  been  not  ill  qualified  for  poetical  compofitions.  His 
poeips  are  not  b?Io\v  mediocrity  ;  nor  have  I  found  much  in  them  to  be  praifed.  With  the  wit,  he 
feems  to  have  fliared  thr  dilfolutencfs  of  the  times;  f(*r  fome  of  hi»  compofitions  ar^fuch,  as  he 
muft  have  reviewed  with  dcteftarion  in  his  latter  day?. 

Perhaps,  like  fome  other  foolifh  young  men,  he  rather  talked  than  lived  vicioufly,  in  an  age 
where  he.  that  would  be  thought  a  wit  was  afraid  to  fay  his  prayers;  and  whatever  might  have  beep 
baU  in  the  firft  pr.rt  of  his  life,  wasfurely  condensed  and  reformed  by  his  better  judgmtnt." 
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THE    REVIEW. 

"  Longa  eft  injuria,  longa 
"  Ambages;  fed  fumma  fequar  falligia  rerum." 

ViRG. 

How  have  we  wander'd  a  long  difmal  night. 
Led  through  blind  paths  by  each  deluding  light ! 
Now  plung'd  in  mire,  now  by  fliarp  brambles  torni 
With  tempefts  beat,  and  to  the  winds  a  fcorn  I 
Loft,  weary'd,  fpent !  but  fee  the  eaftern  ftar 
And  glimmering  light  dawns  kindly  from  afar  : 
Bright  Goddefs,  hail !  while  we  by  thee  lurvey 
The  various  errors  of  our  painful  way  ; 
While,  guided  by  fame  clew  of  heavenly  thread, 
The  labyrinth  perplex'd  we  backward  tread. 
Through  rulers'  avarice,  pride,  ambition,  hate, 
Perverfe  cabals,  and  winding  turns  of  ftate, 
The  fenate's  rage,  and  all  the  croolied  lines 
Of  incoherent  plots  and  wild  defigns ; 
Till,  getting  out  where  firft  we  enter'd  in, 
A  new  bright  race  of  glory  we  begin. 

As,  after  Winter,  Spring's  glad  face  appears, 
As  the  bleft  (bore  to  fhipwreck'd  mariners, 
Succefs  to  lovers,  glory  to  the  brave. 
Health  to  the  fick,  or  freedom  to  the  Have ; 
Such  was  great  Cxfar's  day  !  the  wondrous  day. 
That  long  in  Fate's  dark  bofora  hatching  lay, 
Heaven  to  abfolve,  and  fatisfa<Sio;i  bring, 
For  twenty  years  of  mi-fery  and  fin  ! 
What  Ihouts,  what  triumph,  what  unruly  joy, 
Swell'd  every  breaft,  did  every  tongue  employ, 
With  rays  dire>5l,  whilft  on  hi»  people  flione 
The  king  triumphant  from  the  martyr's  throne  ! 
Was  ever  prince  like  him  to  mortals  given  ? 
So  much  the  joy  of  earth,  and  care  of  heaven  ! 
Under  the  preffure  of  unequal 'fate, 
Of  fo  eretS;  a  mind,  and  foul  fo  great ! 
So  full  of  meeknefi,  and  fo  void  of  pride. 
When  borne  algft  by  Fortune's  higheft  tide  ! 
Mercy,  like  heaven,  's  his  chief  prerogative, 
His  joy  to  fave,  and  jlory  to  forgive. 
All  ftorms  compos'd,  and  tempefts  rage  afleep, 
He,  halcyon  like,  fat  brooding  o'er  the  deep. 
He  fa'.v  the  royal  bark  fecurely  ride, 
No  danger  threatening  from  the  p eacefiii  tide ; 


And  he  who,  when  the  winds  and  feas  Were  high, 
Oppos'd  his  (kill,  and  did  their  rage  defy. 
No  diminution  to  his  honour  thought, 
T'  enjoy  the  pleafure  of  the  calrii  he  brought. 
(Should  he  alone  be  fo  the  people's  flave. 
As  not  to  ftiare  the  bleffings  that  he  gave  ?) 
But  not  till,  full  of  providential  care. 
He  chofe  a  pilot  in  his  place  to  fteer  : 
One  in  his  father's  councils  an4  his  ov.-n 
Long  exercis'd,  and  Rrey  in  bufincfs  grown  ; 
Whofe  confirm'd  judgment  and  fagacious  wit 
Knew  all  the  fands  on  which  raftr  nionarclis  fplitj 
Of  riling  winds  cnuld,  ere  they  blew,  infornj, 
And  from  which  quarter  to  expedl  'he  ftoriM 
Such  was,  or  fuch  he  leem'd,  whom  Cxfar  chofe^ 
And  did  all  empire's  cares  in  him  repole. 
That,  after  all  his  toils  and  dangers  paft. 
He  might  lie  down  and  tafte  fome  cafe  at  laft. 

Now  ftands  the  ftarefman  of  che  hi.'im  poffeft. 
On  him  alone  three  mighty  nations  reft; 
Byrfa  *  his  name,  bred  at  the  wranijling  bar. 
And  Ikill'd  in  arms  i>f  that  litigious  tvar  ; 
But  more  to  Wit's  peacefuller  arts  inclLn'd, 
Learning's  Mascenas,  and  the  Mufcs'  friend ; 
Him  every  Mufe  in  every  age  ha;^  fung-. 
His  eafy  flowing  wit  and  charming  tongue. 
Had  not  the  treacherous  voice  of  power  infpir'd 
His  mounting  thoughts,  and  wild  ambition  fir'd; 
Difdaining  Icfs  alliances  to  own, 
He  now  fets  up  for  kinfman  of  the  throne ; 
And  Anna,  by  the  power  her  father  gain'd, 
Back'd  with  great  Csefar's  abfolute  command. 
On  falfe  pretence  of  former  contracSs  made. 
Is  forc'd  on  brave  t  Britaijnicus's  bed. 

Thus  rais'd,  his  inlblence  his  wit  out-vy*d. 
And  meaneft  avarice  maintain'd  his  pride; 
When  Cxfar,  to  confirm  his  infant  ftate, 
Drown'd  in  oblivion  all  old  names  of  hate, 
By  threatening  many,  but  excepting  none 
That  paid  the  purchafe  of  oblivion. 
Byrfa  his  mailer's  free-given  me.fcy  fold, 
And  royal  grace  retail'd  for  rebel  gold  : 
That  new  ftate-maxim  he  invented  firft, 
(To  aged  Time's  laft  revolution  curft) 

*  Lar'.'oiClirjr.dcn,  f  Duke  of  York. 
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That  teaches  monarchs  to  ohliE;e  their  foes, 
And  their  beft  fi  lends  to  bcgp;ary  cxpofe  ; 
For  thefe,  he  faid,  would  ftill  beg  on  and  ferve  ; 
'Tis  the  okl  badge  of  loyalty  to  ftarve  : 
But  harden'd  rebels  niufl  by  bribes  be  won, 
And  paid  for  all  the  mighty  ills  they've  done  : 
When  wealth  and  honour  from  their  treafons  flow, 
How  can  they  choofe  but  very  loyal  grow  ? 
This  falfc  ungrateful  maxim  Byrfa  taught, 
Vaft  funis  of  wealth  from  thriving  rebels  brought ; 
Titles  and  power  to  thieves  and  traitors  fold, 
Sweil'd  his  ftrctch'd  coffers  with  o'erflowing  gold. 
HtDce  all  thefe  tears — in  thefe  firft  feeds  was  fown 
His  country's  following  ruin,  and  his  own. 

Of  that  accurft  and  facrilegious  ciew, 
Which  great  by  merit  of  rebellion  grew, 
Had  all  una&ive  perilh'd  and  unknown, 
The  falfe  *  Antonius  had  fufific'd  alone. 
To  all  fucceediiig  ages  to  proclaim 
Of  this  ftate  principle  the  guilt  and  fhanie. 
Antonius  early  in  rebellious  race 
Swiftly  fet  out,  nor  flackening  in  his  pace, 
The  fame  ambition  that  his  youthful  heat 
llrg'd  to  all  ills,  the  little  daring  brat 
With  unabated  ardour  dees  engage, 
The  loathfome  dregs  of  his  decrepit  age  ; 
Bold,  full  of  native  and  acquir'd  deceit. 
Of  fprightly  cunning  and  malicious  wit ; 
Reflkfs,  projedliiig  ftill  feme  new  defign,  '^ 

Still  drawing  round  the  government  his  line,      > 
Buld  on  the  walls,  or  bufy  in  the  mine  :  j 

Lewd  as  the  ftews,  but  to  the  blinded  eyes 
Of  the  dull  crowd  as  Puritan  precife; 
J~-  -fore  their  fight  he  draws  the  juggler's  cloud 
Of  public  intereft,  and  the  people's  good. 
Tlie  working  ferment  of  his  atlivs  mind, 
la  his  weak  body's  cafic  with  pain  cunfin'd, 
Would  burfl:  the  rotten  vcfTel  where  'tis  pent, 
But  that  'tis  tapt  to  give  the  trcafon  vent. 

Such  were  the  men   chat  from  the  ftatefman's 
hand 
Not  pardon  only,  but  promotion  gain'd  : 
All  offices  of  dignity  or  power 
Thefe  fwarming  locufts  greedily  devour; 
Prcferr'd  to  all  the  fecrets  of  the  Hate, 
Thefe  fenfelefs  Tinners  in  the  coivncil  fate, 
In  their  uujuft  deceitful  balance  laid, 
The  great  concerns  of  war  and  peace  were  weigh'd. 

This  wile  f  Lovifius  knew,  whole  mighty  mind 
Had  univtrfal  empire  long  defign'd; 
And  when  he  all  things  found  were  bought  and 

fold, 
Thoi]ght  nothing  there  impofiible  to  gold  : 
With    mighty    lums,     through    ftcret    channels 

bri  ught, 
On  the  corrupted  counfellors  he  wrought : 
Againft  the  neighbouring  Belgians  they  declare 
A  hazard'ius  and  an  c.xpeiifive  war 
'J'hcir  frefli  affronU;  and  matchleft  infolencc 
To  Cxfar's  honour  made  a  fair  pretence; 
Mere  outfide  this,  but,  ruling  by  his  pay. 
Cunning  l-ovifius  did  this  projeiil  lay. 
By  mutual  damages  to  wealctn  thofe 
Who  only  could  his  vaft  deiigns  oppofe. 

*  Earl  orSlKiRcfljury.  f  KicucU  King. 


But  Csfar,  looking  with  a  juft  dJfdain 

Upon  their  bold  pretences  to  the  main. 

Sent  forth  his  royal  brother  from  his  fide. 

To  lafh  their  infolence,  and  curb  their  pride  : 

Brltannicus,  by  whofe  high  virtues  grac'd. 

The  prefent  age  contends  with  all  the  paft  ; 

Him  Heaven  a  pattern  did  for  heroes  form, 

Slow  to  advife,  but  eager  to  perform. 

In  council  calm,  fierce  as  a  ftorm  in  fight. 

Danger  his  fport,  and  labour  his  delight  : 

To  him  the  fleet  and  camp,  the  fea  and  field, 

Did  equal  harvefls  of  bright  glory  yield. 

No  lei's  each  civil  virtue  him  commends. 

The  beft  of  fubjedts,  brothers,  mafters,  friends; 

To  merit  juft,  to  needy  virtue  kind. 

True  to  his  word,  and  conftant  to  his  friend  ; 

What's  well  refolv'd,  as  bravely  he  purfues, 

Fix'd  in  his  choice,  as  careful  how  to  choofe. 

Honour  was  born,  not  planted  in  his  heart. 

And  Virtue  came  by  nature,  not  by  art  : 

Where  glory  calls,  and  Ca;far  gives  command. 

He  flies;  his  pointed  thunder  in  his  hand. 

The  Belgian  fleet  endeavour'd,  but  in  vain, 

The  tempeft  of  his  fury  to  fuftain  : 

Shatter'd  and  torn,  before  his  flags  they  fiy         "^ 

Like  doves  that  the  exalted  eagle  fpy,  > 

Ready  to  ftoop  and  feize  them  from  on  high  ;     J 

He,  Neptune  like,  when,  from  his  watery  bed 

Above  the  waves  lifting  his  awful  head. 

He  fmiles,  and  to  his  chariiU  gives  the  rein, 

In  triumph  rides  o'er  the  aiTertcd  main, 

And  now  returns,  the  watery  empire  won, 

At  Caifar's  feet  to  lay  his  trident  down. 

But  who  the  ibnurs  and  triumphs  can  relate 

Of  the  glad  iflc  tliac  his  return  did  wait  .'' 

Rejoicing  crowds  attend  him  on  the  l^rand. 

Loud  as  the  fea,  and  numerous  as  the  faiid. 

A  joy  too  great  to  'ue  by  words  exprel^, 

Shines  in  each  eye,  and  beats  in  every  breaft  : 

So  joy  the  many,  but  the  wifer  few 

The  godlike  prince  with  filcnt  wonder  view. 

Tlie  grateful  fenate  his  high  av5ls  confefs 

In  a  vaft  gift,  but  than  his  merit  lefi. 

Britaniiicus  is  all  the  voice  of  Fame, 

Brltannicus  :   flie  knows  no  other  name  ; 

The  people's  darling,  and  the  court's  del'ght, 

Lovely  in  peace,  as  dreadful  in  the  fight  1 

Shall  he,  fliall  ever  he,  who  now  commands 

So  many  thoufand  hearts,  and  tongues,  and  iiands; 

Shall  ever  he,  by  fomc  ftrangc  crime  of  fate, 

Fall  under  the  ignoble  vulgai  's  hate  .'' 

Who  knows?  the  turns  of  Foitune  who  can  tell? 

Who  fix  her  globe,  or  flop  the  mlling  wheel  f 

The  crowd's  a  fea,  whofe  wants  run  high  or  low. 

According  as  the  winds,  their  leaders,  blow. 

All  calm  and  fmooth,  till  fiom  fome  corner  flies 

An  envious  blaft,  that  makes  the  billows  rife  : 

The  hlaft,  that  whence  it  comes,  or  where  it  goes, 

We  know  not  ;  but  where'er  it  lifts  it  blows. 

Was  not  <'f  old  the  Jewilll  rabble's  cry 

Hoi.inna  iirft,  and  alter  crucify  ? 

Now  Byrfa  with  full  orb  illuftrious  flionc, 
With  lieams  relleiSed  from  his  glorious  fon ; 
All  luivvcr  his  own,  but  what  was  given  to  thofc 
'I'hat  tounfellors  bj  him  from  fv-bcls  rof;; ; 
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But,  raisM  fo  far,  each  now  difdains  a  firft. 
The  taile  of  power  does  but  inflame  the  thirft. 
With  envious  eyes  they  Byrfa's  glories  fee, 
Nor  think  they  can  be  great,  while  lefs  than  he. 
Envy  their  cunning  fnarpen'd,  and  their  wit. 
Enough  before  for  treacherous  councils  fit ; 
T'  accufe  him  openly  not  yet  they  dare, 
But  fubtly  by  degrees  his  fall  prep-:;re  : 
They  knew  by  long-experienc'd  dcfert 
How  near  he  grew  rooted  to  Csfar's  heart ; 
To  move  him  hence,  required  no  common  {kill, 
But  what  is  hard  to  a  reloived  will  ? 
They  found  his  public  adions  all  confpire, 
Wifely  apply'd,  to  favour  their  defire  : 
But  one  they  want  their  venom  tofuggefl. 
And  make  it  gently  Aide  to  C^efar's  breaft : 
Who  fitter  than  *  Villeriu':  for  this  part  ? 
And  him  to  gain  requir'd  but  little  art, 
For  mifchitf  was  the  darling  of  his  heart. 
A  compound  of  fuch  parts  as  never  yet 
In  any  one  of  all  God's  creatures  met : 
Not  fick  men's  dreams  fo  various  or  fo  wild. 
Or  of  fuch  difagreeing  fliapes  compil'd  ; 
Yet,  through  all  changes  of  his  fliifting  fcene. 
Still  conflant  to  bufi'jon  and  harlequin, 
As  if  he  'ad  made  a  prr.yer,  than  his  of  old 
More  foolifli,  that  (urn'd  all  he  touch'd  to  gold. 
God  granted  him  to  play  th'  eternal  fool, 
And  all  he  handled  turn  to  ridicule. 
Thus  a  new  Midas  truly  he  appears, 
And  fliews,  through  all  difguile,  his  afs's  cars. 
Did  he  the  weightiefl  bufinefs  of  the  ftate 
At  council  or  in  fenate-houfe  debate. 
King,  country,  all,  he  for  a  jefl  would  quit, 
To  catch  feme  little  flafli  of  paltry  vvit : 
How  full  of  gravity  foc'er  he  flruts. 
The  ape  in  robes  will  fcramble  for  his  nuts : 
Did  he  all  lav/s  of  heaven  or  earth  defy, 
Bbfphcme  his  God,  or  give  his  king  the  lie; 
Adulrcry,  murders,  or  ev'n  vvorfe,  comaiiti 
Still  'twa'i  a  jefb,  and  nothing  but  fheer  wit  : 
At  lall  this  edg'd-tco!  wit,  his  darlir.g  fport, 
Wounded  hinifelf,  and  banifa'd  him  the  court : 
IaVc  common  jugglers,  or  like  common  whores, 
AU  liis  tricks  llijwn,  he  was  kick'd  out  of  doors. 
Not  chang'd  in  humour  by  his  change  of  place, 
He  (lill  found  company  to  fiiit  liis  grace  ; 
Mountebanks,  quakers,  chemi;l=,  trading  vailets, 
Pimp=,  player's,  city  flierilTs,  and  fuburb  harlots  ; 
War  his  averfion,  once  he  heard  it  roar,  "J 

But,  "  Damn  him  if  he  ev-^r  hear  it  more  !"      ( 
And  there  you  may  believe  him,   though  hcT 
fwore.  3 

But  with  play-houfes,  wars,  immortal  vyars. 
He  wag'd,  and  ten  years  rage  produc'd  a  f  farce. 
As  many  rolling  years  lie  did  employ,  T 

And  hands  almofl  as  many,  to  deflroy  ^ 

Heroic  rhyme,  as  Greece  to  ruin  Troy.  j 

Once  more,  fays  Fame,  for  battle  he  prepares, 
And  threatens  rhymers  with  a  fecond  farce  : 
But,  if  as  long  for  this  as  that  we  ftay. 
He'll  finifh  Clevedon  fooner  than  his  play. 

This  precious  too!  did  the  new  ftatefman  ufc 
In  CKf^r's  breath  their  whifpcrs  to  infufe  : 
*  Puke  of  Buckiiijiliaui.  f  'Hie  Reliearfal. 


Sufpition's  bred  by  gravity,  beard,  and  gown  ; 
But  who  fufpefts  the  madman  and  buffoon  ? 
Droliing  Villcrius  this  advantage  had. 
And  all  his  jefls  fober  inipreffions  made  : 
Befides,  he  knew  to  choofe  the  fofteft  hour, 
When  Cxfar  for  a  while  forgot  his  power. 
And,  coming  tir'd  from  empire's  grand  affairs, 
In  the  free  joys  of  wine  relax'd  his  cares. 
Twas  then  he  play'd  the  fly  fuccefsful  fool, 
And  ferious  mifchief  did  in  ridicule; 
Then  he  v/ith  jealous  thoughts  his  prince  could  fill, 
And  gild  with  mirth  and  glittering  wit  the  pill. 
AVith  a  grave  mien,  difci  urfe,  and  decent  flate. 
He  pleafantly  the  ape  could  imitate  ; 
And  f.:'on  as  a  contempt  of  him  was  bred. 
It  made  the  way  for  hatred  to  fuccced. 

Gravities  diiguife 

The  greatell  jeft  of  all,  "  he'd  needs  be  wife — " 

[Here  the  luriier  left  cj\ 


OVfD,    BOOK  I.    ELEGY  V. 

'TwAs  noon,  when  I,  fcorch'd  with  the  double 

fire 
Of  the  hi't  fun  and  my  more  hot  defire, 
Strctch'd  on  my  downy  couch  at  cafe  was  laid. 
Big  with  expcdance  of  the  lovely  maid. 
The  curtains  but  half  drawn,  a  light  let  in, 
.Such  as  in  Ihadts  of  tiuckcll  groves  is  fsen  ; 
Such  ^s  remains  when  the  fun  flies  away. 
Or  when  night's  gone,  and  yet  it  is  not  day. 
This  light  to  modcfl  maids  muft  be  allow'd. 
Where  Ihamc  may  hope  its  guilty  head  to  ihrowd. 
And  niiw  my  love,  Corinna,  did  appear,  "1 

l^oojl-  on  her  neck  fell  her  divided  hair,  t 

Loofe  as  her  flowing  gown,  that  wanton'd  inT 

the  air.  j 

In  fuch  a  garb,  with  fuch  a  grace  and  mien, 
To  her  rich  bed  approach'd  th'  Affyrian  queen. 
So  Lais  look'd,  when  all  the  youth  of  Greece, 
With  adoration  did  her  charms  confefj. 
Her  envio-.is  govi'n  to  pull  away  I  try'd. 
But  ihe  rtfiftcd  flill,  and  {lill  dcny'd  ; 
But  lo  refilled,  that  flie  feem'J  to  be 
Unwilling  to  obtain  the  vitflory. 
.So  I  at  lail  an  eafy  conqueft  had, 
Whiifr  my  fair  combatant  herfelf  bctray'd  ; 
B'lt,  when  fhe  naked  flood  before  my  eyes, 
Gods  I  with  what  charms  did  fhe  my  foul  furprifel 
What  fnowy  ar.ms  did  I  both  fee  and  feel  ? 
With  what  rich  glolx's  did  her  fjft  bofom  fwell  \ 
Plump  as  ripe  clufters  rofe  each  glowing  breaft. 
Courting  the  hand,  and  fueing  to  be  prefl  ? 
In  every  limb  what  various  c'narms  were  fpread. 
Where  thouland  little  Loves  and  Graces  play'd  \ 
One  beauty  did  through  her  v.'hole  body  fhine.^_. 
I  faw,  adnur'd,  and  prefs'd  it  clofe  to  mine.       '■^. 
The  reft,  who  knows  not  ?    Thus  entranc'd  we") 

Till  in  each  other's  arms  we  dy'd  away :  f 

O  give  me  fuch  a  noon  (ye  tjods)  to  every  day.  j 
R  r  iij 
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HORACE,   BOOK  II.   ODE  IV.* 

Blwsh  not,  my  friend,  to  own  the  love 
Which  thy  fair  captive's  eyes  do  move  : 
Achilles    once  the  fierce,  the  brave, 
Sroop'd  to  the  beautie    of  a  flave  ; 
Tecmeffa's  charms  could  overpower 
Ajax    her  lord  and  conqueror  ; 
Great  Ag;amemnon,  when  fuccefs 
i)id  all  his  arms  vvitji  conqueft  blefs. 
When  HeAoi's  fall  had  gain'd  him  more 
Than  ten  1  mg  rolling  years  before, 
Piy  a  brijjht  captive  virgin's  eyes 
.l.v'n  in  the  niidfl  of  triumph  dies. 
You  ktioviT  not  to  what  mighty  line 
T!u-  lovely  maid  may  make  you  joii?  ; 
Sfr  bur  the  charms  her  forrow  wtsars, 
No  common  caufe  could  draw  fuch  tears : 
Tbofe  ftreams  fure  that  adorn  her  fo 
Ff.r  Icfs  of  royal  kindred  flow  : 
Oh      think  iiot  fo  divine  a  thing 
Could  from  the  bed  of  commons  fpring; 
Whofe  faith  could  fo  unmov'd  remain. 
And  fo  averfe  to  fordid  gain, 
Was  never  born  of  any  race 
'1  hat  might  the  nobleft  love  difgrace. 
Her  bloominj:  face,  her  fnowy  anns, 
Her  well-fliap'd  legs,  and  all  her  charms 
Of  her  body  and  her  face, 
I,  poor  I,  may  fafely  praife. 
SiifpetS  not,  i^ove,  the  youthful  rage 
From  Horace's  declining;  age  ; 
But  think,  remov'd  by  forty  years, 
All  his  flames  and  all  thy  fears. 


HORACE,   BOOK  II.    ODE  VIII. 

Ip  ever  any  injur'd  power. 
By  which  the  falfe  Barine  fwore, 
Falfe,  fair  Barine,  on  thy  head 
Had  the  leafl  mark  of  vengeance  flicd  ; 
If  but  a  tooth  or  nail  of  thee 
Had  fiift'cr'd  by  thy  perjury, 
I  fhnuld  believe  thy  vows;   but  thou 
Since  perjur'd  doft  more  charming  grow. 
Of  all  our  youth  the  public  care. 
Nor  half  fo  falfe  as  thou  art  fair. 
It  thrives  with  thee  to  be  forl'worn 
By  thy  dead  mother's  facred  urn. 
By  heaven,  and  all  the  flars  that  fiiinc 
Without,  and  every  god  within  : 
Venus  hears  this,  and  all  the  while 
At  thy  empty  vows  does  fniilc. 
Her  nymphs  all  fmile,  her  little  fon 
Dors  fmile,  and  to  hi»  quiver  run  ; 
Does  fmile,  and  fall  to  whet  his  dart?, 
To  wound  for  thee  frelh  lovers  hearts. 
"•jC  all  the  youth  does  thee  obey ; 
rhy  train  of  fjaves  grows  every  day  ; 
Nor  leave  thy  former  fubjcdls  thee, 
Though  oft  tlicy  threaten  t©  be  free, 
♦  See  anotlicr  Imitaiion  of  tliis  Ode  in  YaU'.en'i 


Though  oft  with  vows  falfe  as  thine  are. 
Their  forfworn  miftvefs  they  forfwear. 
Thee  every  careful  mother  fears 
Fgr  her  fon's  blooming  tender  years  ; 
Thee  fiugal  fires,  thee  the  young  bride 
In  Hymen's  fetters  newly  ty'd, 
I.efl  thou  detain  by  ftrongcr  charms 
Th'  expected  hufband  from  her  arms. 


HORACE  AND  LYDIA. 

BOOK    III.      ODE    IX. 
HORACE. 

Whilst  I  was  welcome  to  your  heart*. 
In  which  no  happier  youth  had  part. 
And,  full  of  more  prevailing  charms. 
Threw  round  your  neck  his  dearer  arms, 
1  flourifh'd  richer  and  more  blefl 
Than  the  great  monarch  of  the  eafl. 

LYDJA. 

Whilft  all  thy  foul  with  me  was  fill'd, 
Nor  Lydia  did  to  Chloe  yield,         / 
Lydia,  the  celebrated  name, 
The  only  theme  of  vcrfe  and  fame, 
I  flourifh'd  more  than  fhe  renown'd, 
Whofe  godlike  fon  our  Rome  did  found. 

HORACE. 

Me  Chloe  now,  whom  every  Mufe 
And  every  Grace  adorns,  fabdues  ; 
For  v.'hom  I'd  gladly  die,  to  fave 
Her  dearer  beauties  from  the  grave. 

LYDIA. 

Me  lovely  Calais  does  fire 
With  mutual  flames  of  fierce  defire ; 
For  whom  1  twice  would  die,  to  fave 
His  youth  more  precious  from  the  grave. 

HORACE. 

What  if  our  former  loves  return. 
And  our  firft  fires  again  fhould  burn  ; 
If  Chloe's  banifh'd,  to  make  way 
For  the  forfaken  Lydia  ? 

LYBIA. 

Though  he  is  Ihining  as  a  flar, 
Conftant  aud  kind  as  he  is  fair  ; 
Thou  kight  as  cork,  rough  as  the  fca. 
Yet  I  would  live,  would  die  with  thcc. 


THE      CYCLOPS. 

THE0CRITU3,    IDVI-t.  XI. 
Infer  lied  to  Dr.  Sport, 

O  Short,  no  herb,  no  falve  was  ever  found 
To  eafe  a  lover's  heart,  or  heal  his  wound  ; 
No  medicine  this  prevailing  ill  fubdues. 
None,  but  the  charms  of  the  condoling  Mufe  ' 
Swe^t  to  the  fcnfe,  aqd  cafy  to  the  mind, 
'Ihe  curr  ;  but  hard,  but  very  hard,  to  find- 
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This  you  well  know,  and  furely  none  fo  well, 
Who  both  in  Phyfic's  facred  art  excel, 
And  in  Wit's  orb  among  the  brighteft  fhine, 
The  love  of  Phoebus,  and  the  tuneful  Nine. 

Thus  fweetly  fad  of  old,  the  Cyclops  drove 
To  foften  1ms  uneafy  hours  of  love. 
Then,  when  hot  youth  urg'd  him  to  fierce  defire. 
And  Galatea's  eyes  kindled  the  raging  fire, 
His  was  no  common  flame,  nor  could  he  move 
In  the  old  arts  and  beaten  paths  of  love  ; 
Nor  flowers  nor  fruits  fent  to  oblige  the  fair. 
Nor  more  to  pleafe  curi'd  his  neglecfted  hair ; 
His  was  all  rage,  all  madnefs ;  to  his  mind 
No  other  cares  their  wonted  entrance  find. 
Oft  from  the  field  his  flock  return'd  alone, 
ynheeded,  unobferv'd  :    he  on  fome  flone, 
Or  craggy  cliff,  to  the  deaf  winds  and  fea  ; 
Acculing  G^atea's  cruelty ; 
Till  night,  from  th,e  firft  dawn  of  opening  day, 
Confumes  with  inward  heat,  and  melts  away. 
Yet  then  a  cure,  the  only  cure,  he  found, 
And  thus  apply'd  it  to  the  bleeding  wound  : 
From  a  fteep  rock,  from  whence  he  might  fur- 

vey 
The  figod  (the  bed  where  his  lov'd  fea-nymph  lay), 
His  drooping  head  with  fbrrow  bent  he  liung, 
And  thus  his  griefs  calni'd  with  his  mournful  fong. 
"   Fair  Galatea,  why  is  all  ray  pain 
"  Rewarded  thus  ? — ^foit  love  with  fliarp  difdain  ? 
"  Fairer  than  fallirg  fnow  or  rifing  light, 
"  Soft  to  the  touch  as  charming  to  the  fight ; 
"  Sprightly  as  unyok'd  heifers,  on  wliofe  head 
'■'  The  tender  crefcents  but  begin  to  fprcad  ; 
"  Yet,  cruel,  yon  to  harfnnefs  more  incline, 
"  Than   uniipe  grapes  plutk'd  from  the  favage 

"  vine. 
"  Soon  £5  my  heavy  eye-lids  feal'd  with  fleep, 
*'  Hither  you  come  out  froiji  the  foaming  deep; 
"  Butj  when  fleep  leaves  me,  you  together  fiy,    ~% 
"  And  vanifh  fwiftly  from  my  opening  eye,       / 
"  Swift  as  young  lambs  when  the  fierce  woirr 

"  they  fpy.  J 

"  I  well  remember  the  firft  fatal  day 
"  That  made  my  heart  your  beauty's  eafy  prey, 
"  'Twas  when  the  flood  you,  with  my  mother,  left, 
"  Of  all  its  brightncls,  all  its  pride,  bereft, 
"  To  gather  flowers  from  the  fiesp  mountaiji's 

"  top ; 
"  Of  the  high  cfficc  proud,  I  led  you  «p, 
"  To  hyacinths  and  rofes  did  you  bring, 
"  And  fhew'd  you  all  the  treafures  ^f  the  fprlrg. 
"  But  from  that  hour  my  foul  has  known  no  reft, 
"  Soft  peace  is  banifli'd  from  my  tortur'd  breaft : 
"   I  rage,  I  burn.     Yet  ftill  regardlefs  you 
"  Not  the  leaft  fign  of  melting  pity  fhew  : 
"  No ;  by  the  gods  that  fhall  revenge  my  pain  1 
*'  No;  yoi!,  the  more  I  love,  the  more  difdain. 
"  Ah  !  nymph,  by  every  grace  adorn'd,  I  know 
"  Why  you  defpife  and  fly  the  Cyclops  fo  ; 
'■  Becaufe  a  Ihaggy  brow  from  fide  to  fide, 
"  Stretch'd  in  a  line,  does  my  large  forehead  hide; 
"  And  under  that  one  only  eye  does  fliine, 
•'  And  my  flat  nofe  to  my  big  lips  does  join, 
"  Such  tliough  I  am,  yet  loiow,  a  thoiifand  flieep, 
•<  The  piidc  of  the  Sicilian  hills,  I  keep ; 


"  With  fweeteft  milk  they  fill  my  flowing  pails, 
"  And  my  vafl  flock  of  cheefes  never  fails  ; 
"  In  fummer's  hear,  or  winter's  fliarpeft  cold, 
"  My  loaded  flielves  groa;i  with  the  weight  they 

"  hold. 
"  Wiji  fuch  foft  notes  I  the  flirill  pipe  infpire, 
"  That  every  liftening  Cyclops  does  admire; 
"  While  with  it  often  1  all  night  proclaim 
"  Thy  powerful  charms,  and  my  fuccefsFul  flam*. 
"   For  ihee  twelve  does,  all  big  with  fawn,  1  feed ; 
"  And  four  bear-cubs,  tame  to  thy  h«nd,  I  breed. 
"  Ah  :   come  to  me,  fair  nymph  I   and  you  fhall 

"  find 
"  Thefe  are  the  fmallcft  gifts  for  thee  defign'd. 
"  Ah  !  come,  and  leave  the  angry  waves  to  roar, 
"  And    break    themfelves    againft    the  founding 

"  ftiore.  [be 

"  How  much  more  pleafant  would  thy  {lumbers 
"  In  the  retir'd  and  peaceful  cave  with  me  : 
"  There  the  flraight  cyprefs  and  green  laurel  join, 
"  A.nd  creeping  ivy  clafps  the  clufter'd  vine  ; 
"  There  frefi,  cool  rilU,  from  Etna's  pureft  fnow, 
"  Diffolv'd  into  ambrcfial  liquor,  flow. 
"  Who  the  wild  waves  and  blackifli  fea  could 

"-  chotjfe,  [refufe? 

"  And  thefe  ftill  fbades  and  thefe  fweet  ftreams 
"  But  if  you  fear  that  I,  o'ergrovvn  with  hair, 
"  Without  a  fire  defy  the  v.'intar  air, 
"  Know  I  have  mighty  ftore^  of  wood,  and  ki^ow 
"  PerpetuaJ  fires  on  my  bright  hearth  do  glow. 
"  My  foul,  my  life  itfelf  fhould  burn  for  thee, 
"  And  this  one  eye,  as  dear  as  life  to  me. 
"  Why  wis  not  I  with  fins,  like  fiflics,  made, 
"  That  I,    like  them,    might  in  the  deep  have 

"  play'd.? 
"  Then  vi-ould  1  dive  beneath  the  yielding  tide, 
"  And  kifs  your  hand,  if  you  yoyr  lips  deny'd. 
"  To  thee  I'd  lilies  and  red  poppies  liear, 
"  And  flowers  that  crov/n  each  feafon  of  the  ycs,v. 
"  But  I'm  refolv'd  I'll  learn  to  fwim  and  dive 
"  Of  the  next  ftran^er  that  ^oes  here  arrive, 
"  Tliat  t^'  undifcGver'd  p'.eafurcs  I  may  k^)W 
"  Which  you  enj^y  in  tiie  deep  flood  below. 
"  Come  forth,  O  nymph  1  and  joining  forth  for- 

"  Like  me  that  on  this  rock  unmindful  fit 
"  (Of  all  things  elfc  unmindful  but  of  thee), 
"   Home  to  return  forget,  and  live  with  me. 
"  With  me  the  fweet  and  pleaCng  labour  choof^.'v 
"  To  feed  the  flock,  and  milk  the  burthen'd  ( 

"  ewes,  [infuse.  ( 

"  To  prefs  the  cheefe,  and  the  lh,arp  r^jnnet  tjj 
"   My  mother  does  unkindly  ufe  her  fon, 
"  By  Iter  negletSl  the  Cyclops  is  undone; 
"   For  me  fhe  never  labours  to  prevail, 
"  Nor  whifpers  in  your  ear  my  amorous  tale. 
"   No  ;  though  file  knows  I  languifh  every  day, 
"  And  fees  my  body  waftc,  and  ftrength  decay. 
"  But  I  more  ills  than  v/hat  I  feel  will  feign, 
"  And  of  my  head  and  of  my  feet  cmplain  ; 
"  That,  in  her  breaft  if  any  pity  lie, 
"  She  may  be  fad,  and  griev'dj  as  well  as  I 

"  O  Cyclops,  Cyclops,  where's  thy  reafon  fled, 
"  If  your  young  lambs  with  new-p!ucL'd  bongos 

"  you  fed, 
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'  And  watch'd  your  floct,  would  yoi;  i  oi  feem 

"  more  wile  ; 
"  Miik  what  is  next,  purfue  not  that  which  flies. 
"  Perhaps  you  may,  fince  tliis  proves  fo  unkind, 
"   Another  fair^T  Gala'ea  find. 
"   Mc  many  virgins  as  1  pafs  invite 
"  lo  waftu  with  ihem  in   love's  foft  fpqrts  the 

"  night; 
Sf  And,  if  1  but  incline  my  liflening  ear, 
*'   New  joys,  new  fmiles.  in  all  their  looks  appear. 
"  Thus  we,  it  ieems,  can  be  belov'd;  and  we, 
"   It  Teems,  are  f  niebody  as  well  a=  fhe  '" 

Thus  did  the  Cycli^ps  fnn  his  raging  fire, 
Ajid  fioih'd  with  gentle  vcrfe  jiis  fierce  defire; 
'Ihus  jjais'd  his  hours  with  more  delight  and  eafi;, 
Than  if  the  riches  of  the  world  vwre  his. 


TO    C^LIA. 


Fi.v  fv.'ift,  ye  hours;  ye  fluggifli  minutes,  fly; 
Bring  back  my  love,  or  let  her  lover  ciie. 
Make  bafte,  O  fun,  and  to  my  eyes  once  more, 
My  Caelia  brighter  than  thyfelf  rcftore. 
In  fpite  of  thee,  'tis  night  when  Ihe's  away, 
Her  eyes  alone  can  the  glad  beams  difplay. 
That  make  my  flcy  l^ok  clear,  and  guide  my  day 
O  when  will  {he  lift  up  her  facred  light, 
And  chace  away  the  flying  (hades  of  night  I 
A\'ith  her  how  faft  the  flowing  hours  run  on  ! 
But  oh  !  how  long  tliey  flay  wlien  flie  is  gone  '. 
So  flowly  time  when  clogg'd  with  grief  does  move  ; 
So  Iwift  when  borne  u])on  the  wings  of  love  ; 
Hardly  three  days,  they  tell  me,  yet  are  pafl; ; 
Yet  'tis  an  age  fince  1  beheld  her  laft. 
O,  my  aufpicious  ftar,  make  hafte  to  rife, 
To  charm  our  hearts,  and  blefs  our  longing  eyes! 
O,  how  I  long  on  thy  dear  eyes  to  gaze, 
And  chear  my  own  with  their  rtfltdlcd  rays! 
How  my  impatient,  thirfly  foul  docs  long 
I'o  hear  the  charming  mufic  of  thy  tongue  I 
V.'here  pointed  wit  w  ith  folid  judgment  grows. 
And  in  one  eafy  ftream  united  flows. 
Whene'er  you  Ipeak,  with  what  delight  we  hear, 
You  call  up  every  foul  to  every  ear  ! 

Nature's  too  prodigal  to  womaiikind, 
Ev'n  where  fhe  dots  neglcdl  t'adorn  the  mind; 
Beauty  alone  bears  fuch  rtfiftlefs  fway. 
As  makes  mankind  with  joy  and  pride  obey. 
But,  oh  !  when  wit  and  fenfe  with  beauty's  join'd, 
The  woman's  fweetnefs  with  the  manly  mind; 
W'hcn  nature  with  fo  juft  a  hand  docs  mix. 
The  mod  engaging  chaims  of  either  fex  ; 
And  out  of  both  that  thus  in  one  combine 
Does  fomcthing  form  not  human  but  divine. 
What's  her  command,  but  that  we  all  adore 
The  noblefl  work  of  her  almighty  power  I 
Mor  ought  our  zeal  thy  anger  to  create, 
fiince  love's  t;.y  debt,  nor  is  our  choice,  but  fate. 
Where  nature  bids,  worfliip  I'm  furc'd  to  pay, 
Nor  have  ;he  liberty  to  difobey  ; 
And  Yi'henfoe'cr  fhe  docs  a  pott  make, 
She  gives  liim  veife  but  for  thy  beauty's  fake. 


Had  I  a  pen  that  could  at  once  impart 

Soft  Ovid's  nature  and  high  Virgil's  art, 

Then  the  immortal  Sichariffa's  name 

Should  be  but  fecond  in  the  lift  of  fame ; 

Each  grove,  each  fhade,  fhould  with  thy  praife  be 

fiU'd, 
And  the  fam'd  Penfliurft  to  our  Windfor  yiild. 


SPOKEN  TO  THE  QUEEN, 

IN    TRINITY    COLLEGE    NEW    COUtT. 

Thou  equal  partner  of  the  royal  bed. 
That  mak'fl  a  crown  fit  foft  on  Charles's  head; 
In  whom,  with  greatnefs  virtue  takes  her  feat, 
Meeknefs  with  jower,  and  piety  with  ftate  ; 
Whofe  goodnefs  might  ev'n  factious  crowds  re- 
claim, 
Win  the  ftditious,  and  the  favage  tame  ; 
Tyrants  themfelves  to  gentleft  mercy  bring, 
And  only  ufelefs  is  on  fuch  a  king  ! 
See,  mighty  printefs,  fee  how  every  breafl: 
■U''ith  joy  and  wonder  is  at  once  pofTeft : 
Such  was  the  joy  which  the  firll  mortals  knew. 
When  gods  defcendcd  to  the  people's  view, 
■Such  devout  wonder  did  it  then  afford, 
To  fee  thofe  powers  they  had  urifeen  ador'd, 
But  they  were  feign'd ;  nor,  if  they  had  been  true. 
Could  (bed  more  bkffi.ngs  on  the  earth  than  you  : 
Our  courts,  enlarg'd,  their  former  bounds  difdain, 
To  make  reception  for  fo  great  a  train  : 
Here  may  yt  ur  facred  breaft  rejoice  to  fee 
Your  own  age  ftrive  with  ancient  piety; 
Soon  now,  fince  blell  by  your  aufpicious  eyes, 
l"o  full  pcrfciilion  ihall  our  fabric  rife. 
Lcfs  powertul  charms  than  yoyrs  of  old  could  call 
i  he  VvTilling  flones  into  the  Theban  wail. 
And  ours,  which  now  its  rife  to  you  fliall  owe. 
More  fam'd  than  that  by  your  great  name  fliall 
grow. 


F  L  O  R  I  A  N  A, 

A  P.ISTORAL, 


Ufon  the  Death  of  Her  Grace  Llary  Duchefs  t-f 
Soiithcmpton.,   I "  8o. 

DAMON. 

Tell  me,  my  Thyrfis,  tell  thy  Damon,  why 
Does  my  lov'd  fwain  in  this  fad  pofture  lie  .' 
Wiiat  mean  thcfc  flreams  ftill  falling  from  thine 

eyes, 
Fafl  as  thofe  fighs  fiom  thy  fwoln  bofom  rife .' 
Has  the   fierce  wolf   broke  through   the  fenced 

ground  ? 
Have  tliy  lambs  flray'd  .'  or  has  Dorinda  frown'd  ? 
Thyrsis.     The  wolf?  Ah:   let  him  come,  for 

now  h-';  may  : 
Have  thy  lambs  flray'd .'  let  them  for  ever  ftr.iy ; 
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Dorinda  frown'd  ?  No,  flie  is  ever  mild  ; 
Nay,  !  remember  but  juft  now  fhe  fmil'd  : 
Alas  !  frie  fmil'd  ;  for  to  the  lovely  maid 
None  had  the  fatal  tidings  yet  convey'd. 
Tell  me  then,  fhepherd,  cell  me,  canll  thou  find 
As  long  as  thou  art  true,  and  fte  is  kind, 
A  grief  fo  great,  as  may  prevail  above 
Ev'n  Damon's  friendfhip,  or  Dorinda's  love  ? 
Dam.  Sure  there  is  none.     Thyr.  But,  Damon, 
there  may  be. 
What  if  the  cSiarming  Floriana  die  ?  [true  ? 

Dam.  Far  be  the  omen  !  Thyr.  But  fiippofe  it 
Dam.  Then  Ihould  I  grieve,  my  Thyrfis,  more 
than  you. 
She  is — ^TiivR.  Alas!  fhe  was,  but  is  no  more  : 
Now,  Damon,  now,  let  thy  fwoln  eyes  run  o'er  ; 
Here  to  this  turf  by  thy  fad  Thyrfis  grow. 
And,  when  my  flrcams  of  grief  too  fhallow  flow, 
Let  in  thy  tide  to  raife  the  torrent  high, 
Till  both  a  deluge  make,  and  in  it  die. 

Dam.  Then,  that  to  this  wilh'd  height  the"j 
flood  might  fwell,  [will  tell,  / 

Friend,  I  will  tell  thee. — Tiitr.  Friend,  I  theei" 
How  young,  how  good,  how  beautiful  flie  fell,  j 
Oh  !  file  was  all  for  which  fond  mothers  pray, 
Bleffing  their  babes  when  firft  they  fee  the  day. 
Beauty  and  file  were  one,  for  in  her  face 
Sat  fweetnefs  temper'd  with  majeflic  grace  ; 
Such  powerful  charms  as  might  the  proudeft  awe,") 
Yet  fuch  attrailive  goodnels  as  might  draw         > 
The  humblefl,  and  to  both  give  equal  law.  j 

How  was  fhe  wondcr'd  at  by  every  fwain  I 
The  pride,  the  light,  tlie  goddefs  of  the  plain  ! 
On  all  fhe  fliin'd,  and  fprcading  glories  cafl 
DifFufive  of  herfelf,  where'er  Ihe  paft. 
There  breath'd  an  air  fweet  as  the  winds  tliat 

blow 
From  the  blefl  fhores  where  fragrant  fpicesgrow: 
Ev'n  me  fometimes  fhe  with  a  fmile  would  grace, 
Like  the  fun  fhining  on  the  vilell  place. 
Nor  did  Dorinda  bar  nic  the  delight 
Of  feafting  on  her  eyes  my  longing  fight : 
But  to  a  being  fo  fublimc,  io  pure, 
Spar'd  my  devotion,  of  my  love  fecure. 

Dam.  Her  beauty  iiith  :  but  Nature  did  defign  ") 
That  only  as  an  anfwerable  flirine  S 

To  the  divinity  that'o  kidg'd  v.ithin.  J 

Her  foul  fhin'd  thiough,  and  made  her  form  fo 

bright. 
As  clouds  are  gilt  by  the  fun's  piercing  light. 
In  her  fmooth  forehead  we  might  read  exptefi 
The  even  cahnnels  jf  her  gentle  brtall : 
And  in  her  fparkling  eyes  as  ciear  was  writ 
The  aclive  vigour  of  her  youthful  wit. 
Each  beauty  of  the  body  or  the  face 
Was  but  the  fha^ow  of  foire  iiiwaid  grace. 
Gay,  Iprightly,  cheerful,  free,  and  unconfin'd. 
As  innocence  could  make  it,  was  her  mind  ; 
Yet  prudent,  though  not  tedious  nor  fevere, 
Ijike  thofe  v/ho,  being  dull,  would  grave  appear; 
Who  out  of  guilt  do  cheerfulnefs  deipife, 
And,  being  fallen,  hope  men  think  thtm  wife. 
How  would    the    iilisni::g   fhephexds  round  her 

throng, 
fo  catch  the  words  fell  froai  her  chyming  tcneue  1 


She  all  with  her  own  fpirit  and  foul  infpir'd, 
Her  they  all  lov'd,  and  her  they  all  admir'd. 
Ev'n  mighty  Pan,  whofe  powerful  hand  fuflains 
The  fovcreign  crook  that  mildly  awes  the  plains. 
Of  all  his  cares  made  her  the  tendereft  part, 
And  great  Louifa  lodg'd  her  in  her  heart. 

TiiYR.  Who  would  not  now  a  folemn  mourning 
keep, 
When  Pan  himfelf  and  fair  Louifa  weep  ? 
When  thofe  blcft  eyes,  by  the  kind  gods  deOgn'd 
To  cheiilh  nature,  and  delight  mankind. 
All  drovi'n'd  in  tears,  melt  into  gentler  fhowers 
Than  April-drops  upon  the  fpringing  flowers? 
Such  tears  as  Venus  for  Adonis fhed, 
When  at  her  feet  the  lovely  youth  lay  dead; 
About  her,  all  her  little  weeping  Loves 
Uigirt  her  Ctftos,  and  unyok'd  her  doves. 

Dam.  Come,  pious  nymphs,   with  fair  Louifa 
come. 
And  vifit  gentle  Floriana's  tomb  ; 
And,  as  ye  v/a!k  the  melancholy  round. 
Where  no  uiihallow'd  feet  profane  the  ground, 
With  your  chaile  hands  frefh  flowers  and  odours 

flied 
About  her  lafc  obfciire  and  filent  bed ; 
Stili  praying,  as  ye  gently  move  your  feet, 
"  Soft  be  her  pillow,  and  her  flumber  fweet '." 
TiiYR.  Sec  where  they  come,  a  mournful  lovely 
train 
As  ever  wept  on  fair  Arcadia's  plain  : 
Louifa,  mournful  far  above  the  refl. 
In  all  the  charms  of  beauteous  forrow  drefl ; 
Juic  are  her  tears,  when  fhe  reflecis  how  foon     T 
A  beauty,  fecond  only  to  her  own,  f 

Flourifhd,   lock'd  gay,   was  wither'd,  and  isT 
gone :        _  J 

Dam.  O,  flis  is  gone  I  gone  like  a  new-bora 
flower. 
That  deck'd  fome  virgin  queen's  delicious  bower; 
Tern  from  the  fltilk  by  fonie  untimely  blaft. 
And  'mong'fl  the  vileil  weeds  and  rubbifh  cafl : 
Yet  flowers  return,  and  coming  fprings  difclofe 
The  iJly  wb.iter,  and  more  frefh  the  rofe  ; 
But  no  kind  feafon  back  her  charms  can  bring, 
And  floriana  has  no  ffcond  fpring. 

Tnra.  O,  fhe  is  fet  :  fet  like  the  falling  fun  ; 
Darkncls  is  round  us,  and  glad  day  is  gone! 
Alas  ;   the  fun  that's,  fet,  again  will  rile. 
And  gild  with  richer  beams  the  morning  fkies ; 
But  beauty,  though  as  bright  as  they  it  fliines, 
Vv'hen  its  fliort  glory  to  the  Weft  declines, 
O,  there's  no  hope  of  the  returning  light ; 
But  all  is  Io;]g  oblivion,  and  eternal  uight  1 


TO   THE  UNKNOWN    AUTHOR  OF 

ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL  *, 

I  rnouGHT,  forgive  my  fln,  the  boafled  fire 
Of  poets'  fouis  did  long  ago  expire  ; 
Of  iolly  or  of  niadncfs  did  accufe  [Mufe  ; 

The    wretch   that   thought   himfelf  poiref:  with 

*  pr>  Oen  publilhcd  it  without  his  nam:. 
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Laugh'd  at  the  jrod  within,  that  did  infpire 
With  more  than  human  thoughts  the  tuneful  choir ; 
But  fure  'ris  more  than  fancy,  or  the  dream 
Of  ihyaiers  flumberinp:  by  the  Mufes'  uream. 
Some  livelier  fpark  of  heaven,  and  more  rtlin'd 
From  earthy  drofs,  fills  the  great  Poet's  mind : 
Witnefs  thefe  mighty  and  immortal  lines. 
Through  each  of  vvhkh  th' informing  genius  ihines: 
ScarceV  diviner  llame  infpir'd  the  King, 
Of  whom  (hy  Mufc  does  fo  fublimely  fing  : 
Not  David's  felf  could  in  a  nobler  verfe 
His  glorioufly  offending  Son  rehearfe  -, 
Though  ill  his  breaft  the  Prophet's  fury  met, 
The  Fathfr's  fonJncfs,  and  the  Poet's  wit. 

Here  all  confent  in  wonder  and  in  praife, 
And  to  the  unknown  Poet  altars  raife  : 
Which  thou  mufb  needs  accept  witli  equal  joy 
As  when  .^ncas  heard  the  wars  of  Troy, 
Wrapt  up  himfelf  in  darkncfs,  and  iinfeen 
Extoll'd  with  wonder  by  theTyrian  queen. 
Sure  thou  already  art  fecure  of  fame. 
Nor  want'ft  new  glories  to  exalt  thy  name  : 
What  father  elfe  would  have  refus'd  to  own 
So  great  a  Son  as  godlike  Abfalom  ? 


EPITHAIiAMIUM 

nrON  THE  MARRIAGE  OF 

CAPTAIN  IVILLIAM  BEDLOE. 

«  Tile  e^o  qui  quondam  gracili  modiilatas  avrena, 
"  Arma  viiumque  cano." 

1,  he,  who  fung  of  humble  Gates  before, 
Now  fing  a  Captain  and  a  Man  of  Wa-r. 

Goddess  of  Rhyme,  that  didft  infpire 

The  Captain  with  pdetic  fire. 

Adding  frefli  laurels  to  that  brow 

Where  thofe  of  viAffry  did  grow,  < 

And  ftatelier  ornaments  may  flourilli  now  \ 

If  thou  art  <v'ell  recovered  fince 

"  The  Excommunicated  Prince*;" 

For  that  important  tragedy 

Would  have  kill'd  any  Mufe  but  thee ; 

Hither  with  fpecd,  Oh  :  hither  move  ; 

Pull  hufldiiE  off,  and,  ilnce  to  love 

The  ground  is  holy  that  you  tread  in. 

Dance  bare-foot  at  the  Captain's  iwedding. 

See  -where  he  comes,  and  by  his  fide 
His  charming  fair  angelic  bride  : 
Siich,  or  Icfs  lovely,  was  the  dame 
So  much  renown'd,  Fulvia  by  name, 
With  whom  of  old  Tully  did  join 
Tiicn  when  his  art  did  undermine 
The  horrid  Popifli  plot  of  Catiline. 
Oh  faire^l  nymph  of  all  Great  Britain  I 
(Though  thee  my  eyes  I  never  fet  on) 

*  ATragcdy,by  Captain  BcJloe,  iCSi. 
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Blufli  not  on  thy  grfat  lord  to  fmik. 

The  fecond  faviour  of  our  ifle  ; 

What  nobler  Captain  could  havfe  led 

Thee  to  thy  long'd-for  marriage  bed  : 

For  know  that  thy  all-daring  Will  is 

As  ftout  a  hero  as  Achilles ; 

And  as  %'ce3.i  things  for  thee  has  done,  T 

As  Falmerin  or  th'  Knight  of  th'  Sun,  v 

And  is  himfelf  a  whole  romance  alone.  j 

I^et  confcious  Flanders  fpeak,  and  be 

The  witii'.fs  of  his  chivalry. 

Yet  that's  not  all,  his  very  word 

Has  fliin  as  many  as  his  fword  : 

Though  common  bullies  with  their  oaths 

Hurt  little  till  they  come  to  blows. 

Yet  all  his  mouth-granadoes  kill, 

And  fave  the  pains  of  drawing  flecl. 

This  hero  thy  refiftlefs  charms 

Have  won  to  fly  into  thy  arms ; 

For  think  not  any  mean  defign, 

Or  the  inglorious  itch  of  coin. 

Could  ever  have  his  breafl  control'd, 

Or  make  him  be  a  flave  to  gold; 

His  love's  as  freely  given  to  thee 

As  to  the  king  his  loyalty. 

Then,  oh,  receive  thy  mighty  prize 

With  open  arms  and  wifhing  eyes, 

Kifs  that  dear  face,  where  may  be  feeti 

His  worth  and  parts  thai  fkuik  within ; 

That  face,  that  juftly  flyl'd  nray  be 

As  true  a  difcovercr  as  he. 

Think  not  he  ever  falfe  will  prove. 

His  well  known  truth  fscurcs  his  love; 

Do  you  a  while  divert  his  cares 

From  his  important  grand  affairs : 

Let  him  have  refpite  now  a  while, 

FroHi  kindling  the  mad  rabble's  zeal : 

Z?k1,  that  is  hot  as  fire,  yet  dark  and  blind. 

Shows  plainly  where  its  birth-place  we  may 
find, 

In  hell,  where  though  dire  flames  for  ever  glow, 

Yet  'tis  the  place  of  utter  darkncfs  too. 

But  t«  his  bed  be  fure  be  true 

A«  he  to  all  the  world  and  you, 

He  all  your  plots  will  elfe  betray 

All  ye  She-Machiavels  can  lay. 

He  all  defigns,  you  know,  has  found. 

Though  hatch'd  in  hell  or  under  ground; 

Oft  to  the  world  fuch  fccrets  fliew 

As  fcarce  the  plotten  thcmlelves  knew  ;. 

Yet,  if  by  chance  you  hap  to  fin,  [in. 

And  Love,  ivhile  Honour's  napping,  fliould  creep 

Yet  be  difcrtet,  and  do  not  boalt 

O'  fh'treafon  by  the  common  part. 

So  (halt  thou  flill  make  him  love  on; 

All  virtue's  in  difcretion. 

So  thou  with  him  fnalt  fliine,  and  be 

As  great  a  patriot  as  he  ; 

And  when,  as  now  in  Chriftmas,  all 

For  a  new  pack  of  cards  do  call, 

Another  Popifli  pack  comes  out 

'Fo  pleafe  the  cits,  and  charm  the  rout  : 

Though,  mighty  q«een,  flialt  a  whole  fuit  com- 
mand, 

A  crown  upon  thy  head,  and  fceptrc  in  thy  hand  - 
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ON  THE   MARRIAGE  OF 

GEORGE  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK, 

AND   THE 

LADY    ANNE. 

°TwA3  Love  conduced  through  the  Britifh  inaiu. 
On  a  more  high  defign  the  royal  Dane, 
Than  when  of  old  with  an  invading  hand 
His  fierce  forefathers  came  to  fpoil  the  land  : 
And  Love  has  gain'd  him  by  a  nohkr  way, 
A  braver  conqueft  and  a  richer  prey. 

For  battles  won,  and  countries  fav'd  renown'd, 
Shaded  with  laurels,  and  with  honours  crown'd. 
From  fields  with  flaiighter  ftrew'd,  the  hero  came, 
His  arms  negleAed,  to  purfue  his  flame. 
Like  Mars  returning  from  the  noble  chace 
Of  flying  nations  through  the  plains  of  Thrace,  ^ 
When,  deck'd   with  trophies   and  adorn'd  -with 

fpoils, 
He  meets  the  goddefs  that  rewards  his  toils  ! 
But,  oh  1  what  tranfpnrts  did  his  heart  invade 
When  firft  he  faw  the  lovely,  royal  maid  '. 
"Fame,  that  fo  high  did  her  perfedions  raife, 
S.-em'd  now  detraifiion,  and  «o  longer  praife  1 
All  that  could  nobleft  minds  to  love  engage. 
Or  into  foftnefs  melt  the  foldier's  rage, 
All  that  could  fpread  abroad  refiftlefs  fire. 
And  eager  wiflies  raife,  and  fierce  defire. 
All  that  was  charmisg,  all  that  was  above 
Ev'n  poets  fancies,  though  refin'd  by  love, 
All  native  beauty  dreft  by  every  grace 
Of  fweeteft  youth  fat  (hining  in  her  face  I 
Where,  where  is  now  the  generous  fury  gone, 
That  through  thick  troops  urg'd  the  wing'd  war- 
rior on  ? 
Where  now  the  fpirit  that  aw'd  the  lifted  field  ; 
Created  to  command,  untaught  to  yield  ? 
It  yields,  it  yields,  to  Anna's  genile  fway, 
And  thinks  it  above  triumphs  to  obey. 
^See  at  thy  feet,  illuftrious  princefs,  thrown 
All  the  rich  fpoils  the  mighty  hero  won  '. 
His  fame,  his  laurels,  are  thy  beauties  due, 
And  all  his  conquefts  are  outdone  by  you  : 
Ah  1  lovely  nymph,  accept  the  noble  prize, 
A  tribute  fit  for  thofe  vidlorious  eyes  '. 
Ah  '.  generous  maid,  pafs  r>ot  relentlcfs  f)y, 
Nor  let  war's  chief  by  cruel  beauty  die  1 
Though  unexperienc'd  youth  fond  fcruples  move, 
And  bluflies  rife  but  at  the  came  of  love ; 
Though  o^er  all  thy  thoughts  and  every  fcnfe 
The  guard  is  plac'd  of  virgin  innocence  ; 
Yet  from  thy  father's  generous  blood  we  know 
Refpedl  for  valoJr  in  thy  breaft  does  glow ; 
'Tis  but  agreeing  to  thy  royal  birth, 
To  fmilc  on  virtue  and  heroic  worth, 
Love,  in  fuch  noble  feeds  of  honour  fown. 
The  chafteflt  virgin  need  not  blufti  to  own. 
Whom  would  thy  royal  fatlier  fooncr  find. 
In  thy  lov'd  arms  to  his  high  lineage  join'd. 
Than  him,  whom  fuch  exalted  virtues  crovyn. 
That  he  might  think  them  copy'd  from  his  own  ? 


Who  to  the  field  equal  defires  did  bring. 
Love  to  his  bro'her,  fervica  to  his  king. 
Who  Denmark's  crown,  and  the  anointed  hcad,'^ 
Refcued  at  once,  and  back  in  triumph  led,  C 

Forcinghispaffagetlir.iUghtheflaughter'dSwede.j 
Such  virtue  him  to  thy  great  fire  commends, 
The  bell  of  princes,  fubjedts,  brothers,  friends'. 
The  people's  wonder,  and  the  court's  delight, 
Lovely  in  peace,  as  dreadful  in  the  fight  I 
What  can  fuch  charms  refift  ^     The  royal  maid, 
Loth  to  deny,  is  yet  to  grant  afraid  ; 
But  love,  ftill  growing  as  her  fears  decay, 
Confents  at  laft,  and  gives  her  heart  away. 

Now  with  loud  triumphsare  the  nuptials  crow«*d. 
And  with  glad  fhouts  the  ftrcets  and  palace  found' 
Illuftrious  pair  1   fee  what  a  general  joy 
Docs  the  whole  land's  united  voice  employ  '. 
Froni  you  they  omens  take  of  happier  year.". 
Recall  loft  hopes,  and  banifli  all  their  fears  ; 
Let  boding  planets  threaten  from  above, 
And  fuUen  ."iaturn  join  with  angry  Jove  : 
Your  more  aufpicious  flames,  that  here  unite, 
Vanquilh  the  malice  of  their  mingled  light  I 
Heaven  of  its  bounties  now  fhall  lavifli  grow, 
And  in  full  tides  unenvy'd  blefllngs  flow  1 
The  Ihaken  throne  more  furely  fix'd  (hall  ftand. 
And  curs'd  rebellion  fly  the  happy  land  1 
At  your  bleft  union  civil  difcords  ceafe, 
Couf«fion  turns  to  order,  rage  to  peace  1 
So,  when  at  urft  in  Chaos  and  old  Night 
Hot  things  with  cold,and  moift  with  dry  did  figlit. 
Love  did  the  warring  feeds  to  union  bring, 
And  over  all  things  ftretch'd  his  peaceful  wing. 
The  jarring  elements  no  longer  ftrove,        [Love  I 
And  a  world  l,^arted  forth,  the  beauteous  work  of 


ON    TUE 

DE.ATH  OF  KIN®  CHARLES  11. 

AND    THE 

INAUGURATION  OF  KING  JAME5  H. 

If  the  indulgent  Mufe  (the  only  cure 
For  all  the  ills  affliiled  minds  endure. 
That  ftveetens  farrow,  and  makes  fsdnefs  pleafc. 
And  heals  the  heart  by  telling  its  difeafe) 
Vouchfafe  her  aid,  we  alfo  will  prefume 
With  humble  verfe  t'  approach  the  facred  tomb; 
There  flcwing  Creams  of  pious  tears  will  flied,  "j 
Sweet  incenfe  burn,  frelli  flowors  and  odours/ 
fpread,  f 

Our  laft  fad  offerings  to  the  royal  dead  1  j 

Dead  is  the  king,  who  all  our  lives  did  biefs  '. 
Our  ftrength  in  war,  and  our  delight  in  peace  '. 
Was  ever  prince  like  him  to  mortals  given  1 
So  much  the  joy  of  earth,  and  care  of  heaven  ? 
Under  the  preffurc  of  unequal  fate, 
Of  fo  ere<51;  a  mind  and  foul  fo  great ; 
So  full  of  meeknefs  and  fo  void  of  pride. 
When  borne  aloft  by  Fortune's  higheft  tide  '. 
His  kindly  beams  on  the  ungrateful  foil 
Of  this  rebellious,  ftubborn,  murmuring  ille 
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Hatch'd  plenty ;  eafe  and  riclies  did  beftow, 
And  made  the  land  with  milk  and  honey  flow  : 
Lefs  bled  was  Rome  when  mild  Auguftus  fway'd, 
And  the  glad  world  for  love,  not  fear,  obey'd. 
Mercy,  like  heaven's,  his  chief  prerogative  1 
His  joy  to  fave,  and  glory  to  forgive  ! 
Whc  lives,  but  felt  his  influence,  and  did  Ihare 
His  bcund'efs  goodnefs  and  paternal  care  ? 
And,  whilft  with  a!l  th'  endearing  arts  he  ftrove 
On  every  fubjedl's  heart  to  feal  his  love, 
What  breaft  fo  heard,  what  heart  of  human  make, 
But.  foftening,  did  the  kind  imprcflion  take  ? 
Beliv'd  and  loving  I  with  fuch  virtues  grac'd, 
As  might  on  common  heads  a  crown  have  plac'd  1 
How  flcill'd  in  all  the  myfteries  of  {late  '. 
How  fitting  to  fuftain  an  empire's  weight  I 
How  quick  to  knowf  1  how  ready  to  advife  1 
How  timely  to  prevent  1  how  more  than  fenates 

wife  1 
Jiis  words  how  charming,  affable,  and  fweet  I 
How  jufl,  his  cenfure  1   and  how  flirr])  his  wit  I 
How  did  his  charming  convcrfation  pleafe 
1  he  bleft  attenders  on  his  hours  of  eafe; 
When  gracioufiy  he  dcign'd  to  condefcend, 
ricas'd  to  exalt  a  fubjed:  to  a  friend  1 
To  the  moft  low  how  eafy  of  accefs  I 
Willing  to  hear,  and  longing  to  redrefs  1 
His  mercy  knew  no  bounds  of  time  or  place, 
His  reign  was  one  continued  a(5l  of  grace  I 
Good  Titus  could,  but  Charles  could  never  fay, 
Of  all  his  royal  life,  "  he  loft  a  day." 
Excellent  prince     O  once  our  joy  and  care, 
Now  our  eternal  grief  and  deep  defpair  I 
O  father  '  or  if  aught  than  father's  more. 
How  {lip.U  thy  children  their  fad  lofs  deplore  ? 
How  grieve  enough,  when  anxious  thoughts  recall 
The  mournful  ftory  of  their  fovereign's  fall  ? 
Oil  '.   w  ho  that  fcene  of  forrow  can  difplay  ; 
When,  waiting  death,  the  fearlefs  monarch  lay  ! 
Though  great  the  pain  and  anguifii  that  he  bore, 
His  friends'  and  fubjcdls'  grief  alHidf  him  more  1 
Yet  even  that,  and  coming  fate,  he  bears  ; 
But  finks  and  faints  to  fee  a  brother's  tears  ! 
The  mighty  grief,  that  fweli'd  his  royal  breaft. 
Scarce  reach'd  by  thought,  can't  be  by  words  ex- 

preft  : 
Crief  for  himfelf !  for  grief  for  Charles  is  vain. 
Who  now  begins  a  new  trlumphsnt  reign, 
Welcom'd  by  all  kind  fpirits  and  faints  above. 
Who  fee  themfclves  in  him,  and  their  own  likenefs 

love  I 
What  godlike  virtues  ni'.in-  that  prince  adorn. 
Who  can  fo  pleafe,  while  fuch  a  prince  we  mourn  I 
WIio  elfe,  but  that  great  He,  w)io  now  commands 
Th'  united  nation's  voice,  and  hearts,  and  hands, 
Could  fo  the  love  of  a  whole  people  gain. 
After  fo  excellent  a  monarch's  reign  ! 
Mean  Virtues  after  Tyrants  may  fucceed 
And  pleafe-,  but  after  Charlc^  a  James  vi-e  need  I 
'['iiis,  this  he,  by  whole  high  adiions  grac'd 
The  prefent  age  contends  with  all  the  [laft  : 
Him  heaven  a  pattern  did  for  heroes  form. 
Slow  to  advife,  but  eager  to  perform  : 
In  council  calm,  fierce  as  a  ftorni  in  fight  ! 
Danger  his  fport,  and  labour  hi^  delight.   , 


To  him  the  fleet  and  camp,  the  fea  and  fieldj 

Do  equal  harvefts  of  bright  gl'ry  yield  ! 

Who  can  forget,  of  royal  blood  how  free. 

He  did  affert  the  empire  of  the  fea  .' 

The  Belgian  fleet  endc3vour'd;but  in  vain. 

The  tcmpeft  of  his  fury  to  fuftain  ; 

Shatter'd  and  torn  before  his  flag  they  fly  ~\ 

Like  doves,  that  the  exalted  eagle  fpy  C 

Ready  to  ftoop  and  feize  them  from  on  high,      j 

He,  Neptune-like  (when  from  his  watery  bed 

Serene  and  calm  he  lifts  his  awful  head. 

And  fmiles,  and  to  his  chariot  gives  the  rein), 

In  triumph  rides  o'er  the  afferted  main  I 

Rejoicing  crowds  attend  hmi  on  the  ftrand. 

Loud  as  the  fea,  and  numerous  as  the  fand ; 

So  joy  the  many  ;  but  the  wifer  few 

The  godlike  prince  with  filent  wonder  view  : 

A  joy,  too  great  to  bs  by  voice  expreft. 

Shines  in  each  eye,  and  beats  in  every  breaft  : 

They  faw  him  deftin'd  for  fonne  greater  day, 

And  in  his  looks  the  omens  read  of  his  imperial 

fway  ! 
Nor  do  his  civil  virtues  lefs  appear. 
To  perfecft  the  illuftrious  character  ; 
To  merit  juft,  to  needy  virtue  kind, 
'I'rue  to  his  word,  and  faithful  to  his  friend  '.  • 

What's  well  refulv'd,  as  firmly  he  purfucs; 
Fix'd  in  his  choice,  as  careful  how  to  choofe  I 
Honour  was  born,  not  planted  in  his  heart ; 
And  virtue  came  by  nature,  not  by  art, 
Albion  !  forget  thy  forrows,  and  adore  T 

That  prince,  who  all  the  bkffings  does  reftorc,  S- 
That  Charles,  the  faint,  made  thee  enjoy  before  !  J 
'  ris  done  ;  with  turrets  crown'd,  I  fee  her  rife. 
And  teais  are  wip"d  for  ever  from  her  eyes ! 


PROLOGUE 


N.  LEEs  LUSIUS  JUNIUS  BRUrUS, 

Long  has  the  tribe  of  poets  on  the  ftage 
Groan'd  under  pcrfecuting  critics'  rage. 
But  with  the  found  of  railing  and  of  rhyme. 
Like  bees  united  by  the  tinkling  chime, 
'i"he  little  flinging  infedls  fv/ann  the  more, 
Th\;ir  buzzing  greater  than  it  was  before. 
But,  oh  !  ye  leaoi'.ig  voters  of  the  Pit, 
That  infecl  others  with  your  too  much  wit, 
'I'hat  weil-a.fed-td  members  do  feduce, 
Ancl  with  your  mnlice  poifon  half  the  houfe  ; 
Know,  your  ill-maiiag'd  arbitrary  fivay 
bhall  be  no  more  endur'd,  but  ends  this  day. 
Rulers  of  abler  condutSt  we  will  choofe, 
And  more  indulgent  to  a  trembling  Miife; 
Women,  for  ends  of  government  more  fit,  "1 

Women  fball  rule  the  Boxes  and  the  Pit,  5 

Give  laws  t()  Live,  and  iiifi'.icnce  to  Wit.  J 

Find  me  one  man  of  fenfc  in  all  your  roll, 
Whcni  fome  one  woman  has  not  niade  a  fool, 
hv'n  bufintf?,  th.;-:  intolerable  load 
Undtr^ which  r.nw  does  gruan,  and  yet  is  prout^, 


P    o 

Much  better  ihey  could  manage  would  they  pleafe; 
'Tis  not  their  want  of  wit,  but  love  cf  eafe. 
For,  fpite  of  art,  more  wit  in  them  appear:, 
Though  we  boaft  ours,  and  they  diffenihle  theirs; 
Wit  once  was  ours,  and  {hot  up  for  a  while, 
Set  fhallow  in  a  hot  and  barren  foil; 
But  when  tranfplanted  to  a  richer  ground, 
Has  in  their  Eden  its  perfcdtion  found. 
And  'tis  but  juft  they  fliould  our  wit  invade, 
Whilft  we  fet  up  their  painting  patching  trade ; 
As  for  our  courage,  to  our  fliame  'tis  known, 
As  they  can  raife  it,  they  can  pull  it  down. 
At  their  own  weapons  they  our  bullies  awe, 
Faith  I  let  them  make  an  anti-falick  law ; 
Prefcribe  to  all  Mankind,  as  well  as  plays. 
And  wear  the  breeches,  as  they  wear  the  bays. 


TO    THE    PEOPLE    OF    ENGLAND. 

A  DETESTATION  OF  CIVIL  WAR. 

FROM     HORACE,    EPOD.    VII. 

On  !  whither  do  ye  ru(h,  and  thus  prepare 

To  rouze  again  the  fleeping  war  ? 
Has  then  fo  little  Englifh  blood  been  fpilt 

On  fea  and  land  with  equal  guilt  ? 
Not  that  again  we  might  our  armi  advance, 

To  check  the  infolent  pride  of  France  ; 
Not  that  once  more  we  might  in  fetters  bring 

An  humble  captive  Gallic  king  ? 
But,  to  the  wifh  of  the  infulting  Gaul, 

That  we  by  our  own  hands  fhould  fall. 
Nor  wolves  nor  lions  bear  fo  fierce  a  mind  ; 

They  hurt  not  their  own  favage  kind  : 
Is  it  blind  rage,  or  zeal,  more  blind  and  ftrong. 

Or  guilt,  yet  flronger,  drives  you  on  ? 
Anfwer  I  but  none  tan  anfwer ;  mute  and  pale 

They  fland  ;  guilt  does  o'er  words  prevail  : 
'Tis  fo  !   heaven's  juflice  threatens  us  from  high; 

And  a  king's  death  from  earth  does  cry  ; 
£'er  fince  the  martyr's  innocent  blood  was  fhed. 

Upon  our  fathers,  and  on  ours,  an'd  on  our  chil- 
drens'  head. 


TO    MR.    CREECH. 

ON    HIS    TRANSLATION    OF    LUCRETIUS. 

What  to  begin  would  have  been  madnefs  thought. 

Exceeds  our  praife  when  to  perfedlioii  brought ; 

Who  could  believe  Lucretius'  lofcy  fong 

Could  have  been  reach'd  by  any  inodern  tongue  ? 

Of  all  the  luitorsto  imm;>rtal  fame. 

That  by  tranflarions  ftrove  to  raifc  a  name, 

This  v/as  the  teft,  this  the  Ul^'fleb'  bow, 

Too  tough  by  any  to  be  bent  but  you. 

Carus  iiimfclf  of  the  hard  talk  complains. 

To  fetter  Grecian  thoughts  in  Roman  chains; 

Much  harder  thine,  in  an  unlearned  tongue        "> 

To  hold  in  bondn,  fo  eafy  yet  fo  drong,  v 

The  Greek  philofcphy  ana  Latin  fong,  j 
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If  then  he  boall?  that  roufid  his  facred  head 
FreOi  garlands  grow,  and  hranchiug  laurels fpread. 
Such  as  not  all  the  mi^ji.ty  Nine  before 
E'er  gave,  or  any  of  tl'cir  clarliiigs  wore  ;        [due 
What  laurels  fhould   be   thine,   what  crowns  thy 
What  garlands,  mighty  Poet,  fliould  be  grac'd  by 

y-u  !  [does  flow, 

Though  deep,  though  wondrous  deep,  his  feuie 
Thy  fhinii:g  ifyle  does  all  its  tiches  Ihe.i  ; 
So  clear  the  ftrtam,  that  throuijh  it  .ve    efcty 
All  the  bnj;hc  genu  that  at  the  bottom  iic  ; 
Here  you  the  ti'iibi-^rs  of  your  peace  remove, 
Ignoble  fear,  aiut  niorc  ignob  c  iove ; 
Here  we  are  taujj;lit  how  fitit  wur  race  begun. 
And  by  what  fteps  our  fathers  climb'd  to  man; 
To  man  as  now  he  is — with  knowledge  fill'd,    -% 
li'  arts  of  peace  and  war,  in  manners  fk'li'd,      C 
Equal  before  t.)  felljw-graZv;is  of  the  Tuid  '■        3 
Nature's  fi.  ft  Ila:e,  which,  well  tranfpos'd  and"* 

oivi'.'d  / 

(For  owners  in  al'  ages  have  been  found),  <" 

Has  made  a  '  modL-rn  wit  fo  much  rcnown'd,   J 
When  thee  we  read,  we  find  to  be  no  more 
Than  what  was  fung  a  thoufand  years  before. 

Thou  only  for  this  nobl'j  tsfk  we;t  fit,  -\ 

To  fhame  thy  age  to  a  jufc  fenle  of  wit,  C. 

By  {hewing  how  the  learned  Romans  v*rit.         j 
To  teach  fat  heavy  clov.'ns  to  knew  tl.eir  trade,. 
And  not  turn  wits  who  were  fo;- porters  made; 
Bat  quit  falfc  claims  to  the  poetic  rage. 
For  fquibs  and  cra.kcrs,  and  a  imithfield  ftagc. 
Hud  Providence  e'er  mean;  that,  in  dcfpite 
Of  art  aud  nature,  fuch  ciuU  clods  (hould  write, 
Bavius  and  !VIa:vius  had  been  fav'd  by  Fate 
Fof  Sefle  and  for  bhadwell  to  tranllate, 
As  it  fo  many  a^es  has  for  thee 
Prefcrv'd  the  mighty  work  that  now  wc  fee. 


VIRGIL'S  FIFTH  ECLOGUE, 

Ti'.'t  Argument. 

Mopfu-!  and  Men9ica=,  two  very  expert  fhephcrds, 
at  a  fong,  begin  one  by  confent  to  the  memory  of 
Danhnis.who  is  fuppofed  by  the  beft  critics  to  re- 
prefent  j.-.ius  Crefar.  Mopfus  laments  his  death; 
Menaicas  proclaims  his  divinity.  The  whole 
Eclogue  conhlling  of  an  Elegy,  and  an  Apo- 
theolis. 

MENALCAS. 

Mopsus,  fince  chance  docs  us  together  bring. 
And  you  fo  well  can  pioe,  and  I  can  fing. 
Why  fit  we  not  beneath  this  fecret  fliade. 
By  elms  and  hazels  nu;;g',ing  branches  made  i 

MOPSUS. 

Y  urage  comn'andsref;)e61: ;  and  I  obey. 
Whetlur  you  in  this  lonely  copfe  will  flay, 
Where  wtltorn  winds  the  bending  branches  fhake, 
Aud  in  tiieir  play  the  fliades  imcertain  make : 
Or  whether  to  that  filent  cave  you  go. 
The  better  choice  I  fee  how  the  wild  Tines  grow 

»  Ilobbes. 
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Luxuriant  round,  and  fee  how  wide  they  fpread, 
And  in  the  cave  their  purple  clufters  flied  ! 

MENALCAS. 

Amyntaf  only  dares  contend  with  you. 

MOPSUS. 

Why  not  as  well  contend  with  Phoebus  too  ? 

MENALCAS. 

Eegin,  bepin  ;  whether  the  mournful  flame 
Of  dying  Phyllis,  whether  Aleon's  fame, 
Or  Ci  rdrus'  brawls,  thy  willintr  Mufe  provoke; 
Begin  ;  young  Tityrus  will  tend  tlie  flock. 

MOPSUS. 

Yes,  I'll  begin,  and  the  fad  fong  repeat. 
That  on  the  beech's  bark  I  lately  writ. 
And  fet  to  fweeteft  notes ;  yes,  I'll  begin, 
And  after  that,  hid  you,  Amyntas,  fing. 

MENALCAS. 

As  much  as  the  moft  humble  fhrub  that  grows, 
Yields  to  the  beauteius  blufties  of  the  rofe. 
Or  bending  ofiers  to  tke  olive  tree  ; 
So  much,  I  judge,  Amyntas  yields  to  thee. 

MOPSUS. 

Shepherd,  to  this  difcourfe  here  put  an  end^ 
This  is  the  cave;   fit,  and  my  verfe  attend. 

MOPSUS. 

When  the  fad  fate  of  Daphnis  reach'd  their  ears. 
The  pitying  nymphs  diffolv'd  in  pious  tears. 
Witnefs,  ye  hazels,  for  ye  heard  their  cries ; 
Witoefs,  ye  floods,    fwoln   with    their   weeping 

eyes. 
The  mournful  mother  ("on  his  body  caft) 
The  fad  remains  of  her  cold  fon  embrac'd, 
And  of  th'  unequal  tyranny  they  us'd, 
The  cruel  gods  and  cruel  flars  accns'd. 
Then  did  no  fwain  mind  how  his  flock  did  thrive. 
Nor  thirfly  herds  to  the  cold  river  drive ; 
The   generous   horfe   turn'd   from  frclh  flreams 

his  head. 
And  on  the  fweetefl  grafs  refus'd  to  feed. 
Daphnis,  thy  death  ev'n  fiercefl  lions  mourn'd, 
And  hills  and  woods  their  cries  and  groans  re- 

turn'd. 
Daphnis  Armenian  tigers'  fierceneft  broke. 
And  brought  them  willing  to  the  facred  yoke  : 
Daphnis  to  Bacchus'  worlhip  did  ordain 
The  revels  of  his  confecratcd  train  ; 
The  reeling  priefts  with  vines  and  ivy  crown'd, 
And   their  long    fpears  with    clufler'd    branches 

bo\ind. 
As  vines  the  elm,  as  grapes  the  vine  adorn. 
As  bulls  the  herd,  as  fields  the  ripen 'd  corn  ; 
Such  grace,  fuch  ornament,  wert  thou  to  all 
That  glory'd  to  be  thine  ;  fmcc  thy  fad  fall 
Mo  more  Apollo  his  glad  prcfence  yields. 
And  Pales'  fejf  farfakes  her  hated  fields. 
Oft  where  the  fineft  barley  we  did  fow, 
Barren  wild  oats  and  hurtful  dirnel  grow; 
And  where  foft  violets  did  the  vales  adorn. 
The  thiftle  rifcs,  and  the  prickly  thorn. 
Come,   Oiepherds,    ftrow  with    flowers  tlic  hal- 

low'J  ground. 
The   facred    fountains   with   thick    boughs    fur- 
round  ; 
D.iphr.iR  ihefc  rircs  requires  ;  to  Daphnis  praife, 
Sh'Ulicrd-.  a  tcnib  with  this  infcriinion  raift — 
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"  Here  fam'd  from  earth  to  heaven  T  Daphnis  lie  ; 
"  Fair  was  the  flock  I  fed,   but  much  more  fair 
"  was  I." 

MENALCAS. 

Such,  divine  Poet,  to  my  ravitli'd  ears 
Are  the  fweet  numbers  of  thy  mournful  verfe. 
As  to  tir'd  fvvains  foft  flumbers  on  the  grafs ; 
As  freftiefl  fprings  that  through  green  meadows 

pafs. 
To  one  that  parch'd  with  thirft  and  fummer's  heat. 
In  thee  thy  mafter  does  his  equal  meet  : 
Whether  your  voice  you  try,  or  tune  your  reed, 
Blefl  fwain,  'tis  you  alone  can  him  fucceed  ! 
Yet,  as  I  can,  I  in  return  will  fing  : 
I  too  thy  Daphnis  to  the  liars  will  faring, 
I  too  thy  Daphnis  to  the  ftars,  with  you. 
Will  raife  ;  for  Daj-hnis  lov'd  Menalcas  too. 

MOPSUS. 

Is  there  a  thing  that  I  could  more  deflre .' 
For  neither  can  there  be  a  fubjc<5l  higher, 
Nor,  if  the  praife  of  Stimichou  be  true. 
Can  it  be  better  fung  than  'tis  by  you, 

MENALCAS. 

Daphnis  now,  wondering  at  the  glorious  (hew,  "J 
Through  heaven's  bright  pavement  does  trium_  f 
phant  go,  .  [below  C 

And  fees  the  moving  clouds,  and  the  fix'd  ftars  3 
Therefore   new  joys  make  glad   the  woods,  the 

plains. 
Pan  and  the  Dryads,  and  the  cheerful  fwains  : 
The  wolf  no  ambufli  for  the  flock  doeb  lay,       "^ 
No  cheating  nets  the  harmlefs  deer  betray,  ( 

Daphnis  a  general  peace  commands,  and  Nature  C 
does  obey.  y 

Har^ !  the  glad  mountains  raife  to  heaven  their 

voice'  1 
Hark  !  the  hard  rocks  in  myftic  tunes  rejoice  ! 
HarJc  1   through  the  thickets  wondrous  fongs  re- 
found, 
A  God  !  A  God  !  Menalcas,  he  is  crriwn'd  I 
O  be  propitious !   O  be  good  to  thine  ' 
See  !  here  four  hollow'd  altars  we  defign, 
To  Daphnis  two,  to  Phcebus  two  we  raife, 
To  pay  the  yt:«ly  tribute  of  our  praife  : 
Sacred  to  thee,  they  each  returning  year 
Two  bowls  of  milk  and  two  of  oil  fnall  bear : 
Feafls  I'll  ordain,  and  to  thy  deathlefs  praife 
Thy  votaries'  exalted  thoughtrs  to  raife. 
Rich  Chian  wines  fliall  in  full  goblets  flow. 
And  give  a  tafte  of  Neiftar  here  below. 
Damstas  fhall  with  Lidlian  JE^on  join. 
To  celebrate  with  fongs  the  rites  divine. 
AIphifil>a:us  ^V<th  a  reeling  gait 
ShiU  the  wild  Satyrs'  dancing  imitate. 
When  to  the  nymphs  wc  vows  and  offerings  pay. 
When  we  with  folenm  rites  cur  fields  furvey, 
Thefe  honours  ever  fliall  be  thine  :  the  boar 
Shall  in  the  fields  and  hills  delight  no  more ; 
No  more  in  dreams  the  fifh,  in  flowers  the  bee, 
Ere,  Daphnis,  wc  fofget  our  fongs  to  thee  ; 
Ofl"eiinj;s  to  thee  the  ftiepherds  every  year 
Shall,  aa  to  Bacchus  and  to  Ceres,  bear  : 
To  th;  e,  as  to  thofe  Gods,  fhall  vows  be  made, 
And    cngeance  wnit  on  thofe  by  whom  they  arc- 
not  naid-. 
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MOPSUS. 

What   prefent   worth  thy  verfe   can   Mopfus") 
find  ?  f 

Not  the  foft  whifpers  of  the  fouthern  wind  C 

So  much  delight  my  ear,  or  charm  my  mind ;  J 
Not  founding  fhores  beat  by  the  murmuring  tide, 
Nor  rivers  that  through  flony  vallies  glide. 

MENALCAS. 

Firft  you  this  pipe  (hall  take  ;  and  'tis  the  fame 
That  play'd  poor  Corydon's  *  ut^appy  flame  ; 
The  fame  that  taught  me  Meliboeus'  -j-  fneep. 

MOPSUS. 

You  then  ihall  for  my  fake  this  flieepliook  keep, 
Adorn'd  with  brafs,  which  I  have  oft  deny'd 
To  young  Antigenes  in  his  beauty's  pride  : 
And  who  ccu^ld  think  he  then  in  vain  could  fue  ? 
Yet  him  I  would  deny,  and  freely  give  it  you. 


TO   MR.  WALLER, 

Vj>on  the  Cofy  of  Verfes  made  by  bimfelf  en  the  loji 
Copy  in  his  Book  §. 

When  fhame,  for  all  my  foolilh  youth  had  writ.'j 
Advis'd  'twas  time  the  rhyming  trade  to  quit,   C 
Time  to  grow  wife,  and  be  no  more  a  wit —     J 
The  noble  fire,  that  animates  thy  age. 
Once  more  inflam'd  me  with  poetic  rage. 
Kings,  heroes,  nymphs,  the  brave,  the  fair,  the 

young. 
Have  been  the  theme  of  thy  immortal  fon^  : 
A  nobler  argument  at  laft  thy  Mufe, 
Two  things  divine.  Thee  and  Herfelf,  doe«  choofe. 
Age,  whofe  dull  weight  makes  vijlgar  fpirits  bend. 
Gives  wings  to  thioe,  and  bids  it  upward  tend  ; 
No  more  coRfin'd,  above  the  ftarry  fkies. 
Out  from  the  body's  broken  cage  it  flies. 
But,  oh  1  vouchfafc,  not  wholly  to  retire, 
To  join  with  and  complete  th'  etherial  choir  ! 
Still  here  remain ;  ftill  on  the  threfhold  ftand  ; 
Still  at  this  diftance  view  the  prnmib'd  land  ; 
Though  thou  may'ft  feeni,  fo  heave»ly  is  thy  fenfe. 
Not  going  thither,  but  new  come  from  thence^ 


SONG. 


After  the  fiercgft  pangs  of  hot  deCre, 
Between  Panthea's  rifmg  brtalls 
His  bending  bread  Philander  refts ; 
Though  vanquifli'd,  yet  unknowing  to  retire  : 
Clofe  hugs  the  charmer,  and  afliani'd  to  yield. 
Though  he  has  loft  the  day,  yit  keeps  the  field. 

II. 
When,  with  a  Cgh,  the  fair  Panthea  faid, 
What  pity  'tis,  yc  gods,  that  all 
The  noblcft  warriors  fooneft  fall ! 
Then  with  a  kifs  fhe  gently  rear'd  his  head, 
Arm'd  him  again  to  fight,  for  nobly  ftie 
More  lov'd  the  c:.mbat  than  the  vidory. 


But,  more  enrag'd  for  being  beat  bafore. 
With  all  his  flrength  he  does  prepare 
More  fiercely  to  renew  the  war  ; 

Nor  ceas'd  he  till  the  noble  prize  he  bore  : 

Ev'n  her  fuch  wondrous  courage  did  furprife  ; 

She  hugs  the  dart  that  wounded  her,  and  dies.^ 


A    SONG. 


Throdgh  mournful  {hades,  and  folitary  grovesj^ 
Fann'd  with  the  Cghs  of  unfuccefsful  loves. 

Wild  with  defpair,  young  Thyrfis  ftrays, 
Thinks  over  all  Amyra's  heavenly  charms. 
Thinks  he  now  fees  her  in  another's  arms  ; 

Then  at  fome  willow's  root  himfelf  he  lays. 
The  lovelieft,  moft  unhappy  fwain ; 
And  thus  to  the  wild  woods  he  dpes  complain  : 

II. 
How  art  thou  chang'd,  O  Thyrfis,  fince  the  time 
When  thou  could'ft  love  and  hope  without  a  crime ; 

When  Nature's  pride  and  Earth's  delight. 
As  through  her  fliady  evening  grove  ftie  pail, 
And  a  new  day  did  all  around  her  caft, 

Cowld  fee,  nor  be  offisnded  at  the  fight, 
The  melting,  fighing,  wiftiing  fwain. 
That  now  muft  never  hope  to  wifii  again  1 

III. 
Riches  and  titles  1  why  Ihould  they  prevail. 
Where  duty,  love,  and  adoration,  fail  ? 

Lovely  Amyra,  fliouldft  thou  prize 
The  empty  noifc  that  a  fine  title  makes; 
Or  the  vile  trafli  that  with  the  vulgar  takes. 

Before  a  heart  that  bleeds  for  thee,  and  dies  ? 
Unkind  1  but  pity  the  poor  fwain 
Your  rigour  kills,  nor  triumph  o'er  the  flai^. 


A    SONG, 
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See  what  a  conqueft  love  has  made ! 
Beneath  the  myrtle's  amorous  fhadc 
The  charming  fair  Corinna  lies 

All  melting  in  defire, 
Quenching  in  tears  thofe  flowing  eyes 

That  fet  the  world  on  fj  e  1 
II. 
What  eanjiot  tears  and  beauty  do  ? 
The  youth  by  chance  flotd  by,  and  knew 
For  whom  thofe  cryftal  ftreams  did  flow  ; 

And  though  he  ne'er  before 
To  her  eyes  brighteft  rays  did  bow. 

Weeps  too,  and  does  adore. 
III. 
So  when  the  heavens  ferene  and  clear, 
Gilded  with  gaudy  light  appear, 
Each  craggy  rock,  and  every  ftone. 

Their  native  rigour  keep  ; 
But  when  in  rain  the  clouds  fall  down,    / 

The  hardeft  rnjirilc  wc^p. 
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TO  MR.  HENRY  DICKINSON, 


ON    HIS   TRANSLATION   OF 
Simon  s  Critical  Hijlory  of  the  Old  Tejlament. 

What  fenfelefs  loads  have  over-charg'd  the  prefs, 

Of  French  impertinence  in  EngliHi  drefsl 

How  many  dull  tranflators  every  day 

Bring  new  fioplies  of  novel,  farce,  or  play  I 

Liike  damsi'd  French  penfioners,  with  foreign  aid 

Their  native  land  with  nonfenfe  to  invade, 

Till  we'ie  o'er-run  more  wifh  the  wit  of  France, 

Her  naufeoua  wit,  than  with  her  Proteftants. 

But,  Sir,  this  noble  piece  obligeth  more 

Than  all  their  trafli  hath  plagu'd  the  town  before  : 

With  various  learning,   knowledge,    flrength   of 

thought. 
Order  and  art,  and  folid  judgment  fraught ; 
No  lefs  a  piece  than  this  could  make  amends 
For  all  the  trumpery  France  amongft  us  fends. 
Nor  let  ill-o  rounded  fuperftitious  fear 
Fright  any  but  the  fools  from  reading  here. 
The  iacrtd  oracles  may  well  endure 
Th'  exadteft  fearch,  of  their  own  truth  fecure ; 
Though  at  this  piece  fome  noify  zealots  bawl, 
And  to  their  aid  a  numerous  fadlion  call 
With  {fretch'd-out  arms,  as  if  the  ark  could  fall ; 
Yet  wifer  heads  will  think  fo  firm  it  (lands, 
That,  v/ere  it  fliook,  'twould  need  no  mortal  hands. 


TO  MR.  DRYDEN, 

ON    HIS 

'TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA,  16^3. 

And  will  our  Mafter  Poet  then  admit 

A  young  beginner  in  the  trade  of  wit. 

To  bring  a  plain  and  ruftic  Mufe,  to  wait 

On  his  in  all  her  glmious  ptjmp  and  flate  ? 

Can  an  unknown,  unheard-of,  private  name, 

Add  any  luftre  to  fo  bright  a  fame  ? 

No  1   fooner  planets  to  the  fun  may  give 

That  light  which  they  themlelves  from  him  derive. 

Nor  cciuld  my  fickly  fai;cy  entertain 

A  thought  fo  foolilh,  or  a  pride  fo  vain.  [go, 

But,  as  when  kings  thrc  ugh  crowds  in   triumphs 

The  meancfl  wretch  that  gazes  at  the  fhow. 

Though  to  that  pomp  lii:j  voice  can  add  no  more. 

Than  when  we  drops  into  the  ocean  pour, 

Has  leave  histi>ngue  in  prjifes  to  employ 

(Th' accepted  language  of  officious  joy)  : 

So  I  in  loud  applaufcb  may  reveal 

To  you,  great  King  of  Vcrfe,  my  loyal  zeal, 

May  tell  with  what  majcllic  grace  and  mien 

Your  Mufe  difplays  herfclf  in  every  fctne  ? 

In  what  rich  robes  Ihe  has.  fair  C'reflid  drcfl, 

And  with  what  gentle  fires  ii.il.iiii'd  lier  b.-raft. 

How  when  ihofe  failing  eyes  Ikt  ..id  iin;  lorM, 

She  all  their  fparkliiig  luftre  luis  r^llorM, 

Added  more  charms,  frcfb  beauties  on  tliem  (lied. 

And  ti>  new  youth  rccall'd  the  .lovely  muid. 


How  nobly  flic  the  royal  brothers  draws; 

How  great  their  quarrel,   and   how  great  thelf 

caufe  ! 
How  juftly  rais'd  I  and  by  what  juft  degrees, 
In  a  fweet  calm  does  tlie  rough  tempeft  ceafe  I 
Envy  not  now  "  the  God-like  Roman's  rage;"   -j 
Hc(fl:or  and  Troiius,  darlings  of  our  age,  C 

Shall  hand  In  hand  with  Brutus  tread  the  ftage.  3 

Shakefpeare,  'tis  true,  this  tale  of  Troy  firft-^ 
told,  / 

But,  as  with  Ennlus  Virgil  did  of  old,  r 

You  found  it  dirt,  but  you  have  made  it  gold.     J 
A  dark  and  undigefted  heap  it  lay,  T 

Like  Chaos  ere  the  dawn  of  infant  day,  v 

But  you  did  firft  the  cheerful  light  difj.  lay.  j 

Confus'd  it  vfa.s  as  Epicurus'  world 
Of  Atoms,  by  blind  Chance  together  hurl'd, 
But  you  have  made  fuch  order  through  it  fliine 
As  loudly  fpeaks  the  workmanfhip  divine. 

Boafl  then,  O  Troy!  and  triumph  in  thy  flames. 
That  make  thee  fung  by  three  fuch  mighty  names. 
Had  Ilium  ftood.  Homer  had  ne'er  been  read. 
Nor  the  fweet  Mantuan  fwan  his  wings  difplay'd, 
Nor  thou,  the  third,  but  equal  in  renown. 
Thy  matchlefs  flcill  in  this  great  fubjedl  fhown, 
Not  Priam's  felf,  nor  all  the  Frojan  flate, 
Was  worth  the  faving  at  fo  dear  a  rate. 
But  they  now  flourlfh,  by  you  mighty  three. 
In  verfe  more  lafling  than  their  v/alls  could  be  : 
Which  never,  never  fhall  like  them  decay. 
Being  built  by  hands  divine  as  well  as  they ; 
Never  till,  our  great  Charles  being  fung  by  you. 
Old  Troy  fhall  grow  lefs  famous  than  the  New. 


PARIS  TO  HELEN. 

TRANSLATED   FROM  OVId's  EPISTLES. 

Tie  Argument. 

Paris,  having  failed  to  Sparta  for  the  obtaining  of 
Helen,  whom  Venus  had  promiled  him  as  the 
reward  of  his  adjudging  the  Prize  of  Beauty  to 
her,  was  tiobly  there  entertained  by  Menelaus, 
Helen's  hiifband  ;  but  he,  being  called  away  to 
Crete,  to  take  pcifleffion  of  what  vv^as  left  him 
by  his  grand-father  Atreus,  commends  his  gueft 
to  the  care  of  his  wife.  In  his  abfcnce  Paris 
courts  her,  and  writes  to  her  the  following 
cpiftle. 

All  health,  fair  nymph,  thy  Paris  fends  to  thee, 

Though  you,  and  only  you,  can  give  it  me. 

Shall  I  then  fpeak?  or  Is  it  needlefs  grown 

To  tell  a  paflion  that  itl'elf  has  ibuwn  ? 

Dies  not  my  love  Iti'elf  too  open  lay, 

And  all  I  think  In  all  I  do  betray  ? 

If  not,  oil  I   may  it  ftill  in  I'ecret  lie, 

Till  rime  with  our  kind  wiflies  fhall  comply; 

Till  all  our  joys  may  to  us  conii  fincere. 

Nor  1.  fe  their  price  by  the  allay  of  fear ! 

In  vLiiii  1  drive;  who  can  that  fire  conceal. 

Which  doesitfclf  by  its  own  light  reveal  ? 

But,  if  you  needs  would  hear  my  trembling  tongue 

Speak  whut  'iiy  .i-iioiis  h.ivc  declar'J  fo  long, 
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I  love  ;  you've  there  the  word  that  does  impart 

The  trueft  nieffnge  from  my  bleeding  heart : 

Forgive  me,  Madam,  that  1  thus  c  infels 

To  you,  my  fair  phyfioian,  my  difeale, 

And  with  fuch  looks  this  luppliant  paper  grace 

As  beft  become  the  beauties  of  that  face. 

May  that  fmooth  brow  no  angry  wrinkle  wear, 

But  be  your  looks  as  kind  as  they  are  fair, 

Some  pleafure  'tis  to  think  thefe  lines  fhall  find 

An  entertainment  at  your  bancs  fo  kind. 

For  this  creates  a  hope,  that  I  too  may, 

Receiv'd  by  you,  as  happy  be  as  they. 

Ah  1  may  that  hope  be  true  1  nor  I  complain 

That  Venus  promls'd  you  to  me  in  vain  ; 

For  know,  left  you  through  ignorance  offend 

The  gods,  'tis  heaven  that  me  does  hither  fend. 

None  of  the  meancft  of  the  powers  divine, 

That  firft  infpir'd,  ftill  favours  my  defign. 

Great  is  the  prize  I  feek,  I  muft  confcfs. 

But  neither  is  my  due  or  merit  lefs  ; 

Venus  has  promis'd  flie  would  you  alTign, 

Fair  as  herfelf,  to  be  for  ever  mine. 

Guided  by  her,  my  Troy  I  left  for  thee, 

Nor  fear'd  the  dangers  of  the  faiihlefs  Tsa, 

She,  with  a  kind  and  an  aufpicious  gale. 

Drove  the  good  (hip,  and  ftretch'd  out  every  fail : 

For  (he,  who  fprung  out  of  the  teeming  deep, 

Still  o'er  the  main  does  her  wide  empire  keep. 

Still  may  fhe  ksep  it  I  and  as  (lie  with  eafe 

Allays  the  wrath  of  the  moik  angry  feas, 

So  may  (he  give  my  ftormy  mind  fome  reft. 

And  calm  the  raging  temped  of  my  breaft. 

And  bring  home  all  my  flghs  and  all  my  vovvs 

To  their  wi(h'd  harbour  and  defir'd  repofe  I 

Hither  my  flames  I  brought,  not  found  them 
here; 
I  my  whole  courfe  by  their  kind  light  did  fleer: 
For  I  by  no  miftake  or  ftorm  was  toft 
Againft  my  will  upon  this  happy  coaft. 
Nor  as  a  merchant  did  I  plow  the  main 
To  venture  life,  like  fordid  fools,  for  gain. 
No;  may  the  gods  preferve  my  prefent  ftore, 
And  only  give  me  you  to  make  it  more ! 
Nor  to  admire  the  place  came  I  fo  far; 
I  have  towns  richer  than  your  citiei  are. 
*Tis  you  I  feek,  to  me  from  Venus  due  ; 
You  were  my  wifh,  before  your  charms  I  knew. 
Bright  images  of  you  my  mind  did  draw, 
Long  eri  my  eyes  the  lovely  objecSl  fav/. 
Nor  wonder  that,  with  the  fvvift  winged  dart. 
At  fuch  a  diftance  you  could  wound  my  heart : 
i"5o  Fate  ordain'd;  and  left  you  (ight  with  Fate, 
Hear  and  believe  the  truth  I  fliall  relate. 

Now  in  my  mother's  womb  (hut  up  I  lay, 
Her  fatal  burthen  longing  for  the  day, 
When  (he  in  a  myfterions  dream  was  told, 
Her  teeming  womb  a  burning  torcli  did  hold  ; 
Frighted  (he  rifts,  and  her  viiion  (he 
To  Priam  tells,  and  to  his  prophets  he; 
They  fing  that  I  all  Troy  fnould  fet  on  fire : 
But  fure  Fate  meant  the  flames  of  my  dcfire. 
For  fear  of  this,  among  the  fwains  expos'd. 
My  native  greatnefs  every  thing  difclos'd. 
Beauty,  and  ftrength,  and  courage,  join'd  in  nnp. 
Through  all  difguife,  fpoke  me  a  monarch's  fon. 
Vo  L.  VI. 


A  place  there  is  in  Ida's  thlckeft  grove, 

With  oaks  and  fir-trees  (haried  all  above. 

The  grafs  here  grows  untouch'd  by  bleeting  flocks 

Or  mountain  goat,  or  the  laborious  ox. 

From  hence  Troy's  towers,  magnificence,  and  pride. 

Leaning  againft  an  aged  oak,  I  fpy'd. 

When  ftraight  methought  I  heard  the  trembling 

ground 
With  tlie  ftraiige  noife  of  trampling  feet  refound. 
In  the  fame  inftant  Jove's  great  meffenger, 
On  all  his  wings  borne  through  the  yielding  air, 
I^ighting  before  my  wondering  eyes  did  ftand. 
His  golden  rod  (hone  in  his  facred  hand  : 
With  him  three  charming  goddeffes  t'aerc  came, 
Juno,  and  Pallas,  and  the  Cyprian  dame. 
VVith  an  unufual  fear  I  ftood  amaz'd. 
Till  thus  the  god  my  finking  courage  rais'd  ; 
"   Fear  not ;  thou  art  Jove's  fubftitute  below, 
"  The  prize  of  heavenly  beauty  to  beftow; 
"  Contending  goddelTes  appeal  to  you, 
"  Dw'cide  their  ftrife."     He  fpake,  and  up  he  flew. 
Then,  l)o!der  grown,  I  throw  my  fears  away. 
And  every  one  with  curious  eyes  furvey : 
Each  of  them  merited  the  vicfloj-y,  'y\ 

And  I  their  doubtful  judge  was  griev'd  to  fee,  C  I 
That  one  muft  have  it,  when  delerv'd  by  three.  J  i 
But  yet  tliit  one  there  was  which  moft  prevail'd,  ' 
And  with  more  powerful  charms  my  heart  alTaii'dr 
Ah  :  would  you  know  v/ho  thus  my  breaft  could 

move  ? 
Who  could  it  be  but  the  fair  Queen  of  Love  ? 
With  mighty  bribes  they  all  for  conqueft  drive, 
Juno  will  empires,  Pallas  valour  give, 
Whilft  I  itand  doubting  which  I  (liould  prefer. 
Empire's  foft  eafe,  or  glorious  toils  of  war  ; 
But  Venus  gently  fmil'd,  and  thus  ftie  fpake  : 
•'  They're  dangerous  gilts  :  O  do  not,  do  not  take ! 
"   I'll  make  thee  Love's  immortal  pleafures  know, 
"  And  joys  that  in  full  tides  for  ever  6o\v. 
"   For,  if  you  judge  the  conqueft  to  be  mine, 
"   Fair  Leda's  fairer  daughter  (hall  be  thihe." 
She  fpake  ;  and  I  gave  her  the  conqueft  due. 
Both  to  her  beauty,  and  her  gift  of  you. 

Meanwhile  (my  angry  ftars  more  gentle  grown) 
I  am  acknowledg'd  royal  Priam's  fon. 
Ail  the  glad  court,  all  Troy  does  celebrate, 
With  a  new  fcftival,  my  change  of  fate. 
And  as  I  now  languifli  and  die  for  thee, 
So  did  the  beauties  of  all  Troy  for  me. 
You  o'er  a  heart  with  fovereign  power  do  reign; 
For  which  a  thoufand  virgins  figh'd  in  vain  :" 
Nor  did  queens  only  fly  to  my  embrace, 
But  nymphs  of  form  divine,  and  heavenly  race. 
I  all  their  loves  with  cold  difdain  repreft, 
Since  hopes  of  you  firft  fir'd  my  longing  breaft. 
YiiUr  charming  form  all  day  my  fancy  drew, 
A:id  uhen  night  came,  my  dreams  were  all  of  you. 
What  pleafures  then  muft  you  yourfclf  impart, 
Whofe  (hadows  only  fo  furpris'd  my  heart  1 
And  oh  !  how  did  I  burn  approaching  nigher. 
That  was  fo  fcorch'd  by  fo  remote  a  fire ! 

For  now  no  longer  could  my  hopes  refrain  ' 

From  fceking  their  wilh'd  objed  through  the  main, 
I  feel  the  ftately  pine,  and  every  tree 
Tiiat  Ijeil  was  St  ta  cut  the  yielding  f^a. 
Si 
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Petdi'd  from  Gargarlati  hills,  tall  firs  I  cleave. 
And  Ida  naked  to  the  winds  I  leave, 
Stiff  oaks  I  bend,  and  folid  planks  I  form. 
And  every  fhip  with  weii-knit  ribs  I  arm. 
To  the  tall  mail  I  fails  and  ftreamers  join, 
And  the  j^ay  poops  wiih  painted  gods  do  ihine. 
But  on  my  fhip  does  oi-ly  Venus  ftand  ^ 

With  little  Cupid  fmilinjr  in  her  hand,  > 

Giudc  of  the  way  fhe  did  herfelf  command.         j 
My  fleet  thus  rigg'd,  and  all  my  thoughts  on  thee, 
I  lonj:  to  plow  the  vaft  ^gean  fea  ; 
My  anxious  parents  my  defires  withftand, 
And  both  with  pious  tears  my  flay  command. 
C.ifTandra  too,  with  loofe  ciiflievel'd  hair, 
Juft  as  our  hafty  fhips  fo  fail  prepare, 
Full  of  prophetic  fury  cries  aloud, 
"  O  whither  fteers  my  brother  through  the  flood? 
"  Little,  ah  1  little  doil  thou  know  or  heed 
"  To  what  a  raging  fire  thefe  waters  lead !" 
True  were  her  fears,  and  in  my  hrtaft  I  feel 
T)%e  fcorching  flames  her  fury  did  foretel. 
Yet  out  I  fail,  and,  favour'd  by  the  wind, 
On  your  bleft  fhore  my  wilh'd-for  haven  find  ; 
Your  hufband  then,  fo  heaven,  kind  heaven  or- 
dains. 
In  his  own  houfe  his  rival  entertains, 
Shews  me  whatt'er  in  Sparta  does  delight 
The  curious  traveller's  inquiring  fight  : 
But  F,  who  only  long'd  to  gaze  on  you, 
Could  tafte  no  pleafure  in  the  idle  fhcw. 
But  at  thy  fight,  oh  !  where  was  then  my  heart  I T 
Out.  from  my  breaft  it  gave  a  fudden  ftart,  S 

Sj  rung  forth  and  met  half  way  the  fatal  dart,     j 
Such  or  lefs  charming  w^s  the  Queen  of  Love, 
"When  with  her  rival  guddefles  flie  ftrove. 
But,  fairell,  hadft  thou  come  among  the  three, 
Ev'n  (he  the  prize  muft  have  rcfign'd  to  thee. 
Your  beauty  is  the  only  theme  of  fame. 
And  all  the  world  founds  with  fair  Helen's  namp  : 
I>Jor  lives  there  flie  whom  pride  itfelf  can  raife 
To  claim  with  you  an  equal  fhare  of  praife. 
Do  1  fpcak  falfc  ?  Rather  Rej'ort  does  fo, 
Dc'trailing  fiom  y"u  in  a  praife  too  low. 
More  here  I  fuid  than  that  could  ever  tell, 
So  niuih  your  btavity  does  your  fame  excel. 
Well   then    might  Thefeus,   he   who  all   things 

knew, 
Think  none  was  worthy  of  his  theft  but  you; 
1  this  bold  theft  admire;  but  wonder  more 
He  ever  would  fo  dear  a  prize  reflore  : 
Ah  !  would  thefe  hands  have  ever  let  you  go? 
Or  could  I  live,  and  be  divorc'd  from  you  ? 
Ko;  fooner  I  with  life  itlclf  could  part. 
Than  e'er  fee  you  torn  from  my  Mteding  heart. 
But  could  I  do  as  he,  :ind  give  you  back. 
Yet  fure  fnme  taftc  of  love  1  firll  would  take,    • 
Would  fird,  it)  all  your  blooming  excellence 
And  virgin  fwects,  fead  my  luxurious  fenfc  ; 
Or  if  you  would  not  let  that  trcafure  go, 
Kifl"cs  at  lead  you  flioukl,  you  would  biftow. 
And  let  me  fmell  the  flower  as  it  did  grow, 
Come  then  into  my  longing  arms,  and  try 
My  lafting,  lix'd,  eternal  conllancy. 
Which  'wvcr  till  my  funeral  piU;  Ihall  wade; 
My  prti'ciH  iixc  fuall  mingle  vt'itii  my  Lill. 
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Sceptres  and  crowns  for  you  I  did  difdain. 
With  which  great  Jrmo  tempted  me  in  vain. 
And  when  bright  I'allas  did  her  bribes  prepare,  y 
One  foft  embrace  from  you  I  did  prefer  > 

To  courage,  flrength,  and  all  the  pomp  of  war.  j 
Nor  lliall  1  ever  think  my  choice  was  ill. 
My  judgment's  fettled,  and  approves  it  ftil!. 
Do  you  but  grant  my  hopes  may  prove  at  true. 
As  they  were  plac'd  above  all  things  but  you. 
I  am,  as  well  as  you,  ')f  heavenly  race, 
Nor  will  my  birth  your  mighty  line  difgrace. 
Pallas  and  Jove  our  noble  lineage  head, 
And  tliem  a  race  of  godlike  kings  fucceed. 
All  Afia's  fceptres  to  my  father  bow. 
And  half  the  fpacious  Eafl  his  power  allow. 
There  you  fliall  fee  the  houfes  rool'd  with  gold, 
And  temples  glorious  as  the  gods  :hey  hold. 
Troy  you  {hall  fee,  and  walls  divine  admire, 
Built  to  the  concert  of  Apollo's  lyre. 
What  need  I  the  vafl  flood  of  people  tell, 
That  over  its  wide  banks  does  aimoft  fwell  ? 
You  fliall  gay  troops  ef  Phrygian  matrons  meet, 
And  I'rojan  wives  fliining  in  every  ilreet. 
Hovif  often  then  will  you  yourfelf  confefs 
The  emptinefs  and  poverty  of  Greece  1 
How  often  will  you  fay,  one  palace  there 
Contains  more  wealth  than  do  whole  cities  here  '. 
I  fpeak  not  this,  your  Sparta  to  difgiace,  "J 

For  wherefoe'er  your  life  began  it-  race  C 

Muft  be  to  me  the  happieft,  deareft  place.  j 

Yet  Sparta's  poor ;  and  you,  that  fliould  be  dreft 
In  all  the  riches  of  the  fliining  Eall, 
Should  underftand  how  ill  that  fordid  place 
Suits  with  the  beauty  of  your  charming  face  ; 
That  face  with  coftly  drefs  and  rich  attire 
Should  fhine,  and  make   the   gazing    world  ad- 
mire.        .,    • 
When  you  the  habit  of  my  Trojans  fee. 
What,  think  you,  mufl  that  (.f  their  ladies  be  ? 
Oh  :   then  be  kind,  fair  Spartan,  nor  difdain 
A  Trojan  in  your  bed  to  entertain. 
He  was  a  Trojan,  and  of  our  great  line, 
That  to  the  gods  does  mix  immortal  wine; 
Tithonus  too,  whom  to  her  rofy  bed 
The  goddefs  of  the  Morning  blufhing  led; 
So  v/as  Anchifes  of  our  Trojan  race. 
Yet  Venus'  fclf  to  hi-  defir'd  embrace, 
With  all  her  train  of  little  Loves,  did  fly, 
And  in  his  arms  learn'd  for  a  while  to  lie.* 
Nor  do  I  think  that  Menclaus  can, 
Compar'd  with  me,  appear  the  greater  man. 
I'm  fure  my  father  never  made  the  fun 
With  frighted  lleeds  from  his  dire  banquet  run  : 
No  grandfather  of  mine  is  ftain'd  with  blood, 
Or  with  hio  crime  names  the  Myrtoan  flood. 
Nine  of  our  race  does  in  the  Stygian  lake 
Snatch  at  th^fe  apples  he  wants  power  to  take. 
But  flay  ;  fir.cc  you  with  fuch  a  hufband  join, 
Your  father  Jove  is  forc'd  to  grace  his  line. 

He  (gods  '.)  a  wretch  unworthy  of  thofe  charms 
Does  all  the  night  lie  melting  in  your  arms. 
Does  every  minute  to  new  joys  improve, 
And  riots  in  the  kifcious  fwectsof  love. 
1  but  at  table  one  Ihort  view  can  gain,  ( 

And  that  too,  cnlj-  ta  euatafc  my  pain  j 
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0  may  fach  feafts  my  word  of  foes  attend. 
As  often  [  at  your  I'pread  table  find. 

1  loathe  my  food,  when  my  tormented  eye 
Sees  his  rude  hand  in  your  f<>ft  bofom  lie. 

I  buifl  with  envy  when  I  him  behold 
Your  tender  limbs  in  liis  loofe  rohe  infold. 
When  he  your  lips  with  nieltinc;  kill,  s  feai'd. 
Before  my  eye^  1  the  lart^e  s^oblet  held. 
When  you  with  him  in  llrict  embraces  clofe, 
My  hated  meat  to  my  dry'd  palate  g.-ows. 
Oft  have  I  fi;;h'd,  then  figh'd  again,  to  fee 
Thatfigh  with  fcornfui  imiles  rapiid  by  thee. 
Oft  I  with  wine  v7oukl  quench  my  hot  defire. 
In  v.iin  ;  for  fo  I  added  fire  to  fire. 
Oft  have  1  turn'd  away  my  head  in  vain, 
You  ftraight  recall'd  my  longing  eyes  a^ain. 
What  {hall  I  do.?  Your fports  wirh  grief  I  fee, 
But  it's  a  greater,  not  to  look  on  thee. 
With  all  my  art  I  drive  my  flames  tp  hide, 
.  But  through  the  thin  difguifc  they  are  delcry'd, 
Too  well,  alas  !  my  wounds  to  you  are  known, 
And  O  that  they  were  fo  to  you  alone  I 
How  oft  turn  I  my  weeping  eyes  away. 
Left  he  the  caufe  (hould  aik,  and  1  betray  ! 
What  tales  of  love  tell  I,  when  warm'J  with  wine, 
To  your  dear  face  applying  everj'  line '. 
In  borrow'd  names  I  my  own  pafTio!:  (hew  : 
They  the  feign'd  lovers  are,  but  I  the  true. 
Sometimes,  more  freedom  in  difciurfe  to  gain, 
For  nay  excufe  I  drunkennefs  WuulJ  feign. 
Once  I  remember  your  loofe  garment  fell, 
And  did  your  naked,  fwelling  breads  reveal, 
Breads  white  as  fnow,  or  the  falfe  down  of  Jove, 
When  to  your  mo:her  the  kind  Swan  made  love  : 
Whilft,  with  the  fight  furpris'd,  I  gazing  ftand. 
The  cup  I  held  drcpt  from  my  careief-;  hand. 
If  you  your  young  Hermione  but  kifs. 
Straight  from  her  lip*  I  fuatch  the  euvy'd  blLfs. 
Sometimes  fupiaely  laid,  L)ve  longs  I  ling, 
And  wafted  kifles  from  my  fijigers  fling. 
Your  women  to  my  aid  1  try  to  n^ove  ; 

With  all  the  powerful  rhetoric  of  love  ; 
But  they,  alas!  fpeak  nothing  but  def|.atr, 
And  in  the  midd  leave  my  negleCled  prayer. 
Oh  'that  by  fome  great  prize  you  might  be  won, 
And  your  poffjflion  might  the  vi(5tor  croAn, 
As  Pelops  his  Hipp.damia  won  : 
Then  had  you  f  en  what  I  for  you  had  done  : 
But  now  I've  nothing  left  to  do  but  pray, 
Anil  myfclf  proftrite  at  your  feet  to  lay. 
O  thou,  thy  houfe's  gloty,  brighter  far 
Than  thy  two  fliining  brothers'  friendly  ftar! 

0  v.orthy  of  the  bed  of  Heaven's  great  King, 
If  aught  fo  fair  but  from  himfelf  C'>uid  ipriug ! 
Either  with  thee  I  back  to  Troy  will  fly. 

Or  here  a  wretched  banidi'd  lover  die. 

With  no  flight  wound  my  tender  bread  dues  fmart, 

My  bones  and  marrow  feel  the  piercing  dart  : 

1  find  my  fider  true  did  propheiy, 

1  with  a  heavenly  dart  diould  wounded  die  : 
Defpife  not  theaa  love  by  heaven  dcfi  'ii'd, 
So  may  the  gods  dill  to  your  vrvfs  ij;  kind  ! 
Much   1  could  fay ;    but   what,    will  befl  be 
known 
In  your  apartnieut,  wlier.  wc  arc  «ljne. 


You  bluJh,  and,  with  a  fupsrdltious  dread. 
Fear  to  defile  the  facred  marriage  bed  : 
A'\  !   Helen,  can  you  then  fo  fimple  be, 
To  think  fuch  beauty  can  from  faults  be  free  ? 
Or  change  that  face,  or  you  mud  needs  he  kind: 
B;a'.ty  and  Vircue  feldom  have  been  join'd. 
Jove  and  bright  Venus  do  our  thefts  app:ove. 
Such  thefts  as  thefe  gave  you  your  father  Jove. 
And  if  in  you  aught  of  your  parents  lad. 
Can  Jove  and  Leda's  daughter  well  be  chafte  ? 
Yet  then  be  chade  when  we  to  Troy  diall  go 
(For  {he  who  fins  with  one  alone,  is  fo)  : 
But  let  us  now  enjoy  that  pleafing  un. 
Then  marry,  and  he  innocent  again. 
Ev'u  your  owui  hufba:id  doth  the  fame  perfnade. 
Silent  himfelf,  yet  all  his  actions  plead  : 
F..r  me  they  plead;  and  he.,  good  man  !  becaufe 
He'll  fpoil  no  fport,  officioufly  withdraws. 
Had  he  no.other  time  to  vifit  Crete? 
Oh  !  how  prodigious  is  a  hufband's  wit! 
He  went ;  and,  as  he  went,  he  cry'd,  "  My  dear, 
"   Indead  of  me,  you  of  your  gued  take  care  !" 
But  you  forget  yjur  lord's  comniand,  I  fee. 
Nor  take  you  any  care  of  Love  or  Me. 
And  think  you  fuch  a  thing  as  he  does  know 
The  treafurt?  that  he  holds  in  holding  you  ? 
No  ;   did  he'  un.lcrda;:d  but  half  your  charms. 
He  durft  not  tnift  ■htm  in  a  dranger's  amis. 
If  neither  his  nor  my  requed  can  move. 
We're  forc'd  by  opportunity  to  love  ; 
Wc  Ihould  be  fools,  ev'n  greater  fools  than  he, 
Should  fo  fecure  a  tim.e  unaiflive  be. 
Alone  thefe  tedious  winter  nights  you  lie 
In  a  cold  widow'd  bed,  and  fo  do  I. 
Let  mutual  joys  our  wdling  bodies  join. 
That  happy  night  Ihaii  the  mid-day  outlhine. 
Then  wdl  I  fwear  by  all  the  powers  above. 
And  in  their  awful  prefence  feal  my  love. 
Then,  if  my  wifhe-.  may  afpire  fo  high, 
I  wi:h  our  flight  {hall  win  you  to  comply; 
But,  if  nice  h.-nour  little  fcruples  frame. 
The  force  I'll  ufe  fhali  vindicate  your  fame. 
Of  Thefcus  ar'd  your  brothers  I  can  learn. 
No  precedents  fo  nearly  y:"iu  concern  : 
Y)u  Thefeus,  they  Leucippus'  daughter  dole; 
I'll  be  the  fnurth  in  the  iiludrious  roll.  [day. 

Well  mann'd,   well  arm'd,  for  you  my  fleet  does 
And  waitmg  winds  murmur  at  our  delay. 
Through  Troy's  throng'd  ftreets  you  fhall  in  tri- 
umph go, 
Ador'd  as  fonu:  nev/  goddcfs  here  below. 
Where'er  you  tread,  fpices  and  gums  fhaSl  fmoke, 
Aad  vidtims  fall  beneath  the  fatal  droice. 
My  father,  mother,  all  the  j'.yful  ciurt. 
Ail  I'roy,  to  you  with  prcfents  fliall  refort. 
Ala.!    'tis  nothing  wliat  1  yet  have  faid  ; 
What  there  you'll  find,  fliall  what  I  write  exceed. 
Nor  fear,  led  war  purfue  our  hafty  flight, 
.■Vnd  angrv  Greece  fliould  all  her  force  unite. 
\'.''.iat  lavidi'd  m.aid  did  ever  wars  regain  ? 
Vain  the  attempt,  and  f:;ar  of  it  as  vain. 
The   rhracians  Ori;bya  dole  from  far. 
Yet  Thrace  ne'er  hc^rd  the  noife  of  lollovying  war. 
Jafon  too  dole  away  the  Colchian  maid, 
Vet  Cokhos  did  not  ThefiVJy  iov.Tde. 
Sfi| 
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He  -who  ftole  you,  ftole  Ariadne  too, 
Yet  Minos  did  not  with  all  Crete  purfue. 
Fear  in  thefc  cafes  than  the  danger's  more,  ~) 

And,  when  the  threatening  temptfl  once  is  o'er,  > 
Our  fliame's  then  greater  than  our  fear  before.    J 
But  fay  from  Greece  a  threaten'd  war  purfue, 
know    I   have   flrength  and  wounding  weapons 

too. 
In  men  and  horfe  more  numerous  than  Greece 
Our  empire  i;,  nor  in  it?  compafs  iefs. 
Nor  does  your  hufband  Paris  aught  excel 
In  generous  courage,  or  in  martial  fkill. 
tv'n  but  a  boy,  from  my  {lain  foes  I  gain'd 
iAy  ftolen  herd,  and  a  new  name  attain'd  ; 
Ev  n  then,  o'crcome  by  me,  1  could  produce 
Deiphobus  and  great  lUoncus. 
Nor  hand  to  hand  more  to  be  fear'd  am  I, 
Than  when  from  far  my  certain  arrows  fly. 
You  for  his  youth  can  no  fuch  adtions  leign, 
Nor  can  he  e'er  my  envy'd  flcill  attain. 
But  could  he,  HeAor's  your  fecurity, 
And  he  alone  an  army  is  to  me. 
Yi  '1  know  me  not,  nor  the  hid  prowefs  find 
Of  him  that  heaven  has  for  your  bed  dtfign'd. 
r.ither  no  war  from  Greece  fliall  follow  thee, 
Or,  if  it  docs,  fhall  be  rcpell'd  by  me. 
Nor  think  1  fear  to  fight  for  fuch  a  wife, 
That  prize  would  give  the  coward's  courage  life. 
All  after-agfs  fhall  your  fame  admire. 
If  you  alone  fet  the  whole  world  on  fire. 
To  fea,  to  fea,  while  all  the  gods  are  kind, 
And  all  I  promifc  you  in  Troy  fhall  find. 
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•   ACONTIUS  TO  CTLIPPE. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  OVID, 

The  Argument. 

Acontius,  in  the  temple  of  Diana  at  Delos  (fa- 
nious  for  the  refort  of  the  mofl  beautiful  virgins 
(>f  all  Greece),  fell  in  love  with  Cydippe,  a  lady 
of  quality  much  above  his  own  :  not  daring 
therefore  to  court  her  openly,  he  found  this  cie- 
xicc  to  obtain  her;  he  writes,  ujion  the  faircft 
apple  thnt  could  be  procured,  a  couple  of  vcrfcs 
to  this  efled  : 
«'  I  fwcar,  by  chade  Diana,  I  will  be 
"  In  lacrcd  wedlock  ever  join'd  to  thee  :" 

and  throws  it  at  the  feet  of  the  young  lady  ; 
file,  ful'ptding  not  the  deceit,  takes  it  up,  and 
reads  ir,  and  therein  promifcs  herfelf  in  mar- 
liage  to  Acontius;  there  being  a  law  there  in 
force,  that  whatever  any  pcrfon  ibould  fwcar 
in  the  temple  of  Diana  of  Delop,  (hould  fland 
good,  and  be  inviolably  obfervcd  :  but  her  fa- 
ther, not  knowing  what  had  paft,  and  having 
ii^t  long  after  promifed  her  to  another,  juft  as 
the  Icltmui-.ics  of  marriage  were  to  be  perform- 


ed, fhe  was  taken  with  a  fudden  and  violent  fc 
ver,  which  Acontius  endeavours  to  perfuade 
her  was  fent  from  Diana,  as  a  punifhment  of 
the  breach  of  the  vow  made  in  her  prefence. 
And  this,  with  the  reft  of  the  arguments  which 
on  fuch  occafion  would  occur  to  a  lover,  is  the 
fubjetft  of  the  following  epillle. 

Read  boldly  this;  here  you  fliall  fwear  no  more, 
For  that's  enough  which  you  have  fworn  before. 
Read  it;  fo  may  that  violent  difeafe,  J'V' 

Which  thy  dear  body,  but  my  foul  doth  ftize,  "*  •' 
Forget  its  too-long  praflis'd  cruelty. 
And  health  to  you  reflore,  and  you  to  me. 
Why  do  you  blulh  ?  for  blufh  you  \o,  I  fear. 
As  when  you  firft  did  in  the  temple  fivear  : 
Truth  to  your  plighted  faith  is  all  \  claim. 
And  truth  can  never  be  the  caufe  of  fhame  : 
Shame  lives  with  guilt;  but  you  your  virtue  prove 
In  favouring  mine,  for  mine's  a  hufband's  love. 
Ah  !  to  yoiirfelf  thofe  binding  words  repeat       "^ 
That  once  your  wiihing  eyes  cv'n  long'd  to/ 
meet,  [feet,  f 

When  th'  apple  brought  them  dancing  to  your3 
There  you  will  find  the  fokmn  vow  you  made. 
Which  if  your  health  or  mine  can  aught  perfuade, 
You  to  perform  fiiould  rather  mindful  be, 
Than  great  Diana  to  revenge  on  thee. 
My  fears  for  you  increafe  with  my  dcfire, 
And  Hope  blows  that  already  raging  fire; 
For  hope  you  gave,  nor  can  you  this  deny, 
For  the  great  Goddcfs  of  the  fane  was  by ; 
She  was,  and  heard,  and  from  her  hallow'd  (brine 
A  fudden  kind  aufpicious  light  did  fliine  : 
Her  ftatue  fecm'd  to  nod  its  awful  head, 
And  give  its  glad  confent  to  what  you  laid  : 
Now,  if  you  pleafe,  accufe  my  pfofperoiis  cheat, 
Yet  ftill  confefs  'twas  Love  that  taught  me  it : 
In  that  deceit  what  did  I  elfe  defigii, 
Rtit  with  your  own  confent  to  make  you  mine  ? 
What  you  my  crime,  I  call  my  innocence, 
Since  loving  you  has  been  my  fole  offence. 
Nor  Nature  gave  mc,  nor  has  pradice  taught, 
1  he   nets  with  which  young  virgins'  hearts  are 

caught. 
You  my  accufcr  taught  mc  to  deceive, 
And  Love,  with  you,  did  hi^  afliftance  give; 
For  liove  rtood  by,  and  fmiling  bad  me  write 
The  cunning  words  he  did  himfelf  indite  : 
Again,  you  fee,  I  write  by  liis  command. 
He  guides  my  pen,  and  rules  my  willing  hand  ; 
Again  fuch  kind,  fuch  loving  words  1  fend, 
.As  makes  me  fear  iliat  I  agr.in  offend  : 
Yet,  if  my  love's  my  crime,  I  muft  confefs, 
(Jrcat  is  my  gui't,  btit  never  (hall  be  Itfs. 
Oh  that  I  thus  might  ever  guilty  prove. 
In  finding  out  new  paths  to  reach  thy  love  ! 
A  thoufand  ways  to  that  ftecp  mountain  lead. 
Though  hard  to  find,  and  difficult  to  tread. 
All  thefe  will  I  find  out,  and  break  through  a'l, 
For   which,    my  (lames  compar'd,    the  dargei's 

fmall. 
The  gods  alone  know  what  the  end  will  be  ; 
Yet,  if  we  mortals  any  tliirg  forcfee. 
One  way  or  other  you  mud  yield  to  me. 
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If  all  my  arts  fnould  fail,  to  arms  I'll  fly, 
And  fnatch  by  force  what  you  my  prayers  deny  : 
I  all  thofe  heroes'  mighty  adls  applaud, 
Who  firft  have  led  me  this  iliuftriouj  rtad. 
I  too— but  hold,  death  the  reward  will  be  ; 

Death  be  it  then  ! 

tor  to  lofe  you  is  more  than  death  to  me. 

Were  you  lefs  fair,  I'd  ufe  the  vulgar  way 
Of  tedious  courtfhip,  and  of  dull  delay. 
But  thy  bright  form  kindles  more  eager  fires. 
And  fomething  wondrous  as  itfelf  infpires  : 
Thofe  eyes  that  all  the  heavenly  lights  outfliine, 
(Which,    oh !    may'ft    thou  behold  and  love  in 

mine  I) 
Thofe  fnowy  arms,  which  on  my  neck  (hould  fail, 
If  ycu  the  vows  you  made  regard  at  all ; 
That  modefl.  fweetnefs  and  becoming  grace, 
That  paints  with  living  red  your  blulhing  face ; 
Thofe  feet,  with  which  they  only  can  compare, 
That  through  the  filver  flood  bright  Thetis  bear; 
Do  all  confpire  my  madnefs  to  excite. 
With  all  the  reft  that  is  deny'd  to  fight; 
Which  could  I  praife,  alike  I  then  were  bleft, 
And  all  the  ftorms  of  my  vex'd  foul  at  left ; 
No  wonder  then,  if,  with  fuch  beauty  fit'd, 
1  of  your  love  the  facred  pledge  dtfu'J. 
Rage  now,  and  be  as  angry  as  you  will. 
Your  very  frowns  all  others'  fmiles  excel ; 
But  give  me  leave  that  anger  to  appeafe, 
By  my  fubmiflion  that  my  love  did  raife. 
Your  pardon  proftrate  at  your  feet  I'll  crave, 
The  humble  pofture  of  your  guilty  flave. 
With  falling  tears  your  fiery  rage  I'll  cool, 
And  lay  the  rifing  tempeft  of  your  foul. 
Why  in  my  abfence  are  you  thus  fevere  ?  "^ 

Summon'd  at  your  tribunal  to  appear  > 

For  all  my  crimes,  I'd  gladly  fnfier  there,  J 

With  pride  whatever  you  infliift  receive,        [give. 
And  love  the  wounds  thofe  hands  vouchfale  to 

Your  fetters  too- but  they,  alas!  are  vain. 

For  Love  has  bound  jne,  and  I  hug  my  chain  : 
Your  hardeft  laws  with  patience  I'll  obey. 
Till  you  yourfelf  at  laft  relent,  and  fay. 
When  all  my  fufferings  you  with  pity  fee, 
"  He  that  can  love  fo  well,  is  worthy  me  !" 
But,  if  all  this  fhould  unfuccefsful  prove, 
Diana  claims  for  me  your  proinis'd  love. 

0  may  my  fears  be  falfe  !  yet  fiie  delights 
In  juft  revenge  of  her  abufed  rites. 

1  dread  to  hide,  what  yet  to  fpeak  I  dread. 
Left  you  fliould  think  that  for  niyfelf  1  plead. 
Yet  out  it  muft  :— 'TIs  this,  'tis  furely  this, 
That  is  the  fuel  to  your  hot  difeafe : 

When  waiting  Hymen  at  your  porch  attends. 
Her  fatal  mtffenger  the  goddefs  fends ; 
And  when  you  would  to  his  kind  call  confent. 
This  fever  does  your  perjury  prevent. 
Forbear,  forbear,  thus  to  provoke  her  rage, 
Which  you  fo  eafily  may  yet  affuage  : 
Forbear  to  make  that  lovely  charming  face 
The  prey  to  every  envious  difeafe  : 
Preferve  thofe  looks  to  be  enjoy'd  by  me. 
Which  none  Ihould  ever  but  with  wonder  fee  : 
Let  that  frefti  colour  to  your  cheeks  return, 
"Whole  glowing  flame  did  all  beholder,  burn  :. 
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But  let  on  him,  th'  unhappy  caufe  of  all 
The  ills  that  from  Diana's  anger  fall, 
No  greater  torments  light  than  thofe  I  feel, 
When  you,  my  deareft,  tendereft  part,  are  ill : 
For,  oh  !  with  what  dire  tortures  am  I  rack'd, 
Whom  different  grirfs  fuccefflvely  diftradl ! 
Sometimes  my  grief  from  this  does  higher  grow, 
To  think  that  I  have  caus'd  fo  much  to  you. 
Then,  great  Diana's  witnefs,  how  I  pray 
That  all  our  crimes  on  me  alone  ftie'd  lay ! 
Sometimes  to  your  lov'd  doors  difguis'd  I  come. 
And  all  around  them  up  and  down  I  roam ;" 
Till  I  your  woman  coming  from  you  fpy. 
With  looks  dejedled,  and  a  weeping  eye. 
With  filent  fteps,  like  fome  fad  ghoft,  I  fteal 
C'lofe  up  to  her,  and  urge  her  to  reveal 
More  than  new  queftions  fuiFer  her  to  tell ; 
How  you  had  flept,  what  diet  you  had  us'd  ? 
And  oft  the  vain  phyficlan's  art  accus'd. 
He  every  hour  (oh,  were  I  bleft  as  he  !) 
Does  all  the  turns  of  your  diftemper  fee. 
Why  fit  not  I  by  your  bed-fide  all  day. 
My  mournful  head  in  your  warm  bofom 
Tdl  with  my  tears  the  inward  fires  decai 
Why  prefs  not  I  your  melting  hand  in  mine. 
And  from  your  pulfe  of  my  own  heahh  divine ! 
But,  oh  !  thefe  wiflies  all  are  vain  ;  and  he 
Whom  moft  I  fear,  may  now  fit  clofe  by  thee. 
Forgetful  as  thou  art  of  heaven  and  me. 
He  that  lov'd  hand  doth  prefs,  and  oft  doth  feiga 
Some  new  excufe  to  feel  thy  beating  vein. 
Then  his  bold  hand  up  to  your  arm  doth  Side, 
And  in  your  panting  breaft  itfelf  does  hide; 
Kifies  fometinies  he  fnatches  too  from  thee, 
For  his  ofiicious  care  too  great  a  fee. 
Robber,  who  gave  thee  leave  to  tafte  that  lip, 
And  the  ripe  harveft  of  my  kiffes  reap  ? 
For  they  are  mine,  fo  is  that  bofom  too. 
Which  falfe  as  'tis,  (hall  never  harbour  you  : 
Take,  take  away  thofe  thy  adulterous  hands, 
For  know,  another  lord  that  breaft  commands. 
'  ris  true,  her  father  promis'd  her  to  thee. 
But  heaven  and  Ihe  firft  gave  herfelf  to  me  : 
And  you  in  juftice  therefore  fhould  decline 
Your  claim  to  that  which  is  already  mine. 
This  is  the  man,  Cydippe,  that  excites 
Diana's  rage,  to  vindicate  her  rites. 
Command  him  then  not  to  approach  thy  door ; 
This  done,  the  danger  of  your  death  is  o'er. 
For  fear  not,  beauteous  maid,  but  keep  thy  vovr, 
Which  great  Diana  heard,  and  did  allow. 
And  file  who  took  it,  v/ill  thy  health  reftore. 
And  be  propitious  as  {he  was  before. 

"  'Tis  not  the  fteam  of  a  ilain  heifer'*  blood 
"  That  can  allay  the  anger  of  a  God  : 
"  'Tis  truth,  and  juftice  to  your  vows,  appeafe 
"  Their  angry  deities  ;  and  without  thefe 
«  No  flaughtei'd  beaft  their  fury  qan  divert, 
"  For  that's  a  facrifice  without  a  heart." 

Some,  bitter  potions  patiently  endure,       [cure  : 
And   kifs  the  wounding  lance  that  works  their 
You  have  no  need  thefe  cruel  cures  to  feel, 
Shun  being  perjur'd  only,  and  be  well. 
Why  let  vou  ftill  your  pious  parents  weep. 
Whom  ycu  in  ignorance  of  your  promifc  keep  ? 
Sfiij 
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Oh  :  to  your  mother  all  our  ft^ry  tell, 

And  the  wLcli.-  progrefs  of  our  love  reveal  : 

Tell  her  how  firft,  at  great  Diana's  fhrine, 

I  fix'd  my  eyes,  my  wonciering  cyts,  on  thine  : 

How  like  the  ftatuts  there  1  ftood  amaz'd, 

V/hilft  on  thy  face  intemperately  I  gaz'd. 

*<iie  will  herfeif,  when  you  my  tale  repeat, 

Smile,  and  approve  the  amorous  deceit. 

JMarry,   (he'll   fay,  whom   heaven   commends  to 

thee, 
He,  whc  hao  pleas'd  Dians,  pleafcs  me. 
pAit  ftoulri  (he  aik  from  what  defcent  I  came, 
JVly  country,  and  my  parents,  and  my  name  ; 
•JVll  her,  that  none  of  thefe  deferve  my  fliame.  j 
Had  you  not  fworr!,  you  fiich  a  one  might  ch'-ofe  ; 
33ur,  were  he  woife,  now  fvvorn,  you  can't  refufe. 
This  in  my  dreams  Diana  bad  me  write, 
And  when  I  w.^k'd,  fent  Cupid  to  indite. 
Obey  them  both,  for  one  has  wounded  me, 
AVIiiih  wound  if  you  with  eyes  of  pity  fee, 
Hhe  too  will  fo()ii  relent  that  wound.^d  thte. 
•"rhen  to  our  joys  with  eager  hafte  we'll  move, 
As  full  of  beauty  you,  as  [  of  love  : 
To  the  great  te-  pie  we'll  in  triumph  go, 

And  with  our  offerings  at  the  altar  bow. 

A  g'lden  image  there  I'll  confeci-ate, 

t)f  the  falfe  Apple's  innocent  deceit ; 

And  write  below  the  happy  vcrfe  that  came 

'i'he  meffenger  <f  my  fuccelsful  flame. 

•'  Let  all  the  Vi'orld  this  from  Acontius  know, 

*'  Cydippe  has  been  faithful  to  her  vow." 

More  I  could  write!  but,  fince  thy  illnefs  reigns. 

And  racks  thy  tender  limbs  with  ftarpelt  pains, 

2VIy  pen  falls  down  for  fear,  left  this  might  be, 

Ahhough  lor  me  too  little,  yet  too  much  for  thee' 
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77'?  Argument. 
The  P.>et   in  this  fatire  firll   brings  «i   Crifpinus, 
whom  he  had  a  lalh   at  in   his  firft  fatire,  and 
■whom  he  promifes  here  not  to  be  forjjetful  of 
for  the  futOre      He  expofes  his  monftrous  pro- 
digality and  luxury,  jn  giving  the  price  of  an 
•-■ftate  lor  a  barbel  :  and  from   thence  takes  oc- 
cafion  to  introduce  the  principal  iubjcd:  and  true 
cUfign  of  this  fatire.  which  is  grounded  upon  a 
ridiculous  ftory  of  a  turbot  prelcnted  to  Domi- 
tisn,  ol  fo  vaft  a  bignefs,  that  all  the  Emperc  r's 
ictTHrry  hid  not  a  difli  large  enough  to  hold  it  : 
Upon  which  the  knate  in  all  hade  is  fummoned, 
ro  conlult  in  this  exigency,  what  is  fitted  to  be 
clone.      I  he  Poet  gives  us  a  particular  of  the 
ici.ators'  nainev,  tlieir  diftiii<ft   charaders,  and 
i")  terhes,  and  advice  ;  and,  after  much  and  wife 
coiifultation,  an  expedient  b<  ir.g  found  out  and 
Lgreed  upon,  he  dilhuires  the  Itnate,  and  con.. 
chides  the  fatire. 

Once  more  Crifpinus  call'd  upon  theftage 
(Nor  fhull  once  more  fulficc)  provokes  my  rage  : 
A  monflcr,  to  whom  every  vice  lays  claim, 
.W{.iliout  f nc  vjrcue  to  icdctm  hi#  lame. 


Feeble  and  fick,  yet  ftrong  in  lull  alone,  -) 

The  rank  adulterer  preys  on  all  the  tovvn,  C 

All  but  the  widows'  naufeous  charms  go  down.  3 
What  matter  then  how  (lately  is  the  arch 
Where  his  tir'd   mules  flow   with  their  burden 

march  ? 
What  matter  then  \\oyf  thick  and  long  the  (hade 
Ibrongh  which  he  i,  by  fweating  flavtscunvey'd? 
How  many  acres  near  the  ciry  walls 
Or  hew-huilt  palaces,  hit  own  he  calls? 
No  ill  man's  happy;  leait  of  all  is  he 
Whofe  dudy  'ris  tc  corru;  t  chafiity; 
Th'  ince.lUious  htute,  who  the  veil'd  veftal  maid 
But  lately  to  his  impious  bed  betray'd, 
Who  for  his  ci-ime,  I't  laws  their  courfe  might  have. 
Ought  to  defcend  alive  into  the  grave  *.   ' 

But  now  of  flightcr  faults ;  and  yet  the  fame 
By  others  done,  the  cenfor'i  juftice  claim. 
For  what  good  men  ignoble  count  and  bafe,     . 
h  virtue  here,  and  d..es  Crifpinus  grace  : 
In  this  he's  fafe,  whate'cr  wt  write  of  him. 
The  perfm  is  more  odious  tlian  the  crime. 
And  fo  all  faiire's  loft.     The  lavifh  flavc 
Six  thoufand  pieces  f  for  a  barbel  gave  : 
A  feflerce  for  each  pound  it  weigh'd,  as  they 
Gave   out,   that   hear  great   things,   but  greater 

fay. 
If,  by  this  bribe  well  plac'd,he  would  enfnare 
Some  faplcfs  ufurer  that  wants  an  heir,     '   ■ 
Or  if  this  prefent  the  fly  courtier  meant 
Should  to  fome  punk  of  quality  be  fent, 
That  in  her  ealy  chair  in  ftate  does  ride, 
The  gJafTes  all  drawn  up  on  every  fide, 
I'd  praife  his  cunning  ;  but  expe<ft  not  this, 
For  his  own  gut  he  bought  the  ftately  fifh. 
Now  even  Apicius  ||  frugal  feems,  and  poor, 
Outvy'd  in  luxury  unknowu  before. 
^  Gave  you,  Crifpinus,  you  this  mighty  fum  ; 
You  that,  for*want  of  other  rags,  did  come 
In  your  own  country  paper  wrapp'd,  to  Rome 
Do  fcales  and  fins  bear  jirice  to  this  cxcefs  ? 
You  might  have  bought  the  filhernian  for  lefs. 
For  lefs  fomc  provinces  whole  acres  fell ;  "5 

Nay,  in  Apulia  §,  if  you  bargain  well,  V 

A  n'lanor  would  coft  lefs  than  fiich  a  meal.  J 

What  think  we  then  of  tWs  luxurious  lord  ^  ? 
What  banquets  loaded  that  imperial  board  ? 
When,  in  one  difh,  that,  taken  from  the  reft. 
His  conftant  t&ijle  would  have  hardly  mifs'd, 
So  many  feftcrit>s  were  fwallow'd  down, 
Ti.  fluff  one  fcarlet-coated  court  buffoon, 
Whom  Rome  of  all  hrr  kiiii-htsnow  chiefeft  greets, 
From  trying  fiinkirg  hlh  about  her  ftreets. 

Bigin,  CalJiope,  but  not  to  fing  : 
Plain,  lioneft  truth  we  for  our  ("uhjedl  bring. 
Help  then,  ye  young  Pierian  maids,  to  tell 
A  downrigtit  narrative  of  what  befell. 
Afford  me  willingly  yturlacred  aid«, 
Me  that  have  cali'd  you  young,  me  that  have 
-  ftyl'd  you  maids. 

«  Crifpinus  had  fcilurfj   a  vfiH\  virpin  ;   ani)    by  the 
law  H  Niiiua,  (hniild  have  btcn  burinl  alive. 
i   Roiraii  Scnertii. 

1)    F.iiiious  lor  tUittory,  fven  to  a  ;roverb. 
\   wlicrc  land  was  rtia*rkftbly  chcap^v 
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li^Tien he,with  whom  tli e  Flavian  race  decay M"*, 
The  groaning  world  with  iron  fceptre  fway" " 
When  a  bald  Nerof  reign'd,  and  fervile  Rome 

obey'd. 

Where  Venus'  faring  does  fair  Ancona  grace, 
A  turbct  taken,  of  prodigious  fpace, 
Fill'd  the  extended  net,  not  lefs  than  thofe 
That  dull  Mxotis  does  with  ice  enclofe  ; 
Till,  coiiquer'd  by  the  fun's  pri;vailing  ray, 
It  opens  to  the  Pontic  Sea  their  way  ; 
And  throws  them  out  unwieldy  with  their  growth, 
Fat  with  long  eafe,  and  a  whole  winter's  floth  : 
The  wife  commander  of  the  boat  and  lines. 
For  our  high  prieft  §  the  llately  prey  defigns  ; 
For  who  that  lordly  fifli  durft  fell  or  buy, 
§0  many  fpies  and  coutt-informers  nigh  : 
No  fhme  but  of  this  vermin  fwarms  does  bear. 
Searchers  of  mud  and  fea-wced  '.  that  wuuldfwear 
The  filh  had  long  in  Csfar's  ponds  been  fed, 
And  from  its  lord  undut.fully  fled; 
£o,  juftly  ought  to  be  aeain  reftor'd  : 
Nay,  if  you  credit  'age  Palphurius'  f  word, 
Or  dare  rely  on  Armilhtus.'  ^  Ikill, 
■^'"hatever  filh  the  vulgar  fry  excel 
Belong  to  Caefar,  where  foe'er  they  f>.^im, 
By  their  own  worth  conSfcated  to  him. 

The  boatman  then  fhall  a  wife  prcfent  make. 
And  giv-  the  fi(h  before  the  feizers  take. 

Now  fickly  Autumn  to  dry  frofts  gave  way. 
Cold  Winter  rag'd,  and  frelh  preferv'd  the  prey; 
Yet  with  fuch  hafte  the  bufy  fillies  flew, 
'As  if  a  hot  fouth-wind  corruption  blew  : 
And  now  he  reach'd  the  lake,  where  what  remains 
Of  Alba  flill  her  ancient  rites  retains. 
Still  worfhips  Vefta,  though  an  humbler  way, 
Jn'ot  lets  the  hallow'd  Trojan  fire  decay.      [refort. 

The   wondering  crowd,  that  to  ftrange   fights 
And  chok'd  a  while  his  pafTage  to  the  court. 
At  length  gives  way ;  cpe  flies  the  palacc-gate, 
The  turbot  enters  in,  without  the  Fathers**  wait; 
The  boatman  ftrai'jht  does  to  At  rides  prefs. 
And  thus  prefents  his  fiih,  and  his  addrefs  : 

Accept,  dread  Sir,  this  tribute  from  the  main, 
Too  great  for  private  kitchens  to  contain. 
To  your  glad  genius  factifice  this  day, 
Let  common  meats  refptctfully  give  way. 
Hafte  to  unload  yur  ftomachs,  to  receive 
This  turbot,  thai  for  you  did  only  live. 
So  long  preferv'd  to  be  imperial  food. 
Glad  of  the  net,  and  to  be  tal^en  proi^d.         [well. 

How  fulfome   this  :  how   grofs  '.  yet  this  takei^ 
And  the  vain  Pxince  with  empty  pride  doe^  fwell. 
Nothing  fo  mouitrous  can  be  faid  ^r  feign'd, 
But  with  belief  and  joy  is  entcrtain'd, 
Wlien  to  his  face  the  worthlefs  wretch  is  prais'd, 
Whom  vile  court-flattery  to  a  god  has  rais'd. 

But  oh,  hard  fate  '.   the  palace  ftores  no  difh 
Affwrd,  capacious  of  the  mighty  filh. 
To  fage  debate  are  fummon'd  all  the  peers, 
His  trufly  anii  much-hated  counicUurs, 

*  DoiTiitian  was  thelaft  and  wortt  nf  tha'  family. 
t  Domitian.  fnirn  his  cruelty,  was  called  a  lecond  Ve- 
to ;  ajid,  from  !iis  b^ldiiefs,  Calvus. 

§   A  title  ofL-en  aJTiitned  by  t)ie  Etnperors. 

?    Bo;h  olconfular  dei;;ree,  yet  fpie.-.  and  informcrj. 

*#  Tifi  ossite,  or  Tau^* Confcripti. 
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In  whofe  pale  looks  that  ghaflly  terror  fat, 
That  haunts  the  dangerous  friendfhips  of  the  great. 

The  loudLiburniaa  *,  that  the  fenate  call'd, 
"  Run,  run  :  he's  fet,  he's  fet  1"  no  fooner  bawl'd. 
But,  with  his  robe  fnatcht  up  in  hafte,  does  come 
Pcgafus  t,  bailiff  of  affrighted  Rome. 
What  more  wereprxfefts  then  ?  The  bed  he  was. 
And  faithfuUeft  expoiinder  of  the  laws. 
Yet  in  ill  times  thought  all  things  manag'd  befl. 
When  Juftice  exercis'd  her  fword  the  leaft. 

Old    CriipiJs  §  next,  pleafant  though  old,  ap- 
pears, 


l 


His  wit  nor  humour  yielding  to  his  years. 
His  temper  mild,  good-nature  join'd  with  fenfe. 
And  manners  charming  as  his  eloquence. 
Who  fitter  for  a  ufeful  friend  than  he, 
1  o  the  great  Ruler  of  the  earth  and  fea, 
If,  as  his  thoughts  were  juft,his  toiiguev/ere  free? 
If  it  were  fate  to  v^nt  his  generous  mind 
To  Rome's  dire  plague,  and  terror  of  mankind  ; 
If  cruel  power  could  foftening  counfel  bear. 
But  what's  fo  tender  as  a  tyrant's  ear; 
With  whom  whoever,  though  a  favourite, fpake. 
At  every  fentence  let  his  life  at  ftake, 
Though  the  difcourfe  were  ri  no  weightier  things, 
Ihan  fultry  fummers,  or  unheallhful  fpring< ? 
This  well  he  knew,  and  therefore  never  try'd, 
with  his  weak  arms  to  flem  the  ftronger  tide. 
Nor  did  all  Rome,  grown  fpiritleis,  fupply 
A  man  that  for  bold  truth  durft  bravely  die. 
So,  fafe  by  wife  complyii:g  filenpe,  he 
Ev'n  in  that  court  did  fourfcoye  fummers  fee. 

Next  him  Acilius,  though  his  age  the  fame. 
With  eager  hafle  to  the  grand  council  came  : 
With  him  a  ynuth,  unworthy  of  the  fate 
That  did  too  near  his  growing  virtues  wait, 
Urg'd  by  the  tyrant's  envy,  fear,  or  hate. 
(But  'tis  long  fince  old  age  began  tube 
In  noble  blood  no  lefs  than  prodigy. 
When  'tis  I'd  rather  be  of  giants'  birth  ||, 
A  pigmy  brotl}cr  to  thofc  fons  of  earth.) 
Unhappy  youth  '.  whom  from  his  deftin'd  end. 
No  well  duTcmbled  madncfs  could  dsfend; 
When  naked  in  the  Alban  theatre. 
In  Libyan  bears  he  fist  his  hunting  fpear. 
Who  fees  not  now  through  the  Lord's  thin  dif- 

guife, 
Toat  long  feem'd  fool  to  prove  at  lalLmort  •i»ikc  ? 
Tliat  ftale  court  trick  is  now  coo  open  laid  : 
Who  now  admires  the  part  old  Brutus  play'd  ^  ? 
I'hofe  hoiieft  times  might  fwallow  this  pretence. 
When  the  King's  beard  v/as  deeper  than  his  fenfe. 

Next  Rubrius  came,  though  not  of  nuble  race^ 
With  equal  marks  of  terror  in  his  face. 
Pale  v/ith  the  gnawing  guilt  and  inward  fiiamc 
Of  an  old  crime  that  is  not  fit  to  name. 
Worfe,  yet  in  fcandal  taking  more  delight. 
Than  the  vile  pathick  •  that  durft  farire  write. 

Montanus'  belly  next,  advancing  Cow 
Before  the  fweating  fenacor,  did  go. 

*  The  Romar\  criers  were  ufually  of  this  country, 
f  A  learned  lawyer,  and  prae/eft  oftt'ijiic. 

\  Who  made  the  jelt  na  Domitian's  killing  flies. 
II    Oi'aii  obfcure  and  unknown  family. 
II  In  counrerleiting  madnels. 

*  Nero,  who  charged  liis  owti  crimes  on  (^uintisnas*, 
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Crifpinus  after,  but  nnuh  fweeter  comes,       "J 

•Scented  wiih  coftly  oils  and  eaO'Cin  gums,  / 

More  than  Wfuld  ferve  two  funerals  for  per- f" 

fumes.  3 

Then  Ponipey,  ncne  more  Ikill'd  in  the  court- 
game 
•  Of  cutting  throats  with  a  foft  whifper,  came. 

Next  Fufcus  *,  he  vho  many  a  peaceful  day 
Fcr  Dacian  vultures  was  refcrv'd  a  prey, 
Till,  having  fludy'd  war  enough  at  home. 
He  led  abroad  tli'  unhappy  arms  of  Rome. 

Cunning  Vtjento  next,  and  by  his  fide 
Bloody  Catullus  leaning  on  his  guide, 
Decrepit,  yet  a  furious  lover  he, 
And  deeply  fmit  with  charms  he  could  not  fee. 
A  monflcr,  that  ev'n  this  worfl  age  outvies, 
Confpicucus,  and  above  the  common  fize. 
A  blind  hafe  flatterer,  froinfome  bridge  or  gate  f , 
Rais'd  to  a  murdering  minifler  of  fiate. 
Dtftrving  ftill  to  beg  upon  the  road. 
And  blefs  each  pafTing  waggon  and  its  load. 
None  more  adniir'd  the  filh  ;  he  in  its  praife 
■With  Zeal  his  voice,  witii  zeal  his  bands  did  raifc; 
But  to  the  left  ail  his  fine  things  did  fay, 
"Whiift  on  his  right  the  unften  turbot  lay. 
So  he  the  fam'd  Cilician  fencer  prais'd. 
And  at  each  hit  with  -vvonder  fcrm'd  aniaz'd  ; 
Sp  did  the  fcenes  and  flage  maihines  ad^iire, 
And  boys  that  flew  through  canvas  clouds  in  wire. 

Nof  came  Vejento  fhort ;  bur,  as  infpir'd 
By  thee,  Eellona,  by  thy  fury  fir'd, 
'i'urns  prophet.     See  the  inighty  omen,  fee, 
He  cries  of  fome  illufirious  vidory  1 
Some  captive  king  thee  his  nev.'  lord  {hall  own  ;') 
Or  from  l.is  Britifh  chariot  headlong  thrown       > 
The  prcud  Arviragus  come  tmr.bling  down  I      J 
The  inonfter's  foreign.     Mark  the  pointed  fpears 
That  from  thy  hand  en  his  picrc'd  back  he  wears  I 
V/ho  nobler  could,  or  ylaintr  things  prcfage  ?   T 
Yc;  ore  thing  'icap'd  hifti,  the  prophetic  rage     > 
tihew'd  not  the  turbot's  cdxintry,  nor  its  age.      J 
•At  length  by  Csfar  the  gyar,d  queflion's  put  : 
My  lords,  your  judgment ;  fhai!  the  fifli  be  x:ut  ? 
Par  be  it,  far  from  us,  Montaniis  cries; 
loot's  net  dilhoncur  thus  thfe  noble  prize  I 
A  pot  of  flneft  earth,  thin,  deep,  and  wide, 
Sen;.;  Ikilful  quick  Prcmetlieus  muft  provide. 
Cny  and  the  lorming  wheel  prepare  wiiji  Ipeed. 
But,  Ci'far,  be  it  from  hejiCeforth  decreed^ 
That  potters  on  the  royal  progrtfs  wait, 
'i'"  nflift  in  thcfe  emergencies  of  flate. 

'1  his  tounfcl  pleas'd  ;  nor  could  it  fail  to  take. 
So  ft,  fo  •worthy  of  the  man  that  fpakr. 
The  old  court  ^j'nts  he  reiTitmbcr'd  well  ; 
Could  tales  of  Nero's  midnight  flippers  tell, 
"U^hcn  falcrn  wines  the  labouring  lungs  did  fire, 
And  to  new  dai.niies  kindled  falfc  dcfjre. 
In' arts  of  eating,  none  more  early  train'd, 
None  in  tny  time  had  equ;J  fltill  uttain'd. 
He,  whether  Circe's  rock  his  oylteis  bore, 
Or  Lucrine  lake,  or  the  Uutupian  fliorc, 
Knew  at  firfl  tafte,  pay  at  firll  fight  could  tell 
A  crab  or  lobHer's  country  by  its  flicll, 

■•  Cornelius  I'ufcus,  who  wis  (l.iin  in  Dscia> 
■t  'iJic  cuuutioii  itxndJlur  tjcgtj.irb. 


They  rife  ;  and  firaight  all,  wdth  refpedful  awe. 
At  the  word  given,  oblcquioufly  withdraw. 
Whom,  fnll  of  eager  halle,  furprifc,  and  fear. 
Our  mighty  prince  had  fummon'd  to  appear; 
As  if  fome  news  he'd  of  the  Catti  tell, 
Or  that  the  fierce  bicambrians  did  rebel  : 
As  if  cxpreffes  from  ail  parts  had  come 
With  frefii  alarms  threatening  the  fate  of  Rome^ 

What  folly  this  !   But  oh  :   that  all  the  reft 
Of  his  dire  reign  had  thus  been  fpent  in  jeft  ; 
And  all  that  time  luch  trifles  had  employ 'd 
In  which  fo  many  nobles  he  dcltroy'd  ; 
He  fafe,  they  unreveng'd,  to  the  difgrace 
Of  the  furviving,  tame.  Patrician  race  1 
But,  when  he  dreadful  to  the  rabble  grew. 
Him,  whom  fo  many  lords  had  flain,  they  flew, 


DAMON  AND  ALEXIS. 

UAMON. 

Tei.l  me,  Alexis,  whence  thefe  forrows  grow  .' 
From  what  hid  fpring  do  thcfe  fait  torrents  flow  ? 
Why  hangs  the  head  of  my  afflidcd  fwain  ; 
Like  bending  lilies  ovcrcharg'd  -with  rain  i 

ALLXlS. 

Ab,  Damon,  if  what  you  already  fee. 
Can  move  thy  gentle  brcaft  to  pity  me; 
Hnw  would  thy  fighs  with  mine  in  concert  join, 
How  would  thy  tears  fwell  up  the  tide  of  mine? 
Couldfl  thou  but  fee  (but,  oh,  no  light  is  there, 
But  blackeft  clouds  of  darknefs  and  dtfpair  !) 
Could'fl  thou  but  fee  the  torments  that  within 
Lie  deeply  lodg'd,  aud  view  the  horrid  fccne. 
View  all  the  wounds,  and  every  fatal  dart 
That  (licks  and  rankles  in  my  bleeding  heart  ! 
No  more,  'ye  fwains,  Love's  hatmlefs  anger  fear. 
For  he  has  empty'd  all  his  q^ivtrr  here. 
Nor  thou,  kind  Damon,  a(k  me  why  I  grieve,      J 
But  rather  \\  under,  wonder  that  1  live. 

DAMGN. 

Unhappy  youth  1  too  well,  alas  I  I  know 
The  pangs  dcfpairijig  lovers  undergo  '. 


CiELIA  AND  DORINDA. 

V\''iiEN  firft  the  young  Alexis  faw 

Celia  to  all  the  plain  give  law, 

The  haughty  Cxlia,  in  >\  hofe  face 

Lave  dwelt  with  Fear,  and  Pride  with  Grace  ; 

V\''(ieii  every  fsvain  he  faw  fubmit 

To  ber  commanding  eyes  and  wit. 

How  could  th'  ambitious  youth  afpire 

To  i-crifli  by  a  nobler  fire  ? 

With  all  the  ^lower  of  verfe  he  ftrove 

The  lovely  fliepherdefs  to  move  : 

Verfe,  in  which  tJ;.;."  Gods  delight, 

That  makes  nympli?  love,  and  heroes  fight; 

Verfe,  that  once  rul'dx.!!  the  plain, 

Veife,  ihc  wilLts  ui  a  i\v»iiJ. 


POEMS. 


H'} 


How  oft  lies  Thyrfis*  pipe  prcvail'd, 
Where  Egon's  flocks  and  herds  have  fail'd  ? 
Fair  Amaryllis,  was  thy  mind 
Ever  to  Damon's  wealth  inclin'd  ; 
Whilft  Lycidab's  gentle  bieaft, 
"With  Love,  and  with  a  Mufe  poffeft, 
Brearh'd  forth  in  verfe  his  loft  defire. 
Kindling  in  thee  his  gentle  fire  i 

{Imferfea.l 


CJELIA'S  SOLILOQUY. 

Mistress  of  all  my  fenfes  can  invite. 

Free  as  the  air,  and  unconfin'd  as  light ; 

Queer  of  a  thoufand  flaves  that  fawn  and  bow, 

And,  with  fubmifiive  fear,  my  power  allow, 

Should  I  exchange  this  noble  flate  of  life. 

To  gain  the  vile  detefted  name  of  Wife  ; 

Should  I  my  native  liberty  betray. 

Call  him  my  lord,  who  at  my  footftool  lay  ? 

No  :  thanks,  kind  Heaven,  that  haft  my  foul  em- 

ploy'd. 
With  my  great  fex's  ufeful  virtue,  Pride. 
That  generous  pride,  that  noble  juft  difdain, 
That  fcorns  the  flave  that  would  prefume  to  reign. 
Let  the  raw  amorous  fcribblcr  of  the  times 
Call  me  his  Calia  in  infipid  rhymes; 
I  hate  and  fcorn  you  all,  proud  that  I  am 
T'  revenge  my  fex's  injuries  on  man. 
Compar'd  to  all  the  plagues  in  marriage  dwell, 
It  were  preferment  to  lead  apes  in  hell. 


SOME  DISBANDED  OFFICERS, 

Upon  the  laU  Vote  of  the  Kcii/e  of  Commons. 


"I 


Have  we  for  this  ferv'd  full  nine  hard  campaigns  ? 
Is  this  the  recompence  for  all  our  pains  ? 
Have  we  to  the  remoteft  parts  been  fent. 
Bravely  expos'd  our  lives,  our  fortunes  fpent, 
To  be  undone  at  laft  by  ParUament  ? 
Muft  colonels  and  corporals  now  be  equal  made. 
And   flaming   fword   turn'd  pruning    knife   and 
fpade  ? 

T b,  S ,  F ,  and  thoufands  more, 

Mufl  now  return  to  what  they  were  before. 
No  more  in  glittering  coaches  fliall  they  ride, 
No  more  the  feather's  fhew  the  coxcombs'  pride. 

For  thee,  poor I  my  Mufe  does  kindly  weep. 

To  fee  difbanded  colonels  grown  fo  cheap. 
So  younger  brothers  with  fat  jointures  fed, 
Go  defpicable,  once  their  widows  dead. 
No  ftiip,  by  tempeft  from  her  anchor  torn, 
Is  half  fo  loft  a  thing,  and  fo  forlorn. 
On  every  ftall,  in  every  broker's  fhop, 
Hang  up  the  plumes  of  the  difmantled  fop  ; 
Trophies  like  theie  we  read  not  of  in  ftory, 
By  other  ways  the  Romans  got  their  glory. 
But  in  this,  as  in  all  things,  there's  a  doom, 
tjome  die  i'  :h'  field,  and  others  ftarvs  at  home. 


ROMAN  CATHOLIC  UPON  MARRIAGE. 

Censurc  and  pennances,  excommunication, 
Are  bug-bear  words  to  fright  a  bigot  nation  ; 
But  'tis  the  Church's  more  fubftantial  curfe. 
To  damn  us  all  for  better  and  for  worfe. 
Falfely  your  Church  feven  facraments  does  frame^ 
Pcnnance  and  Matrimony  are  the  lame. 


A  FRAGMENT. 


And  yet  he  fears  to  ufe  them,  and  be  free  ; 

Yet  fome  have  ventur'd,  and  why  fhould  not  all  J 
Let  villains,  perjur'd,  envious,  and  malicious. 
The  wretched  mifer  and  the  midnight  murderer  ; 
Betrayers  of  their  country,  or  their  friend, 
(And  every  guilty  breaft)  fear  endlefs  torment. 
Blue  lakes  of  brimftone,  unextinguifti'd  fires. 
Scorpions  and  whips,  and  all  that  guilt  deferves ; 
Let  thefe,  and  only  thefe,  thus  plague  themfelves. 
For  though  they  fear  what  neither  fliall  nor  can  be, 
'Tis  purifhment  enough  it  makes  them  live. 
Live,  to  endure  the  dreadful  apprehenfion 
Of  death,  to  them  fo  dreadful;  but  why  dreadful. 

At  leaft  to  virtuous  minds  ? To  be  at  reft. 

To  fleep,  and  never  hear  of  trouble  more. 

Say,   is  this  dreadful .'    Heart,  wouldft  thou  be 

at  quiet  ? 
Doft  thou  thus  beat  for  reft,  and  long  for  eafe, 
And  not  command  thy  friendly  hand  to  help  thee  J 
What  hand  can  be  fo  cafy  as  thy  own, 
To  apply  the  medicine  that  cures  all  difeafes ! 


■I 


AN  EPISTLE  *  TO  MR.  OTWAY. 

Dear  Tom,  how  melancholy  I  am  grown 
Since  thou  haft  left  this  learned  dirty  town  f . 
To  thee  by  this  dull  letter  be  it  known. 
Whilft  all  my  comfort,  under  all  this  care, 
Are  duns,  and  puns,  jand  logic,  and  fmall  beer. 
Thou  leeft  I'm  dull  as  bhadwell's  men  of  wit. 
Or  the  top  fcene  that  Settle  ever  writ : 
The  fprightly  Court  that  wander  up  and  down 
From  gudgeons  to  a  race,  from  town  to  town, 
All,  all  are  fled ;  but  them  I  well  can  fpare, 
For  I'm  fo  dull  I  have  no  bufinefs  there. 
I  have  forgot  whatever  there  I  knew. 
Why  men  one  ftocking  tye  with  ribbon  blue  : 
Why  others  medals  wear,  a  fine  gilt  thing, 
That  at  their  breafts  hang  dangling  by  a  ftring; 
(Yet  ftay,  I  think  that  I  to  mind  recal, 
For  once  \  a  fquirt  was  rais'd  by  Windfor  wall) 
I  know  no  officer  of  court ;  nay  more. 
No  dog  of  court,  their  favourite  before. 
Should  Veny  fawn,  I  fhould  not  underftand  her, 
Nor  who  committed  inceft  for  Legander. 


*  In  anfwer  tooneln  Otway's  Potms, 
+  Mr.  Duke  wai  then  at  CaaibrWsej 
H  Sjr  Samuel  Mwsl«na. 


<:1li< 


THE-  -WORKS   OF   DUKE. 


XJnpolifh'd  thtis,  an  errant  fcholar  grown,  T 

What  fhould  I  do  bat  fit  and  coo  alone,  > 

And  thee,  my  abfent  mate,  for  ever  tnoan.         j 
Thus  'tis  fometimes,  and  forrow  plays  its  part, 
Till  other  thoughts  of  thee  revive  my  heart. 
For,   whilft   with  wit,  with    women,  and    with 

wine. 
Thy  glad  heart  beats,  and  noble  face  does  fhine. 
Thy  joys  wc  at  this  diftance  feel  and  know  ; 
Thou  kindly  wifhcft  it  with  us  were  fo. 
Then   thee    we   name ;    this  heard,  cries  James, 

For  him^ 
J,eap  up,  thou  fparkling  wine,  and  kifs  the  brim : 
CrolTes  attend  the  man  who  dares  to  flinch, 
Great  as  that  man  defcrves  who  drinks  not  Finch. 
But  thefe  are  empty  joys,  without  ypu  two, 
"We  drink  your  names,  alas  '.  but  where  are  you  ? 
My  dear,  whom  I  more  cherifh  in  my  breaft 
Than  by  thy  own  foft  Mufe  can  be  expreft ; 
True  to  thy  word,  afford  one  vifit  more, 
Elfe  I  (hall  grow,  from  him  thou  lov'dfl  before, 
A  greafy  blockhead  fellow  in  a  gown, 
(Such  as  is,  Sir,  a  coufin  of  your  own ;) 
XVith  my  own  hair,  a  band,  and  ten  long  nails, 
And  wit  that  at  a  quibble  never  fails. 


AD  THOMAM  OTWAY. 

l^usAP.tiM  noftrumquc  decus,  chariflime  Thoma, 

'  O  animjE  melior  pars,  Otojee,  mese  ; 
Accippe  quse  facri  trifles  ad  littora  Cami 

Avulfi  veftro  flevimii*  a  gremio. 
CJuot  mihi  tunc  gemitus  ex  imo  peftore  dufti, 

Ferquc  meas  lacryms  quot  cecidere  genas, 
It  falices  teftes,  et  "pliirima  teftis  arundo, 

Et  Camus  pigro  triflior  amne  fluens. 
Audiit  ipfe  etenim  Deus,  et  miferata  dolores 

Lubrica  paulifper  conflitit  unda  meoa. 
Tunc  ego  ;  vos  nymphas  viridi  circumlita  mufco 

Atria  qujE  colitis,  tuque,  verende  Deus, 
Audite  O  qualem  abfcntem  ploramus  amicum, 

Audite  lit  lacrymis  au<Slior  amnis  eat. 
Pectoris  is  candore  nives,  conftantibus  ardti 

Stellam  animis,  certa  fa^ta  vel  ipfa  ii(ie ; 


Ille  et  Amore  columbas,  ille  et  Matte  leones 

Vincit,  Pierias  ingenioque  Deas, 
Sive  vocat  jocus,  ct  charites,  et  libera  vini 

Gaudia,  cumque  fuA  niatre  fonandus  Amor. 
Ille  poteft  etiam  nunieros  «quare  canendo 

Sive  tuos,  Ovidi,  five,  Catulle,  tuos. 
Sive  admirantis  moderator  frsena  theatri, 

Itque  cothurnato  Mufa  fi:perba  pede, 
Fulmina  vel  Sophoclis  Lycophromaiafve  tenebias, 

Carminis  aut  faflus,  j^fchyle  magne,  tui, 
Vincit  munditiis  et  majefcate  decora. 

Tarn  bene  naturam  fjingere  d"(Sa  manuf, 
Hjec  ego,  cum  fpecSans  labentia  flurnina,  vctfus 

Venere  in  mentem,  magne  poeta  tui. 

"  Who  for  Preferments,"  &c.    [See  Otway's 
Poems.] 
"  Premia  quis  meritis  ingiata  expecSet  ab  Aula, 
Omnis  ubi  exiguatn  captat  fmuil  Aulicus  efcam 
Gobio  ?  quis  piids  fapientior  ilia  vadola 
Fulminis  angulli  coloret  Icca,  pifciculorum 
Efurientem  inter,  trepidantemque  inter  acervurn, 
Q^i  dum  quifquemicat  iiiedicatamut  glutiatoflam, 
Trudunt,  imptliunt,  truduntur,  et  impelluntur; 
Nee  potius,  idtum  gtemio  qua  flumcn  aperto 
Invitat,  totis  pinnarum  reniigat  alif,  [tus 

Et  requiem,  ct  mufcos  virjdes,  pulchiamque  voca- 
Ad  libettatem  prpno  delabitur  alveo  i" 

Qiios  tibi  pro  tali  perfolvam  carmine  grates, 

O  animi  interpres,  magne  Pogta,  mei  : 
Nos  neque  folicitx  Natura  efEnxlt  ad  urbis 

OfBcia,  fiut  fraudes,  Aula  delofa,  tuas  : 
Nos  procul  a  cceno,  et  flrepitu,  fumoque  remotos, 

Cum  Venere  et  Mufis  myrtea  fcena  tegat? 
Nos  paribus  cantare  animis  permittat  Apollo 

Flammas  meque  tuas,  teque,  Otosee,  meas. 
Ergone  me  penitus  veflris  hsrere  mcduUis, 

Ergone  fincerus  me  tibi  jun^jit  Amor  .' 
Tu  quoque,  tu  noflris  habitas,  mea  viri,  tnedulIISj 

Teque  meo  jetcrnus  pedtore  figit  Anior. 

Jn  another  place. 
Qualia  tu  fcribi'^,  vel  qualia  Carolus  ille 
Mofter,  amor,  Phoebi,  Pieridunique  decus. 
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POETICAL  WORKS 
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WILLIAM     KING,   L.L.D. 


Containing  his 


ART  OF  COOKERT, 
ART  OF  LOVE, 
THE   FURMETARY, 
MULLY   OF   MOUNTOWN, 
ORFH£U$  AND  EURT&ICE, 


RUFINDS, 

THE  EAGLE  AND  ROBIK, 
OLD  cat's  PROPUECY, 
Britain's  palladium, 

TALES, 


Ufc.  ISfc.  ^e. 


To  wfaich  u  ptelUed 


THE    LIFE   (W   THE  AUTHOR, 


I  fing  the  various  chances  of  the  world, 
Through  which  men  are  by  fate  or  fortune  hurl'd. 
'Tis  by  no  fcheme,  or  method  that  I  go  ; 
But  paint  in  vcrfe  my  notions  as  they  flow. 
With  heat  the  wanton  images  purfue. 
Fond  of  the  old,  yet  ftill  creating  new; 
Fancy  myfclf  in  fame  fecure  retreat, 
Refolve  to  be  content,  and  to  be  great. 

VERSEs/o««^  /■/;  Dr.  King's  feclet-boeh  at  his  JeafS. 
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THE    LIFE    OF    KING. 


XV iLtiAM  King  was  born  in  London  in  the  year  1663.    His  father,  Ezekiel  King,  was  of  the 
rank  of  gentleman,  and  allied  to  the  family  of  Clarendon. 

He  was  educated  at  Weilminfter  fchool,  upon  the  foundation,  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Baiby;  from 
whence,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  he  was  eledted  to  Chrift  Church  College,  Oxford,  in  1681. 

It  appears,  from  his  Adverfuria,  that  he  profecuted  his  ftudies  with  fo  much  intenfenefs  and  a<Si» 
vity,  that,  before  he  was  eight  years  in  the  univerfity,  he  had  read  over,  and  made  refledions  on, 
twenty-two  thoufand  books  and  manufcripts;  but  this  account  may  be  reafonably  doubted. 

In  1688,  he  took  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts,  in  the  moft  eipenfive  manner,  as  a  grand  com* 
pounder ;  whence  it  has  been  fuppofed,  that  he  inherited  a  conlidcrable  fortune. 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  a  Confutation  of  Varillas's  Account  of  Wickliffe  ;  and,  engaging  in 
the  ftudy  of  the  civil  law,  became  Dodor  in  169a,  and,  by  the  favour  of  Archbiflxop  Tillotfon,  was 
admitted  of  Dodlors  Commons,  where  he  praAifed  with  very  great  reputation. 

He  had  already  made  fome  tranflations  from  the  French,  and  written  a  great  number  of  hu- 
morous and  fatirical  pieces,  which  it  would  be  tedious  to  enumerate. 

In  1694,  he  undertook  to  confute  Lord  Molefworth's  "  Account  of  Denmark;"  becaufe  he 
did  not  like  his  Lordfliip's  principles  of  government ;  and  his  "  Animadverfions"  were  fo  much  ap- 
proved by  Prince  George,  confort  to  the  Princefs  Anne,  that  he  was  foon  after  appointed  Secretary 
to  her  Royal  Highnefs, 

In  1697,  he  engaged  in  the  controverfy  between  Boyle  and  Bentley,  concerning  the  Epiftles  of 
Phalaris ;  the  iffue  of  which  has  Ihewn  the  impotence  of  wit  in  oppofition  to  learning,  on  a  quef- 
tion  that  learning  only  could  decide. 

In  1699,  he  publifhed  A  'Journey  to  L«nden,  in  the  manner  of  Dr.  Lifter's  "  Journey  to  Paris:" 
And  in  1 700,  two  dialogues,  entitled  The  TranfaSl'wneer ;  the  defign  of  which  was  to  ridicule  Sir 
Hans  Sloane's  writings  in  the  "  Tranfa(5lions  of  the  Royal  Society,"  of  which  be  was  then  fecretary. 

The  expence  of  his  pleafures  had  now  leflened  his  revenues,  without  flimulating  his  induftry; 
for  he  hated  bufinefs,  efpecially  that  of  an  advocate,  becaufe  he  could  not  bear  the  fatigue  of 
wrangling,  and  becaufe  it  interrupted  his  dreams  of  voluptuoufnefs,  and  forced  him  to  roufe  from 
that  indulgence  in  whicJi  he  delighted. 

Notwithllauding  his  habitual  indolence,  his  reputation  as  a  civilian  was  yet  maintained,  by  the 
difcernment  and  ability  which  he  difcovered  in  his  judgments  in  the  courts  of  delegates,  and  raifed 
very  high  by  the  addrefs  and  knowledge  which  he  difplayed  in  the  Houfe  of  Lords  in  170I, 
when  he  defended  the  Earl  of  Anglefca  againft  his  lady,  afterwards  Duchefs  of  Buckinghamfhirc, 
who  fued  for  a  divorce,  on  a  charge  of  cruelty,  and  obtained  it. 

The  reputation  of  his  abilities  procured  him  the  patronage  of  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,   Lord 
High  Admiral  of  England,  by  whofe  intereft,  and  that  of  his  relation,  the  Earl  of  Rochefter,  Lord  | 
Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  he  was,  in  1 702,  made  judge  of  the  admiralty  in  Ireland,  commiflioncr  of  j 
the  prizes,  keeper  of  the  records  in  Bermingham's  Tower,  and  vicar-general  to  Dr.  Marfh,  the 
primate. 

He  had  now  an  opportunity  of  accumulatijiig  wealth  beyond  the  ufual  fortune  of  »  poet ;  but  he 
negledted  his  intereft,  and  deferted  bis  duty,  for  che  company  of  Judge  Upton,  a  man  as  idle  and 
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thoughtlefs  as  himfelf,  who  had  a  pleafant  houfe,  called  Mountown,  near  Dublhi,  at  which  he  fpent 
moft  of  his  time,  in  convivial  indulgence  and  poetical  amufement. 

Here  he  made  a  red  cow,  called  MuHy,  which  gave  him  milk,  the  fubjedl  of  a  paftoral  poem, 
which,  at  that  time,  was  fuppofed  to  be  a  political  allegorj,  though  it  originally  meant  no  more 
than  it  expreffed. 

in  1708,  when  the  Earl  of  Wharton  was  appointed  to  the  government  of  Ireland,  and  Addifon 
his  fecretary,  made  keeper  of  the  records,  hfe  returned  to  England,  with  no  other  treafure  than  his 
wit,  and  a  few  merry  poems  and  humorous  effays. 

He  was  now  again  to  fubfift  on  his  fellowfhip  in  Chrift  Church  College,  which  had  been  his 
chief  refource  againll  poverty  when  he  was  a  regular  advocate  in  the  courts  of  the  civil  and  ca- 
non law;  and  his  indolence  left  him  nothing  to  dcfire  beyoBd  the  cafe  and  tranquillity  it  fecurcd  to 

him. 

Soon  after  his  return  from  Ireland;  he  wrote  the  Art  of  Love;  a  poem,  in  inwtation  of  Ovid's 
J)e  Arte  Amaiidly  which  was  well  received;  and,  in  17C9,  publilhed  the  Art  of  Cookery,  in  imita- 
tion of  Horace's  Ds  Arte  PoetUa,  with  fome  letters  to  Dr.  Lifter,  on  his  publifhing  the  works  of 
Apicius  Ccelius,  concerning  the  foups  and  fauces  of  the  ancients,  which  completely  eftabliftied  his 
reputation  for  wit  and  learning. 

In  1710,  he  appeared  as  a  zealous  Tory  and  High-churchman,  on  the  fide  of  Dr.  Sachcverel, 
concurred  in  the  projedion  and  condud  of  "  the  Examiner,"  animadverted  on  Dr.  Kennet's  fer. 
jnon  on  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  Devonihire,  and  fhared  in  the  oppofition  that  was  given  to  all  the 
cperations  of  the  Whigs. 

In  1711,  he  publilhed  the  J-.i/iory  of  the  Heathen  Gods,  a  book  compofed  for  fchools,  particularly 
that  of  Weftminfter,  the  general  ufe  of  which  was  afterwards  fupplied  by  "  The  Pantheon,"  writ- 
ten by  Tooke  of  the  Charterhoufe,  a  man  of  inferior  abilities. 

The  fame  year,  he  publilhed  an  hiftorical  effay,  intituled  Rufnu!,  a  harfh  fatire  on  the  Duke  of 
Marlborough  and  the  Whigs,  and  a  poem  imitated  from  Claudian,  Virith  the  fame  title,  dilated  by 
party  rage  rather  than  truth,  and  intended  to  reconcile  the  nation  to  the  meafures  of  the  new  mi- 
niftry. 

Thefe  ferviceswere  not  long  unrewarded;  for,  the  fame  year, without  the  trouble  of  attendance, 
or  the  mortification  of  a  requcft,  Swift,  Priur,  Friend,  and  other  men  of  the  fame  party,  brought 
him  the  key  of  the  Gazetteer's  office,  from  Mr.  Secretary  St.  John,  together  with  another  key,  for 
the  ufe  of  the  paper  office.  Competence,  if  not  plenty,  was  now  again  in  his  power,  and  again 
thrown  away;  for  an  aft  of  infolvency  having  made  his  employment  at  that  time  particularly 
troublefome,  he  impatiently  refigned  it,  and  returned  to  his  former  indigence. 

About  midfummer  171a,  he  retired  to  a  friend's  hotife  at  Lambeth,  where  he  amufed  himfelf  in 
mortifying  Dr.  Tennifon,  the  Archbifhop,  by  regaling  the  populace  with  ale,  on  the  furrender  of 

Dunkirk  to  Hill. 

In  the  autumn,  his  health  declined,  and  growing  weaker  by  degrees,  he  was  removed  by  the 
kindnefs  of  Lord  Clarendon,  to  a  lodging  he  had  provided  for  him  in  the  Strand,  oppofite  So- 
merfet-houfe,  where  he  died  on  Chriftmas-day,  in  the  49th  year  of  his  age. 

Though  his  life  had  not  been  without  irregularity,  his  death  was  exemplary.  He  yielded  up  his 
treath  with  the  patience  of  a  philofpher,  and  the  piety  of  a  Chriftian. 

His  noble  relation  took  care  of  his  funeral,  and  had  him  decently  interred  in  the  North  Cloifters 
of  Weftminfter   Abbey,   but  eredlcd   no  monument  or  grave-ilone,   to  mark  the   place  of  his 

duft. 

His  charafter  united  fome  ftrlking  contrarieties.  He  was  a  man  of  eminent  learning  and  fingular 
piety ;  but  more  zealous  for  the  caufe  than  the  appearance  of  religion.  His  chief  pleafure  confift- 
cd  in  trifles,  and  he  was  never  happier  than  when  he  thought  he  was  hid  from  the  wurld.  Few 
people  pleafed  him  in  converfation ;  and  it  was  a  proof  of  his  liking  them,  if  his  behaviour  was 
tolerably  agreeable.  His  difcourfe  was  cheerful,  anJ  his  wit  pleafant  and  entertaining.  His  philo- 
fophy  and  good  fenfe  prevailed  over  his  naiural  tsmper,  which  was  fallen,  morofe,  and  peevilh ; 
but  he  was^of  a  timorous  difpofition,  and  the  Icaft  fl.ght.or  negled  would  throw  hun  into  a  meian- 
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choly  (late  of  defpondency.  He  would  fay  a  great  many  ill-natured  things,  but  never  do  one. 
Kt  V  as  made  up  of  tendernefs  and  pity,  and  tears  would  fall  from  him  on  the  Dualleft  oc- 
cafion . 

His  poems  have  been  ©ftcn  printed,  and  are  generally  ;  i  >  v  I  i  ft  of  hi  s  tales,  and  other  le- 
vities and  pieces  of  humour,  came  abroad  in  manufcript,  at  various  times,  as  they  happened  to  be 
finiflied,  and  were  coUefted  and  publiflied,  with  other  pieces,  in  his  "  Mifcellanies,"  without  a 
dafe,    and  afterwards  reprinted  in    Lintot's    "  Mifcellaneous  Poems  and  Tranflations,"  2  vols., 

I72J. 

His  Remains  were  publiflied  from  the  original   manufcripts  in   the  poffefllon   of   his  Cfter,  by 
Jofcph  B'-owfj,  M.  D.,  1732,  and  reprinted,  under  the   title  of"   Pofthumous   Works,"  in  I734  j) 
and  1739. 

A  complete  collecftion  of  his  "  Original  Works,  in  Profe  and  Verfe,"  was  publiflied,  in  3  vols., 
8vo.,  T776,  by  John  Nichols,  the  learned  printer  of  "  the  Gentleman's  Magazine"  a  man  who 
merits  the  praife  of  the  com;  iler  of  thefe  little  narratives,  for  his  zeal  in  reftoring  the  nobleil  mo- 
numents of  the  dead ;  and  who  dcferves  the  gratitude  of  every  man  of  letters,  for  his  laborious 
and  ufeful  refearches  in  topographical  hiftory,  and  his  numeious  and  valuable  additions  to  the  poe- 
ti..al  and  literary  biography  of  his  country. 

His  Poems,  diftindly  confidered,  do  not  feem  unworthy  of  his  reputation  ;  neither  do  they  ap- 
pear to  entitle  him  to  rank  among  our  beft  poets.  He  feems  to  have  cultivated  the  grotefquc  and 
familiar  ftyle,  without  aiming  at  ferioufnefs  or  fublimity.  His  Imitation]  and  Talis,  therefore,  do 
not  difplay  that  boldnefs  of  invention  and  vivacity  of  fancy  which  charaderife  the  higher  poetry, 
but  are  chiefly  diftinguiftied  by  their  fprightlinefs,  familiarity,  and  eafe.  His  Art  of  Cookery  is  aa 
ingenious  and  flcilful  imitation  of  Horace,  and  juftly  reckoned  an  admirable  fatirico-didiiftic  poem. 
His /4r/ «/■/ ow  is  remarkable,  notwithftanding  its  title,  for  purity  of  fentiment,  and  chaftc  de- 
fcription.  It  is  divided  into  fourteen  books,  moft  of  which  end  with  fome  remarkable  fable,  or 
interefting  novel.  His  Tales  have  obtained  general  approbation.  They  are  facetious  and  familiar. 
The  language  is  eafy,  but  fcldoni  grofs,  and  the  verfification  fmnoth,  without  appearance  of  ftudy. 
It  is  n"t  known,  whether  he  was  the  original  author  of  any  of  them.  Some  of  them  arc  undoubt- 
eiily  older  than  his  time  :  But  the  art  of  telling  them  is  his  own,  and  that  is  the  chief  merit  of 
fuch  trifling  compofitions.  His  Poliikal  Ferfts,  dictated  by  party  rage,  and  dtfigned  to  afperfe  the 
friends  of  the  Revolution  and  the  Protettant  fucceflion,  may  be  permitted  to  perifli,  without  any  di- 
minution of  his  fame. 

"  His  poems,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  were  rather  the  amufements  of  idlenefs,  than  eflbrts  of 
ftudy.  He  endeavoured  rather  to  divert  than  aftonifli ;  his  thought  feldom  afpired  to  fublimity  ;  if 
Jiii  verfc  was  cafy,  and  his  images  familiar,  he  attained  v/hat  he  defired.  Hi*  purpofe  is  to  be  mer- 
ry ;  but,  perhaps,  to  enjoy  his  mirth,  it  may  be  fomctimes  r.eceflary  to  think  well  of  his  opi- 
D10U6."  4 
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Op  Dr.  Lifter's  book  only  120  copies  were  printed  in  1705.  It  was  reprinted  at  Amfterdam,  in 
1709,  by  Theod.  Janf.  Almeloveen,  under  the  title  of  "  Apicii  Coelii  dc  Opfoniis  et  Condimentis, 
"  five  Arte  Coquinaria,  I^ibri  Decern,  cum  Annotationibus  Martini  Lifter,  e  Medicis  Domefticis 
"  Sereniffimse  Majeftatis  Reginx  Annse,  et  Notis  feledlioribus,  variifque  LeAionibus  integris,  Hu- 
"  melbergii,  Barthii,  Reinefii,  A  Van  Der  Linden,  et  alioruni,  ut  et  variorum  LeiSionum  Libello^ 
"  Editio  Secunda."    Dr.  Aikew  had  a  copy  of  each  edition.     , 
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THE  PUBLISHER  TO  THE  READER. 


It  is  now-a-days  the  hard  fate  of  fuch  as  pretend 
to  be  author's,  that  they  are  not  permitted  to  he 
mafters  of  their  ov/n  works ;  for,  if  ftjch  papers 
(however  imperfed:)  as  mav  be  called  a  copy  of 
them,  either  by  a  fervant  or  any  other  means, 
come  to  the  hands  of  a  bookfr ller,  he  never  con- 
fiders  whether  it  be  f.r  the  p.rfon's  reputation  to 
come  into  the  world,  whether  it  is  aj:;retable  to 
his  fentiments,  whether  to  his  ftyle  or  orretftnefs, 
or  whether  he  has  for  fome  time  looked  over  it; 
nor  doth  he  care  what  name  or  character  He  puts 
to  it,  fo  he  imatjines  he  may  get  by  it. 

It  was  the  fate  of  the  fuliowing  Poem  to  be  fi 
ufed,  .and  printed  with  as  much  imperfeflion  and 
as  many  niillakes  as  a  bookfeller  that  hascomnion 
fenfe  ccyld  imagine  f)ioiild  pafs  upon  the  town, 
cfpecia'liy  in  aa  age  fo  polite  and  critical  as  the 
-prefeut. 

Theft  following  Letters  and  Poem  were  at  the 
prels  fome  time  before  tiie  other  paper  pretending 
to  the  lame  title  was  crept  out  :  and  hey  had 
clfe,  as  the  learned  fay;  gruaned  under  the  prefs 
till  fuch  time  a.«  the  fliccts  had  one  by  one  been 
perufcd  and  corredled,  not  only  by  the  author, 
but  his  friends;  whofe  judgment,  as  he  is  fenfible 
he  wants,  fo  is  he  pnuid  to  own  that  they  fome- 
timcs  condefceird  to  afford  him. 

For  many  faults,  tliat  at  firft  feem  fmall,  yet 
create  unpardonable  errors.  The  mmiber  of  the 
vcrfe  turns  upon  the  harlhnefs  of  a  fyllable ;  and 


the  laying  a  ftrefs  npon  improper  words  will  make 
the  nioft  correi5t  piece  ridiculous.  Falfe  concord, 
tenfes  and  grammar,  nonfenfe,  impropriety,  and 
confuGon,  may  go  dovi-n  with  fome  perfons;  but 
it  (liould  riot  be  in  tl.e  power  of  a  bookfeller  t6 
lampoon  an  author,  and  tell  him,  "  You  did 
"  write  all  this '  I  have  got  it ;  and  you  fhall 
"  ftand  to  the  fcaiidal,  and  1  will  have  the  bene- 
"  fit."  Yet  this  is  the  prefent  cafe,  njtwith- 
ftanding  there  are  above  threefcore  faults  of  this 
nature ;  verfes  tranfpofed,  fome  added,  others  al- 
tered, or  ra-her  that  fhould  have  been  altered, 
and  near  forty  omitted.  The  author  docs  not  va- 
lue himfelf  upon  the  whole  :  but,  if  he  fliews  his 
efteem  for  Horace,  and  can  by  any  means  pro- 
voke perfnns  to  read  fo  ufcful  a  treatife  ;  if  he 
fhews  his  averfion  to  the  introduftion  of  luxury, 
which  may  tend  to  ihe  corruption  of  manners, 
and  declares  his  love  to  the  old  Britifh  hof|  itaJity, 
charity,  and  valour,  when  the  arm's  of  the  family, 
the  old  pikes,  niulkets,  and  halberts,  hung  up  in 
the  hall  over  the  long  table,  and  the  marrow- 
bones lay  on  the  floor,  and  "  Chevy  Chace"  and 
She  old  Courtier  of  the  Queen's"  were  placed 
r  the  cajved  mantle-piece,  and  the  beef  and 
brown  bread  were  carried  every  day  to  the  poor  ; 
he  defires  little  farther,  than  that  the  reader  would 
for  the  future  give  all  fuch  booklellers  as  are  be- 
fore fpoken  of  no  aianntr  of  encouragemeut. 


LETTERS 

'      T  O 

DR.     LISTER    AND    OTHERS. 


LETTER     I. 


To  Mr. 


PEAR  SIR, 

Tbe  happinefs  of  heating  now  and  then  from 
you  extremely  delights  me;  for,  I  niuft  confefs, 
nioft  of  my  other  friends  are  fo  much  taken  up 
with  politics  or  fpeculations,  that  either  their 
hopes  or  fears  give  them  little  leifure  to  perufe 
fuch  parts  of  learning  as  lay  remote,  and  arc  fit 
only  for  the  dofets  of  the  curiou=.  How  hleft  are 
you  at  London,  where  you  have  new  books  of  all 
forts  1  whilft  we  at  a  greater  diflance,  being  dc- 
flitute  of  fuch  improvements,  mufl:  content  our- 
felves  with  the  old  ftore,  and  thumb  the  clafijcs 
as  if  we  were  never  to  get  higher  than  our  Tully 
or  our  Virgil. 

You  tantalize  me  only,  when  you  tell  mc  of 
the  edition  of  a  book  by  the  ingenious  Dr.  Lifter, 
which  you  fay  is  a  treatife  De  CondimerJis  ct  Op- 
foniis  Fetetum,  "  Of  the  Sauces  and  Soups  of  the 
■"  Ancients,"  as  I  take  it.  Give  me  leave  to  ufe 
an  expreffion,  which,  though  vulgar,  yet  upon 
this  occafion  is  jufl  and  proper  :  You  have  made 
my  mouth  water,  but  have  not  fent  me  where- 
withal to  fati'fy  my  appetite. 

I  have  raifed  a  thoufand  notions  to  myfelf,  only 
from  the  title.  Where  could  fuch  a  tjeafiire  lay 
hid  .'  What  manijfcripts  have  been  collated  .'  Un- 
der what  emperor  was  it  written  ?  Might  it  not 
have  been  in  the  reign  ef  Heliogabalus,  who, 
though  vicious,  and  in  fome  things  fantaftical,  yet 
was  not  incurious  in  the  grand  afTiir  ci eating} 

Confider,  dear  Sir,  in  what  uncertainties  we 
muft  remain  at  prefent.  You  know  my  neigh- 
bour Mr.  Greatrix  is  a  learned  antiquary.  I 
ihewed  him  your  letter;  which  threw  him  into 
fuch  a  dubioufncfs,  and  indeed  perplexity  of  mind, 
that  the  next  day  he  durfl  not  put  any  caUhup  in 
his  fjb-fiiuce,  nor  have  his  beloved  pepper,  oil,  and 
bmon,  with  his  partridge,  left,  before  he  had  .'een 
pr.  Lifter's  book,  he  might  tranfgrefs  in  ufing 
dfPiethiiig  not  co.mmon  19  the  ancients. 


Difpatch  it,  therefore,  to  us  with  all  fpeed ;  for 
I  exped  wonders  from  it.  Let  me  tell  you ;  I. 
hope,  in  the  firft  place,  it  will,  in  fome  meafur^, 
remove  the  barbarity  of  our  prefent  education-: 
for  what  hopes  can  there  be  of  any  jirogrtfs  ia 
learning,  whilft  our  genaemen  fuffcr  thetr  fons, 
at  Weftminfter,  Eaton,  and  Wincheftcr,  to  eat  no- 
thing but  fait  with  tht'ir mutton,  and  <vimgar  with.- 
their  roaflbeef,  upon  holidays.?  what  extenfivcnefs 
can  there  be  in  their  fouls;  efpecially  when,  upon 
their  going  thence  to  the  univerfuy,  their  know- 
ledge in  culinary  matters  is  (eldom  enlarged,  and 
their  diet  continues  very  much  the  fame;  and  as 
to  fauces,  they  are  in  profound  ij^norance  ? 

It  were  to  be  wifhed,  therefore,  that  every  fa- 
mily had  a  French  tutor;  for,  befidcs  his  being, 
groom,  gardt-ner,  butler,  and  valet,  you  would: 
tec  that  he  is  endued  with  a  greater  accompUih- 
ment;  for,  according  to  our  ancient  author,  .©/<<>«, 
Gain,  totidcm  coqui,  "  As  many  Frenelimtn  as  you 
"  have,  fo  many  cooks  you  may  depend  upon  ;" 
which  is  very  ufeful,  where  there  is  a  numerous 
iflue.  And  I  doubt  not,  but,  with  fuch  tutors, 
and  good  houfekcepers  to  provide  ^^aif  and /wrei- 
meats,  together  with  the  tender  care  of  an  'in- 
dulgent mother,  to  fee  that  the  children  tat  and 
drink  eveiy  thing  that  they  call  for ;  I  doubt  not, 
I  fay,  hut  we  may  have  a  warlike  and  frugal 
gentry,  a  temperate  and  auftere  clergy  ;  and  fuch 
perCons  of  quality,  in  all  ftations,  as  may  bcft  un- 
dergo tht  fatigues  of  our  feet  and  armies,.. 

Pardon  me,  bir,  if  1  break  oil  abruptly;  fori 
am  going  to  Monfitur  D'Avaux,  a  perfon  famous, 
for  eafing  the  tootb-ach  by;  a-uulf.on.  He  has  pro- 
mifed  to  (hew  m.e  how  to'ftrike  a  lancet  into  the 
jugular  of  2^  carp,  fo  as  the  blood  may  ifTue  thence 
with  the  grcateft  eflfufion  ;  and  then  will  inftaijtly 
perform  the  operati.-n  of  flawing  it  in  its  owa 
blood-,  in  the  prefence  of  myfelf  and  fevcral  more 
virtuofi.  But,  let  him  ufe  what  c/jrrf  he  will  iu; 
the  performance,  I  will  fecure  enough  to  drink, 
your  health  and  tiic  reft  of  your  frienda. 

I  remain,  Sir,,  ?>if^ 

Tt  ij 
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LETTER     II. 

To  Mr. 

SIR, 

I  SHALL  make  bold  to  claim  your  promi'e,  in 
your  laft  oMiging  letter,  to  .obtain  the  happinel's 
of  my  correfpnndence  with  Dr.  Lifter;  and  to 
that  end  have  fent  you  the  encloTed,  to  be  com- 
Hiunicated  to  him,  if  you  think  convenient. 


LETTER   III. 
To  Dr.  LISTER,  prefent. 

SIR, 

1  AM  a  plain  man,  and  therefore  never  ufe  com- 
ipliments;  but  I  niuft  tell  you,  that  I  have  a  great 
ambition  to  hold  a  correfpondence  with  you, 
efpecially  that  1  may  beg  you  to  communicate 
your  remarks  from  the  ancients  concerning  </«■«- 
tifcalps,  vulgarly  called  tooth-picks.  I  take  the  ufe 
of  them  to  have  been  of  great  antiquity,  and  the 
original  to  come  from  the  inftinift  of  Nature, 
which  is  the  beft  miflrefs  upon  all  otcafions.  The 
Egyptians  were  a  people  excellent  for  their  philo- 
fophical  and  mathematical  obfervations :  they 
fearched  -into  all  the  fprings  of  adlion ;  and, 
though  I  muft  condemn  their  fuperftition,  I  can- 
not but  applaud  their  inventi(,n.  This  people 
had  a  vaft  diftriifl  that  worfhiyiped  the  crocodile, 
which  is  an  animal,  whofe  ja'ws,  being  very  ob- 
long, give  him  the  opportunity  of  having  a  great 
many  teeth ;  and  his  habitation  and  huiinefs  lying 
niofl  in  the  water,  he,  like  our  modern  Dutch 
•wbitfters  *  in  Southwark,  had  a  very  good  flo- 
mach,  and  was  extremely  voracious.  It  is  cer- 
tain, that  he  had  the  water  of  Nile  always  ready, 
and  confeq;icntly  the  opportunity  of  wafliing  his 
mouth  after  meals;  yet  he  had  farther  occafion 
for  other  inftrumcnts  to  dcanfe  his  teeth,  which 
are  ferrate,  or  like  a  faw.  To  this  end,  Nature 
has  provided  an  animal  called  the  ichneumon,  which 
performs  this  office,  and  is  i'o  maintained  by  the 
product  of  its  own  labour.  The  Egyptians,  feeing 
fuch  an  ufeful  fagaciry  in  the  crocodile,  which  they 
fo  much  reverenced,  foon  began  to  imitate  it, 
great  examples  eafiiy  drawing  the  multitude  ;  fo 
that  it  became  their  conftant  cuftom  to  pick  their 
teeth,  and  wafli  their  mouths,  after  eating.  I 
cannot  find  in  Mar(hani's  "  Dynafties,"  nor  in 
the  "  Fragments  of  Manethon,"  what  year  of  the 
moon  (for  I  hold  the  Egyptian  years  to  have  been 
lunar,  that  is,  but  of  a  month's  continuance)  fo 
venerable  an  ufage  firft  began ;  for  it  is  the  fault 
of  great  philologers,  to  omit  fuch  things  ah  are 
nioft  material.  Whether  .Scfoftris,  in  his  large 
conquells,  might  exrend  the  ufe  of  them,  is  as  un- 
certain ;  for  the  glorious  adlions  of  thofe  ages  lay 

!•  Wti'ofetenter-Erounds  are  now  almoft  all  built  upon. 


very  much  in  the  dark.     It  is  very  probable,  thaf 
the  public  ufe  of  them  came   in  about  the  fame 
time  that   the   Egyptians  made   ufe  of  juries.     I 
find,  in  the  preface  to  the'  "  Third  Part  of  Mo- 
■"  dern    Reports,"    that    "  the    Chaldees   had    a. 
"  great  efleem  for  the  number  twelve,  becaufe 
"  there  were  fo  many  figns  of  the  Zodiack:  from 
"  them  this  number  ca  ne  to  the  Ecyptians,  and 
"  fo  to  Greece,  where  Mars  himfeif  was  tried  for 
"  a   murder,  and  was  acquitted  "     Now  it  does 
not  appear  upon  record,  nor  zny  Jlone  that  1  have 
feen,  whether  the  jury  clubbed,  or  whether  Mars 
treated  them,  at  dinner,  though  it  is  mod  likely 
that  he  did;   for  he  was  a  quarrelfome  fort  of  a 
perfon,  and  probably,  though  acquitted,  might  be 
as  guilty  as  Count  Koningfmark.     Now  the  cuf- 
tom of  juries'  dining  at  an  eatifig-houfe,  and  hav- 
ing glaffes  of  water  brought  them  with  tooth-picks 
tinged  with  vermilion  fwimming  at  the  top,  being 
ftill  continued,    why   may  we  n()t  imagine,  that 
the  tooth-picks  were  as  ancient  as  the  dinner,  the 
dinner  as   the  jufies,   and  the  juries  at  leaft  as  the 
grand-children  of  Mitzraim  ?     Homer  makes  his 
heroes  feed  fo  grofsly,  that  they  feem  to  have  had 
more  occafion  for  Jheivers  than  goofe-quULs.     He  is 
very   tedious  in  defcribing  a  fniith's  forge  and  an 
anvil ;    whereas  he  might  have  been  more  polite, 
in  fetting  out  the  tootb-pick-cafe  or  painted/;ia^^ax 
of  Achilles,  if  that  age  had  not  been  fo  barbarous ; 
as  to  want  them.     And  htrt  I  cannot  but  confi- 
der,  that  Athens,  in  the  time  of  Pericles,  wheu 
it    flouriflied    moft   in  fumptuous  buildings,    and 
Rome  in  its  height  of  empire,  from  Auguftus  down 
to   Adrian,  had   nothing  that  equalled  the  Royal 
or  New  Exchange,  or  Pope's-head  Alley,  for  cu- 
liofities  and  toy-faops;  neither  had  their  fenate  any 
thing  to  alleviate  their  debates  concerning  the  al- 
'fairs  of  the  uciverfe,    like  raffling  fometinies  at 
Colonel  Parfon's.     Although  the  Egyptians  often 
extended  their  conquells  into  Africa  and  Ethiopia, 
and  though  the  Gafre  Blacks  have  very  fine  teeth  j 
yet   I  cannot  find  that  they  made  ufe  of  any  fuch 
i  inftrument ;     nor  does  l^udolphus,    though   very 
I  exadt  as  to  the  Abyflinian  empire,  give  any  ac- 
count  vi  a  matter  fo  import.tnt;   fi'r  which  he  is 
[  to  blame,  as  I  fliall  ihew  in  my  Treatife  of  "  Forks 
"  and  Napkins,"  of  which  1  ihall  lend  you  an  Ef- 
I  fay   with  all  expedition,     i  fliall  in  that  Treatife 
,  fully  illuftrate  or  confute  this  paffage  of  Dr.  Hey- 
lin,    in   the   third   book  of  his  "  Cofmography," 
where   he  fays  of  the   Chiucfe,  "   That  they  eat 
I  "their  meat  with  two  iKcks  of  ivory,  ebony,  or 
I"  the   like;    not  touching   it  with  their  hanJs  at 
I  "  all,    and  therefore   no  great  foulers  of   linen^ 
I  "  The  ufe  of  fiiver  forks  with  us,  by  fome  of  our 
"  fpruce  gallants  taken   up   of  late,    came  from 
"  hence   into   Italy,    and  from  thence  into  Eng- 
;  ''  land."      I  cannot  agree  with  this  learned  DaClor 
I  in  many  of  thefe  particulars.     For,  firfl,  the  ufe  of 
,  thefe  Jlicis  is  not  fo  much  tofave  linen,  as  out  of 
I  pure   necefiity,    which   arifcs  from  the  length  of 
their  nails,  which  perfons  of  great  quality  in  thofe 
countries  wear  at  a  prodigious  length,  to  prevent 
all  pofiibiiity  of  working,  or  being  ferviceable  to. 
I  themfclves  or   others ;    and  therefore,    if   they 
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iv-onld,  they  could  not  eafily  feed  themfelves  with 
thofe  claws:  and  I  have  very  good  authority, 
that  in  the  Eaft,  and  efpecially  in  Japan,  the 
princes  have  the  meat  put  into  their  mnuths  by 
their  attendants.  Bcfides,  thefe  (licks  are  of  no 
ufe  but  for  their  fort  of  meat,  which,  beinji;  pilmiy 
is  all  boiled  to  rag«.  But  what  would  thofe  fticks 
lignify  to  carve  a  turkey-coch ,  or  a  chine  of  beef? 
therefore  our  forks  are  of  quite  difTerent  fhajie  : 
the  fteel  ones  are  bibental  and  the  filver  generally 
refembling  tridents;  which  makes  me  think  them 
to  be  as  ancient  as  the  Saturnian  race,  where  the 
former  is  appropriated  to  Pluto,  and  the  latter  to 
Neptune. -It  is  certain,  that  Pedro  Delia  Valle, 
that  famous  Icalian  traveller,  carried  his  knife  and 
fork  into  the  Eaft-Indies  ;  and  he  gives  a  large  ac- 
count, how,  at  the  court  of  an  Indian  prince,  he 
was  admired  for  his  neatnefs  in  that  particular, 
and  his  care  in  wiping  that  and  his  knife  before  he 
returned  them  to  their  refpedlive  repofitories.  I 
could  wiJh  Dr.  Wotcon,  in  the  next  edition  of  his 
"  Modern  Learning,"  would  fhew  us  how  much 
■we  are  improved  fince  Dr.  Heylin's  time,  and  tell 
ns  the  original  of  ivisry  knives,  with  which  young 
heirs  are  fufTered  to  mangle  their  own  pudding ; 
36  like  wife  o{  Jll-ver  s.nd'gold  kjiives,  brought  in 
with  the  defert  for  carving  oi  Jellies  and  orange- 
iutter ;  and  the  indifpcnfable  neceffity  oiz fiver 
knife  at  the  fide-board,  to  mingle yi/Zai/j  wirh,  as 
is  with  great  learning  made  out  in  a  Treatife  call- 
ed Acetaria,  concerning  "  DrefOng  of  Sallads." 
A  noble  work  1     But  I  tranfgrefs — 

And  yet,  pardon  me,  good  Dodlor,  I  had  al- 
moft  forgot  a  thing  that  I  would  not  have  done 
for  the  world,  it  is  fo  rem'\rkable.  I  think  I  may 
be  pofitive,  from  thi^  verfe  of  Juvenal,  where  he 
fpeaks  of  the  Egyprians, 

*'  Porrum  et  cepc  nefas  violare,  et  frargere  morfu," 

ihat  it' Was  "  facrllege  to  chop  a  leek,  or  bite  an 
"  onion."  Nay,  I  believe  that  it  amounts  to  a 
demonftration,  that  Pharaoh  »echo  could  have  no 
true  lenten  porridge,  nrr  any  carrier^ s  fauce  to  his 
mutton  ;  the  true  receipt  of  making  which  fauce 
\  have  from,  an  ancient  MS.  remaining  at  the 
Bull  inn  in  Bilhopfgate-ftreet,  which  runs  thus  : 

•'  Take  feven  Jpoonfuls  of  fpring-water ;  llice 
"  two  onions  of  moderate  fize  into  a  large  faucer, 
"  and  put  in  as  much  i\dt  as  yoii  can  hold  at  thrice 
"  betwixt  your  fore-finger  and  thumb,  if  large, 
"  and  ferve  it  up."     Probatum  efl. 

HoEsoN,  Carrier  to  the  Univerfity 
of  Cambridge. 

The  efHgies  of  that  worthy  perfon  remain  {1^11 
at  that  inn ;  and  I  dare  fay,  n-.t  only  Hobfon,  but 
old  Birch,  and  many  others  of  that  mufical  and 
delightful  profeflion,  would  rather  have  been  la- 
bourers at  the  pyramids  with  that  regale,  then  to 
have  reigned  at  Memphis,  and  have  been  debar- 
red of  it.  I  break  off  abruptly.  Believe  me  an 
admirer  of  ypur  worth,  and  a  follower  of  your 
piethods  towards  the  incrcafc  of  learning',  and 
more  efpecially  your,  &c. 


LETTER     IV. 


To  Mr. 


SIR, 


I  AM  now  very  ferioufly  employed  in  a  work 
that,  I  hope,  may  be  ufeful  to  the  public,  which 
is  a  Poem  of  the  "  Art  of  Cookery,"  in  imitatiotj^ 
of  Horace's  "  Art  of  Poetry,"  infcribed  to  DA, 
Lifter,  as  hoping  it  may  be  in  time  read  a*  a  pre- 
liniinary  to  his  works.  But  I  have  not  vanity- 
enough  to  think  it  will  live  fo  long.  1  have,  in 
the  mean  time,  fent  you  an  imitation  of  Horace's 
invitation  of  Torquatus  to  fupper,  which  is  the 
Fifth  Epiftle  of  his. Firfl  Book.  Perhaps  you  wiH 
find  fo  many  faults  in  this,  that  you  may  fave  me 
the  trouble  of  my  other  propofal ;  btat,  however, 
take  it  as  it  is  : 


!  his  genero'is  foul  confine  *> 

J,  feiv  difhe.s,  and  fome  wine,      V 
y  happin-efs  at  nine.  .  J , 


night,  ~y 
slight,  C 
S.?ht.    .3, 


If  5cUviIl  can  his  genero'is  foul  confine 
To  a  fmall  roonj, 
I  fhall  expe6t  hiy 

Tv^fo  bottles  of  fino<  th  Palm,  or  Anjou  white. 
Shall  give  a  welcome,  and  prepare  delight ; 
Then  for  the  Bourdeaux  you  may  freely  afk;    ■ 
But  the  Champaigne  is  to  each  man  hisflaflc. 
I  tell  you  with  what  force  I  k,eep  the  field  ; 
And,  if  you  cfn  exceed  it,  fpeak ;  I'll  yield. 
The  fnow-white  damai]i:  enligns  are  difplay'd. 
And  glittering  falve;s  on  the  fide- board  laid. 

:  Thus  we'll  difperfe  all  bufy  thoughts  and  cares, 

•  The  general's  counfels,  and  the  ftatefman's  fears; 

i  Nor  fliall  fleep  reign  in  that  precedent  night, 
Whofe  joyful  hours  lead  on  the  glorious 
Sacred  to  B;  itifli  worth  in  Blenheim's  fis 
The  bleffings  of  good-fortune  feem  refu.s'd, 
Unlpfs  fometimes  with  generous  freedom  us'd. 
'Tis  madnefs,  not  frugality,  prepares 

!  A  vaft  excefs  of  wealth  for  fquanderiug  heirs. 
Mufl  I;  of  neither  wine  nor  mirth  partake, 
I^eft  the  cenforious  world  fhould  call  me  rake? 

I  Who,,  unacquainted  with  the  generous  wine, 
E'er  fpokc  bold  truths,  or  fram'd.  a  great  defign  I 
That  makes  us  fancy  every  face  has  charms ; 
That  gives  us  courage,  and  then  finds  us  arms; 
Sees  care  difburthen'd,  and  each  tongue  ernploy'd. 
The  poor  grown  rich,  and  every  wifli  enjoy'd. 
This  I'll  perform,  and  promife  you  fhall  fee 
A  cleanlinefs  from  aiTedlation  free  : 
No  noife,  no  hurry,  when  the  meat's  fet  on. 
Or,  when  the  dilh  is  chang'd,  the  fervants  gones 
For  all  things  ready,  nothing  more  to  fetch  ; 
Whate'er  you  want  is  in  the  mailer's  reach. 
Then  for  the  comj^any,  I'll  fee  it  chofe ; 
Their  emblematic  Cgnal  is  the  Rofe. 
If  you  cf  Freeman's  raillery  approve, 
Of  Cotton's  laugh,  and  Winner's  tales  of  love. 
And  Bellairs  ch.^rming  voice  may  be  allow'd  ; 
What  can  you  hope  fir  better  from  a  crowd  ? 
But  I  fliall  not  prefcribe.     Confult  your  eafe  ; 
V/rite  back  your  men,  and  number,  as  you  pleafe; 
Try  your  back-flairs,  and  let  the  lobby  wait : 
A  ftratagem  in  war  is  no  deceit. 

I  am.  Sir,  yours,  &c, 
T  t  iij. 
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L  T  E  T  E  R     V. 

To  Mr. 

S  HIHE  fend  you  what  I  promifed,  "  A  Difcourfe 
J*  of  Cookery,"  after  the  method  which  Horace 
Jias  taken  in  his  "  Art  of  Poetry,"  which  1  have 
all  along  kept  in  my  view  ;  for  Horace  certainly 
is  an  author  to  be  imitated  in  the  delivery  o{  fre- 
eetts  for  any  art  or  fchnce.  He  is  indeed  fevere 
upon  OUR  fort  of  learning  in  fonie  of  his  Satires ; 
"but  even  there  he  inftrudls,  as  in  the  Fourth  Sa- 
tire of  the  Second  Book,  vcr.  13. 

-  "  Longa  quibus  facies  ovis  erit,  ilia  memento, 
"  Ut  fLicci  melioris,  et  ut  magis  alba  rotundis, 
_  "  Pone^e  :  namque  marem  cohibent  caliofa  vi- 
tellum." 

"  Choofc  eggs  oblong ;   remember  they'll  be 

found 
«•  Of  fweetcr  tafte,  and  whiter  than  the  round : 
"  The  firmnefs  of  that  fliell  includes  the  male." 

I  am  much  of  his  opinion,  and  could  only  wifh 
that  the  world  was  thoroughly  informed  of  two 
other  truths  concerning  er^^s.  One  is,  how  incom- 
parably better  rosjlcd  eggs  are  than  boiled  ;  the 
other,  never  to  eat  any  butter  with  eggs  in  the 
'ibell  You  cannot  imagine  how  much  more  you 
will  have  of  their  flavour,  and  how  much  eafier 
they  will  fit  Tipon  your  flomach.  The  worthy 
perfon  who  recommended  it  to  me  made  many 
profclytes;  and  I  have  the  vanity  to  think,  that  I 
have  not  been  altoe;ether  unfuccefsful. 

I  have  in  this  Poem  ufed  a  plain,  eafy,  familiar 
ftylc,  as  mod  fit  for  precept;  neither  have  I  been 
too  exaft  an  imitator  of  Horace,  as  he  himfelf  di- 
refts.  I  have  not  confulted  any  of  his  tranflators ; 
neither  Mr.  Oldham,  whofc  copioufnefs  runs  into 
Paraphrafc ;  nor  Ben  Jonfon,  who  is  admirable 
for  his  clofe  following  of  the  original ;  nor  yet  the 
J^ord  Rofcommon,  fo  excellent  for  the  beauty  of 
ills  language,  and^ht's  penetration  into  the  very 
defign  andfoul  of  tfet  Author.  I  confidered  tliat 
1  went  upon  a  new  undertaking ;  and  though  \  do 
not  value  myfelf  upon  it  fo  much  as  Lucretius  did, 
yet  I  dare  fay  it  is  more  innocent  and  inoffenfive. 

Sometimes,  when  Horace's  ru'.es  come  too  thick 
and  lententious  '  have  fo  far  taken  liberty  as  to 
pafs  over  fome  of  them  ;  for  I  confider  the  nature 
and  temper  of  Cooks,  who  arc  not  of  the  moft 
patient  diipofition,  as  their  under-fervjnts  too  often 
experience.  I  wifh  I  might  prevail  v;jth  them  to 
moderate  their  pafll-^ns,  which  will  be  the  greater 
corqueft,  feeing  a  continual  heat  is  added  to  their 
native  fire. 

Amidft  the  variety  cf  direflicns  that  Horace 
i^lvcs  us  in  his  "  Art  of  Poetry,"  which  is  one  of 
the  mnfl  accurate  pieces  that  he  or  any  other  Au- 
thor has  written,  there,  is  a  fecrct  connexion  in 
jcality,  though  he  doth  not  exprcfs  if  too  plainly  ; 
ami  ther.-forc  tliis  Imua*ion  of  it  has  many  breaks 
in  it.    1-  iuUi  as  ihaU  condcfcL-id  ty  read  chis 


Poem  wculd  at  the  fame  time  confult  Horace'^  ■ 
original  Latin,  or  fome  of  the  aforementioned 
Tranflators,  they  would  find  at  leaft  this  benefit^ 
that  they  would  recollecfl  thcfe  excellent  inftruc- 
tlons  wfhich  he  delivers  to  us  iu  fuch  elegant  lan- 
guage. 

I  could  wifh  the  Matter  and  Wardens  of  the 
Cooks'  Company  would  order  this  Poem  to  be 
read  with  due  confideration;  for  it  is  not  lightly 
to  be  run  over,  feeing  it  contains  many  uftful  in- 
ftrudlions  for  human  life.  It  is  true,  that  fome  of 
thefe  rules  rnay  feem  more  principally  to  refpedl 
the  Steward,  Clerk  of  the  Kitchen,  Caterer,  or 
perhaps  the  Butler  But  the  Cook  being  the 
principal  perfon,  without  whom  all  the  reft  will  be 
little  regarded,  they  aie  dircdted  to  him  ;  and  the 
work  being  dcfigned  for  the  univeifal  good,  it 
will  accomplifh  fo.'.e  part  of  its  intent,  if  thofe  fort 
of  people  will  improve  by  it. 

It  may  happen,  in  this  as  in  all  works  of  art, 
that  there  may  be  fome  terms  not  obvious  to 
common  readers ;  but  they  are  not  many.  The 
reader  may  not  have  a  juft  idea  of  a.ftvoled  mutton, 
which  is  a  flieep  roafted  in  its  wool,  to  fave  the 
labour  of  flaying.  Bacon  ai\df.liert-tarfs  are  fome- 
thing  unufual ;  but,  Una  f^rout- tarts  &r\d  fiiJSjcLio- 
tarts  are  much  the  fame  thing,  and  to  be  feen  in 
Dr.  Salmon's  "  Family  Didlionary,"  "hofe  perfon* 
who  have  a  defire  for  them  may  eafily  find  the 
way  to  make  them.  As  iw  grout,  it  is  an  old  Da- 
nifli  difh  ;  and  it  is  claimed  as  an  honour  to  the 
ancient  family  of  Leigh,  to  carry  a  difh  of  it  up  to 
the  coronation.  A  divorf-p-^e  was  prepared  for 
King  James  the  Firif ,  when  Jcffery  his  dwarf  rofe 
out  of  one  armed  with  a  fword  and  buckler  ;  and 
is  fo  recorded  in  hift:ory,  that  there  are  few  but 
know  it.  Though  marinated  Jzjh,  hippocraes^  and 
ambigues,  are  known  to  all  that  deal  in  cookery  ; 
yet  terrenes  are  not  fo  ulual,  being  a  filvcr  veflel 
filled  with  the  moft  coftly  dainties,  after  the  n.an- 
ner  of  an  ogUo.  \furprifeh'  likewife  a  dilh  not  fa 
very  common  ;  which,  promlllng  little  from  its 
firft  appearance,  when  open,  abounds  with  all  forts 
of  variety;  which  I  cannot  better  refemble  than 
to  the  fif:h  act  of  one  of  our  modern  comedies. 
Left  Mmtetb,  Vinegar,  Tjliejfi.iy  and  Boju,  ftiould 
be  taken  for  dilhes  of  rarities ;  it  may  be  known, 
that  Monteth  was  a  gentleman  with  a  fcalloped 
coat,  that  Vinegar  keeps  the  ring  at  Lincoln's-inn- 
fields,  Talieflln  was  one  of  the  moft  ancient  bards 
amengft  the  Britons,  and  BolTu  one  of  the  moft 
certain  inftru(5loi  s  in  criticilm  that  this  latter  age 
has  produced, 

1  hope  it  will  rot  be  taken  ill  by  the  wits,  that 
I  call  my  cooks  by  the  title  of  ingenious;  for  I 
cannot  imagine  why  cooks  may  not  be  as  well 
read  as  any  other  p<.:fons.  I  am  fure  their  «^- 
prenti^fs,  of  late  years,  have  had  very  great  op- 
portunities of  improvement ;  and  men  of  the  firft 
pretences  to  literature  have  been  very  hberal,  and 
fent  in  their  contributions  very  largely.  They 
have  been  very  ftrvictable  both  to /pit  and  oven  ; 
and  far  thefe  twelve  months  paft,  whilft  Dr.  Wot- 
ton  with  his  "  Modern  Learning"  was  defending 
I  j'yc-cruJJ  from  Icorthing,  his  d;ar  friend  Dr.  Bent- 
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ley,  with  his"  Phalans,"  has  been  fingingoffa- 
fons.  Not  that  this  was  occafioned  by  any  fuper- 
fluity  or  tedioufnefs  of  their  writings,  or  mutual 
commendations;  but  it  was  found  out  by  fonie 
worthy  patriots,  to  make  the  labours  of  the  ttvo 
doB:jrs,  as  far  as  pofiibie,  to  become  ufcful  to  the 
pablic. 

Indeed,  cookery  has  an  influence  upon  men's 
adlions  even  in  the  higheft  ftations  f  f  Iiuman  life. 
The  great  philoiopher  Pyth;\goras,  in  his"  Golden 
"  Verfes,"  fliews  himfelf  to  be  extremely  nice  in 
eating,  when  he  makes  it  one  of  his  chief  prin- 
ciples of  morality  to  abftain  from  Leans..  The 
nobleft  foundations  of  honour,  juflice,  and  inte- 
grity, were  found  to  lie  hid  in  turnips  ,■  as  appears 
in  that  great  dictator,  Cincinnatus,  who  went  ft  cm 
the  plou(;h  to  the  command  of  the  Roman  army ; 
and,  having  brought  home  vidlory,  retired  to  his 
cottage  ;  for,  when  the  Samnite  ambalTadors  came 
thither  to  him  with  a  large  bribe,  and  found  him 
drefling  turnips  for  his  repaft,  they  immediately 
returned  with  this  fentence,  ''  That  it  was  impof- 
"  fible  to  prevail  upon  him  that  could  be  contented 
"  with  fuch  2.  flipper."  In  ftiort,  there  are  no  ho- 
norary appellations  but  what  may  be  made  ufe  of 
to  C  >oks ;  for  I  find  tlirouj^hout  the  whole  race  of 
Charlemaigne,  that  the  great  cook  of  the  palace 
was  one  of  the  prime  minifters  of  ftate,  and  con- 
dudlor  of  armies  :  fo  true  is  that  maxim  of  Paulus 
^Einijius,  after  his  glorions  expedition  into  Greece, 
when  ht  was  to  entertain  the  Roman  people,"  that 
"  there  was  equal  Ikill  required  to  bring  an  army 
"  into  the  field,  and  to  fet  forth  a  magnificent  en- 
*•  tertainment ;  fince  the  one  was  as  far  as  poflllile 
"  to  annoy  your  enemy,  and  the  other  to  pleafure 
"  your  friend."  In  fliort,  as  for  all  perfons  that 
havi."  not  a  due  regard  for  ^e  learned,  induftrious, 
moral,  upright,  and  warlike  profelTion  of  cookery, 
may  they  live  as  the  ancient  inhabitants  of  Puerte 
Ventura,  one  of  the  Canary  Iilands,  where,  they 
being  fo  barbarous  as  to  make  the  mod  contemptible 
perl'on  to  be  their  butcher,  they  had  likcwife  their 
meat  ferved  up  ra-w,  becaufe  they  had  no  fire  to 
drefs  it ;  and  I  take  this  to  be  a  condition  bad 
enough  of  all  confcience  '. 

As  this  fniall  elTay  finds  acceptance,  I  fhall  be 
encouraged  10  purfue  a  great  deCgn  I  have  in 
hand,  <if  publifliing  a  Bibliotheca  Culinaria,  or 
the  "  Cook's  Complete  Library,"  which  fliall  begin 
with  a  tranflation,  or  at  leail  an  epitome,  of  Athe- 
iiajus,  who  treats  of  all  things  belonging  to  a  G'e- 
cian  feaft.  He  ftall  be  publifhcd,  with  all  his 
comments,  ufeful  g/ojps,  and  indexes,  of  a  vafl  copi- 
cufiiefs,  with  cuts  of  tl.e  hajiii<g  ladles,  dtippitig- 
pans,anii  driidging-b'jxes,  &c.  lately  dug  up  at  Rome, 
out  i:f  an  o\iXfuLterrancaiiJkullery.  I  defign  to  have 
all  authors  in  all  languages  upon  that  fubjedl ; 
therefore  pray  confult  what  oriental  manulcripts 
you  have  I  remember  Jirpenius,  in  his  notes  up- 
on Locman's  Fables  (whom  I  take  to  be  the  fame 
perfoii  with  ^fop),  gives  us  an  admirable  receipt 
for  making  \he.  four  milk,  that  is,  the  honny  clabber, 
of  the  Atijbians.  I  (hnuld  be  glad  to  know  -.ow 
Mahomet  ufcd  to  have  hJsfi.'ouUer  of  mutton  dr<'{red. 
I  have  heard  he  was  a  gre  it  lover  of  that  joint ; 
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and  that  a  maid  of  an  Inn  pnlfoned  him  with  one' 
faying,  "  If  he  is  a  prophet,  he  wtll  difcovfr  it;  if 
"  he  is  an  import' ir,  no  matter  what  be*cmcs  of 
"  him."  I  fliall  have  occafion  for  the  aflitlancc  of 
all  my  friends  in  this  great  v/ork.  I  fome  wofta 
ago  defired  a  friend  to  inquire  what  maiiufcripts 
Sil.  Harding,  a  famous  cook,  may  have  left  belund. 
him  at  Oxford.  He  fays,  he  finds  among  his  ex- 
ecutors feveral  admirable  bills  of  /are  for  ArifloiU 
llippers,  and  entertainments  of  country  ilrangens, 
with  certain  prices,  according  to  their  feveral  fea- 
fons.  He  fays,  fome  pages  have  large  black  crofles 
drawn  over  them;  but  for  the  greater  part  the 
bocks  are  fair  and  legible. 

Sir,  I  would  beg  you  to  fearch  Cooks'  hall,  what 
manulcripts  Ihey  may  have  in  their  archives  Sec 
what  in  Guildhall  :  what  account  of  cuflard  in  the 
fword-bearer'^  oflice  :  hov/  many  tun  he,  a  com- 
mon cryer,  or  a  common  hunt,  may  cat  in  their 
life-time.  Birt  J  tranfgrefs  the  bounds  of  a  letter, 
and  have  ftrayed  from  my  lubjed,  which  fhould 
have  been,  to  beg  you  to  read  the  following  lines, 
when  you  are  inclined  to  be  moft  favourable  to 
your  friend  ;  for  elfe  they  will  never  be  able  to 
endure  your  juft  ccnfure,  I  rely  upon  your  good- 
nature ;  and  i  am 

Your  moft  obliged,  &c. 


LETTER    Vr. 


To  Mr. 


DEAR  SIR, 

I  HAVE  reflected  upon  the  difcourfe  I  had  with 
you  the  other  day,  and,  upon  feriou5  confideration, 
find  tnat  the  true  underftanding  of  the  whole  "  Ait 
of  Cookery"  will  be  ufeful  to  all  perfons  that  pre- 
tend to  the  belles  letires,  and  efrecially  to  poets. 

I  do  not  find  it  proceeds  from  any  enmity  of  the 
cooks,  but  it  is  rather  the  fault  of  their  mailers, 
that  poets  are  not  fo  well  acquainted  with  good 
eating,  as  otherwife  they  miglit  be,  if  oftener  in- 
vited. However,  even  in  Mr.  D'Urfcy's  prefence, 
this  f  would  be  bound  to  fay,  "  That  a  good  din- 
"  ner  is  brol;her  to  a  good  poem:"  only  it  isfome- 
thing  more  fubftantial ;  and,  between  two  and 
three  a  clock,  more  agreeable. 

I  have  known  a  (upper  make  the  moft  divert- 
ing part  of  a  Comedy.  Mr.  Better  tor,,  in  "  The 
"  Libertine  *,"  has  fet  very  gravely  with  the  leg 
of  a  chicken;  butl  have  feen  Jacomo  very  merr^'^ 
and  eat  very  heartily  of  peafs  and  buttered  *Jgs, 
under  the  table.  The  Hoit,  in  "  Th«  ViHaiirf ," 
who  carries  tables,  ftools,  furnri.i!re,and  provifions, 
all  about  him,  gives  great  content  to  the  fpc<9:a- 
tors,  when,  from  the  crown  of  his  hat,  he  produces 
his  cold  capon  :  fo  Armarillis  (or  rather  Parthe- 
n«pe,  as  I  take  it)  in  "  The  Rehearial,"  with  her 
v/ii;€  in  her  fpear,  and  her  p^e  in  her  helmet;  and 
the  Cook  that  flobbers  his  beard  with  fack-poflet, 
in  "  The  Man's  the  Mailer  ^  ;"  have,  in  my  opi- 

*  A  Tracedy  by  iliomas  ShadweH,  afteJ  1676. 
+  A  rr.^geuy  by  Thorn  is  I'orttr,  adcd  (663 
i  A,  CoiLsedv  by  S'r  WiliUcn  0  .vcn.iit,  aftcU  1660^ 
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nion,  made  the  moft  diverting  part  of  the  adlion. 
ThefeifmbeUi{hments  we  have  received  from  our 
imitation  of  the  ancient  Poets.  Horace,  in  his 
Satires,  makes  Macenas  very  merry  with  the  re- 
colledlion  of  the  unufual  entertainments  and  difhes 
given  him  by  NafiJicnus;  and  with  his  raillery 
upon  garlic  in  his  Third  Epode.  The  Supper  of 
Petronius,  with  all  its  machines  and  contrivances, 
gives  us  the  moft  lively  defcription  of  Nero's 
luxury.  Juvenal  fpends  a  whole  Satire  about 
the  price  and  drefTing  of  a  fingle  fifh,  with  the 
judgment  of  the  Roman  Senate  concerning  it. 
Thus,  whether  feri'ius  or  jocofe,  good  eating  is 
made  the  fubjevS  and  ingredient  of  poetical  enter- 
tainments. 

I  think  all  poets  agree  that  Epifodes  are  to  be 
interwoven  in  'heir  Poems  with  the  greateft  nicfty 
of  art ;  and  fo  it  is  the  fame  thing  at  a  good  table  : 
and  yet  I  have  feen  a  very  good  Epifode  (give  me 
leave  to  call  it  fo")  made  by  fending  out  the  leg  of 
a  goofe,  or  the  gizzard  of  a  turkey,  to  be  broiled  : 
though  I  know  that  Critics  with  a  good  flomach 
have  been  offended  that  the  unity  of  atftion  fliould 
be  fo  far  broken.  And  yet,  as  in  our  Plays,  fo  at 
■pur  common  tables,  many  Epilbdes  are  allowed, 
as  dicing  of  cucumbers,  drefling  of  fallad,  fea- 
foning  the  infide  of  a  furlnin  of  beef,  breaking 
lobflers'  claws,  ftewing  wild  duck?,  toafting  of 
cheefe,  legs  of  larks,  and  feveral  others. 

A  poet,  who,  by  proper  expreffions  and  pleafing 
images,  is  to  lead  us  into  the  knov.'ledge  of  neceC- 
fary  truth,  may  delude  his  audience  extremely,  and 
indeed  barbaroufly,  unlefs  he  has  fome  knowledge 
of  this  "  Art  of  Cookery,"  and  the  jirogrefs  of 
it.  Would  it  no;  found  ridiculous  to  hear  Alex- 
ander the  Great  command  his  eannon  to  be  mount- 
ed, and  to  throw  red-hot  bullet^  out  of  hhmoitar- 
fieces  ?  or  to  have  Statira  talk  of  tapejlry  hangrngs, 
which,  all  the  learned  know,  were  many  years 
after  her  death  firft  hung  up  in  the  hall  of  King 
Attalus  '  Should  Sir  John  FalilafF  complain  of 
having  dirtied  his Jili  Jlockings,  or  Anne  of  Boleyn, 
call  for  her  coacA ;  would  an  audience  endure  it, 
"when  all  the  world  knows  that  Queen  Elizabeth 
was  the  firft  that  had  her  coach  or  wore  fdk  foch- 
ings  ?  Neither  can  a  poet  put  hops  in  an  Englifh- 
nian's  drink  before  herefy  came  in  :  nor  can  he 
ferve  him  with  a  dlfti  oi  carp  before  the  time  :  he 
might  as  well  give  King  James  the  Firil  a  dilh  of 
cfparagus  upon  his  firft  coming  to  London,  which 
were  not  brought  into  England  till  many  years 
after ;  or  make  Owen  Tutor  prefent  Queen  Ca- 
harine  with  a  fugar-locif,  whereas  he  might  as 
eafily  have  given  her  a  diamond  as  large,  feeing 
the  iceing  of  cnlcs  at  Wood-flreet  Corner,  and  the 
refining  of  fugar,  ^'as  but  an  invention  of  two 
hundred  years  flanding,  end  before  that  time  our 
anceftors  fweetened  and  garnifhed  all  with  honey, 
of  which  there  arc  fome  remains  in  Windfor  ioiuh, 
haron  bracks,  and  large  jimnels,  fent  for  prefents 
from  L   rbfield. 

But  now,  on  the  contrary,  it  would  fhcw  his 
reading,  'f  the  poet  put  a  hen-turley  upon  a  table 
in  a  tragedy;  and  therefore  I  would  advifc  it  in 
Hamlet,  inftead  of  their  painted  trifles ;  and  I  be- 


lieve it  would  give  more  fatisfatftion  to  the  aftor'- 
For  Diodorus  Siculus  reports,  how  the  fifters  of 
Meleager,  or  Diomedes,  mourning  for  their  bro- 
ther, were  turned  into  hen-turheys ;  from  whence 
proceeds  their  ftatelinefs  of  gate,  refervednefs  in 
converfatii'M,  and  melancholy  in  the  tone  of  their 
voice,  and  all  their  anions.  But  this  would  be  the 
moft  improper  meat  in  the  world  for  a  comedy; 
fcr  melancholy  and  diftrefs  require  a  different  fort 
of  diet,  as  well  as  language:  and  I  have  heard  of 
a  fair  lady,  that  was  pleafed  to  fay,  "  that,  if  fhe 
"  were  upon  a  ftrange  road,  and  driven  to  great 
"  neceffity,  fiie  believed  fhe  might  for  once  be 
"  able  to  fup  upon  a  fack-pojfet  and  a  fat  ca~ 
"  pon." 

I  am  Aire  poets,  as  well  as  cooks,  are  for  hav- 
ing all  words  nicely  chofen,and  properly  adapted  ; 
and  therefore,  I  believe,  they  would  fhew  the  fame 
regret  that  I  do,  to  hear  perfons  of  fome  rank  and 
quality  fay,  "  Pray  cut  up  that  goofe.  Help  mo 
"  to  fome  of  that  chicken,  hen,  or  capnn,  or  half 
"  that  plover ;"  not  confidering  how  indifcreetly 
they  talk,  before  »?£■«  of  art,  whofe  proper  terms 
are,  "  Break  that  goofe;" — "  frufi  that  chicken i" 
— "  f/ioil  that  hen  ;" — "  fauce  that   capon  ; — "  mince 

"  that  plo'vcr." If  they  are  fo    much   out    in 

common   things,    how  much  more  will  they  be 

with  iitterns,  herons,  cranes,  znA peacocks  f  But  it  is 
vain  for  us  to  complain  of  the  faults  and  errors  of 
the  world,  unlefs  we  lend  our  helping  hand  to  re- 
trieve them. 

To  conclude,  our  greateft  author  of  dramatic 
poetry,  Mr.  Dryden,  has  made  ufe  of  the  myfte- 
ries  of  this  art  in  the  prologues  to  two  of  his, 
plays,  one  a  tragedy,  the  other  a  comedy  ;  in 
which  he  has  fhewn  his  greateft  art,  and  proved 
moft  fuccefsful.  I  had  not  feen  the  play  for  fome 
years,  before  I  hit  upon  almoft  the  lame  words 
that  he  has  in  the  following  prologue  to  "  All  for 
"  Love  :" 

"  Fops  may  have  leave  to  level  all  they  can, 
"  As  pigmies  would  be  glad  to  top  a  man. 
"  Halt-wits  are  fleas,  fo  little,  and  fo  light, 
"  We  icarce  could  know  they  live,  but  that  they 

"  bite. 
■'   But,  as  the  rich,  when  tir'd  with  daily  feafts, 
''   For  cliange,    become  their  next  poor  tenant's 

"  guefts, 
"    Drink  heatty  draughts  of  ale  from  plain  broivn  howls, 
"    And  fnatcb  the  ho?nely  rafber  from  the  coals  ; 
"  Si>  you,  retiring  from  much  better  cheer, 
'•  For  once  may  venture  to  do  penance  heiej 
"  And  fince  that  plenteous  Autumn  now  is  part, 
"  Whofe  grapes  and  peaches  have  indulg'd  your 

"  tafte, 
"  Take  in  good  part  from  our  poor  poet's  board 
"  Such  fhrivel'd  fruit  as  Winter  can  afford." 

How  fops  and  fleas  fliould  come  together,  I 
cannot  eaiiiy  account  for  ;  but  I  doubt  not  but  his 
ale,  rafber,  grapes,  peaches^  and  Jbri-vcled  apples., 
might  "  pit,  box,  and  gallery,"  it  well  enough. 
His  prologue  to  "  Sir  Martin  Mar-all"  is  fuch 
an  cxcjuifue  poem,  taken  fruni  the  fame  art,  that 


I  could  wifli  it  tranflaited  into  La"in,  to  be  pre- 
Jixed  to  Dr.  Lifter's  work.  The  whole  is  as  fol- 
lows : 

PROLOGUE. 

"  Fools,    which  each  man  meets   in  his   difh 

"  each  day, 
^  Arc  yet  the  great  regalia  of  a  play ; 
f  In  which  to  poets  you  but  juft  appear, 
*  Til  prize  that  higheft  which  coft  them  fo  dear. 
'\  Fops  in  the  town  mure  eafily  will  pafs, 
"  One  ftory  makes  a  ftatutable  afs  ; 
"  But  fuch  in  plays  muft  be  much  thicker  fown, 
'^  Like  yollcs  of  eggs,  a  dozen  beat  to  one. 
"  Obferving  pcets  all  their  walks  invade, 
"  As   men   watch  woodcocks  gliding  through  a 

"  glade; 
"  And  when  they  have  enough  for  comedy, 
"  They  'ftovv  their  feveral  bodies  in  a  pye. 
"  The  poet's  but  a  cook  to  falhion  it, 
*'  For,  gallants,  you  yourfelves  have  found  the  wit. 
"  To  bid  you  welcome,  would  your  bounty  wrong: 
"  None  welcome  thofe  who  bring  their  cbeer  * 

"  along." 

The  image  (which  is  the  great  perfeiflion  of  a 
poet)  is  fo  extremely  lively,  and  well  painted, 
that  methinks  I  fee  the  whule  audience  with  a  di(h 
of  buttered  eggs  in  one  hand,  and  a  woodcock- 
pye  in  the  other.  I  hope  I  may  be  excufed,  after 
fo  great  an  example  ;  for  I  declare  I  have  no  de- 
ijgn  but  to  encourage  learning,  aiui  am  very  far 
from  any  defigns.againft  it.  And  therefcre  I  hope 
the  worthy  gentleman,  who  faid  that  the  "  Journey 
"  to  Lond  n"  ought  to  be  burnt  by  the  common 
hangman,  as  a  book,  that,  if  received,  would  dif- 
courage  ingenuity,  would  be  pleafed  not  to  make 
his  bonfire  at  the  upper  end  of  Ludgate-Itreet,  for 
fear  of  endangering  the  bookfcUers'  ihoys  and  the 
Cathedral. 

I  have  abundance  more  to  fay  upon  thefe  fub- 
je<51:s;  but  I  am  afraid  my  firft  coi:rfe  is  fo  tedious, 
that  you  will  excufe  me  both  the  fecond  courle  and 
the  defect,  and  call  for  pipes  and  a  candle.  But 
confider,  the  papers  come  from  an  old  friend;  and 
fpare  them  out  of  compaffion  to, 

S  I R,  &c. 
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what  is  worfe,  1  have   nevei'  confiderijil  whether 


LETTER   VIL 

To  Mr. 


S  I  R, 

I  AM  no  great  lover  of  writing  more  than  I  am 
forced  to,  and  therefore  have  not  troubled  you 
wiih  my  letters  to  congratulate  your  good  fortune 
in  London,  or  to  bemoan  our  unhapi.incfs  in  the 
lofs  of  you  here,  I'he  occafion  of  this  is,  to  de- 
fire  your  affiftance  in  a  matter  that  I  am  fallen  in- 
to by  the  advice  of  fome  friends ;  but,  unlefs  they 
help  me,  it  will  be  impoflible  f<.r  me  to  get  out  of 
It.     1  have  had  the  misfcrtutie  to — write ;    but, 

*  Some  critics  read  it  chair. 


any  one  would  read.  Nay,  I  have  been  fo  verjf 
bad  as  to  defign  to  reprint ;  but  then  a  v^icked 
thought  came  acrefs  me,  with  "  Who  will  buy  ?" 
For,  if  I  tell  you  the  title,  you  will  be  of  my 
mind,  that  the  very  name  will  deflroy  it  :  "  The 
"  Art  of  Cookery,  in  imitation  of  Horace's  Art 
"  of  Poetry;  with  fome  familiar  Letters  to  Dr. 
"  l<i(ler  and  others,  occafioned  principally  by  the 
"  Title  of  a  Book,  publiflied  by  the  Dodlor,  con-* 
"  cerning  the  Soups  and  Sauces  of  the  Ancients," 
To  this  a  beau  will  cry,  "  Phough  I  what  have  I 
"  to  do  with  kitchen  ftuff?"  To  which  I  anfwer, 
"  Buy  it,  and  give  it  to  your  fervants."  For  I 
hope  to  live  to  fee  the  day  when  every  miftrefs  of 
a  family,  and  every  fteward  Ihall  call  up  their 
children  and  fervants,  with,  "  Come,  Mifs  Betty, 
"  how  much  have  you  got  of  your  Art  of  Ceot- 
"  ery  ?" — Where  did  you  leave  off,  Mifs  jfahel." 
— "  Mifs  Kitty,  are  you  no  farther  than  Xing- 
"  Henry  and  the  Milkr  r'' — "Yes,  Madam,  lam 
come  to 

:His  name  ftiall  be  enroU'd 

"  In  Efcourt's  Look,  whofe  gridiron's  fram'd  of 
"  gold." 

Prav,  mother,  is  that  our  Mafter  Efcourt  ?"—— . 
"  Well,  child,  if  you  mind  this,  you  fhall  not  be 
"  put  to  your  AJfembly  Catechifm  next  Saturday." 
What  a  glorious  light  it  will  be,  and  how  becom- 
ing a  great  family,  to  fee  the  butler  out-learning 
the  fteward,  and  the  painful  fcullery-maid  exert- 
ing her  memory  far  Iseyond  the  mumping  houfe- 
keeper  \  I  am  told,  that,  if  a  book  is  any  thing 
ufcful,  the  printers  have  a  way  of  pirating  on  one. 
another,  and  printing  other  perfons'  copies;  which 
is  very  barbarous.  And  then  iball  I  be  forced  to 
come  out  with  "  The  true  Art  of  Cookery  ig 
■'  only  to  be  had  at  Air.  Pindar's,  a  patten-ma- 
"  ker's,  under  St.  Diinftan's  Church,  with  the  Au- 
"  thor's  feal  at  tlie  title  page,  being  three  fauce- 
"  pans,  in  a  b<;iid  proper,  on  a  cook's  apron,  ar- 
"  gent.  Beware  of  counterfeits."  And  be  forced 
to  put  out  advertifements,  with  "  Strops  for  ra- 
"  zors,  and  the  bel^  fpedacles  are  to  be  had  only 
"  at  the  Archimedes,  &c." 

1  defign  propoials,  which  I  muft  get  delivered 
to  the  Cocks'  Company,  for  the  making  an  order 
that  every  apprentice  fhall  have  the  "  Art  oi; 
"  Cookery"  when  he  is  bound,  which  he  (hall  fay- 
by  heart  before  he  is  made  free  ;  and  then  he  Ihali 
have  Dr.  Liller's  book  of  "  Soups  and  Sauces" 
delivered  to  him  for  his  future  pra6tice.  But 
you  know  better  what  I  am  to  do  than  I.  For 
the  kindnefs  you  may  fhew  me,  I  (hall  always 
endeavour  to  make  what  returns  lay  in  my  power. 
I  am  yours,  iScc, 


LETTER   VIII. 

To  Mr. T 


Dear  Sir., 
I  CANNOT  but  recommend  to  your  perufal  a  late 
exquifite  comedy,   called   "  Th;  Lawyer's  Fof- 


m 
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*  tahe ;  or,  Love  in  a  Hollow  Tree ;"  which 
piece  has  its  peculiar  einbeliifhmcnts,  and  is  a 
poem  catefnlly  framed  according  to  the  nicefl  rules 
of  the  "  Art  of  Cookery;"  for  the  play  opens 
with  a  fcene  of  good  honlewifery,  where  Favou- 
tite,  the  houfeekeeper,  makes  this  complaint  to 
Lady  Bonor.a : 

"  FaV.  The  laft  mutton  killed  was  lean,  Ma- 
**  dam.  Should  not  feme  fat  fheep  be  bought 
«  in  ^ 

"  Bon.  What  fay  you,  Let -acre,  to  it  ? 

"  Let.  This  is  the  v/orfl.  time  of  the  year  for 
*•  (heep.  The  freih  grafs  makes  them  fall  away, 
•'  and  they  begin  to  talte  of  the  Wool ;  they  muft 
•*  be  fpared  a  while,  and  Favourite  muft  cafl  to 
»'  fpend  fome  fait  meat  and  fifh.  I  hope  we  fhall 
"  have  feme  fat  calves  Shortly." 

What  can  be  more  cg;reeable  than  tliis  to  the 
"  Art  of  Cookery,"  where  our  author  fays, 

"  But  though  my  edge  be  not  too  nicely  fet, 
«'  Yet  I  anothers  appetite  may  wJiet ; 
"  May  teach  him  when  to  buy,  when   feafon") 

"  paft,  I 

'•  What's  fiale,  what's  choice,  what's  plentiful,  ^ 

"  what's  wafte,  [talte.  j 

**  And  lead  him  through  the  various  maze  of  J 

In  the  fccond  a<^,  Valentine,  Mrs.  Bonona's 
fon,  the  confummate  character  of  the  play,  hav- 
ing  in  the  firft  ad  loft  his  hawk,  and  confequentiy 
Ms  way,  benighted,  and  loji,  and  feeing  a  light  in  a 
dijlant  hov.fe,  comes  to  the  thrifty  loidoiu  Furiofai 
(which  is  exatftly  according  to  the  rule,  "  A  prince, 

•  who  in  a  foreft  rides  aftray  :")  liihefe  Le  finds 
the  old  geiiiUivotnan  carding,  the  fair  Florida,  her 
daughter,  ztoriing  on  a  parchment,  ivhilji  the  maid  is 

fpinniitg.  Peg  reaches  a  chair  ;  fad  is  called  for ; 
and,  in  the  mean  time,  the  good  old  gintleiuoman  com- 
plains fo  of  rogues,  that  pe  can  farce  keep  a  goofe  or 
a  turkey  in  fufety,  for  them.  Then  Florida  enters, 
%Litb  a  little  "cuhite  bottle,  aheut  a  pint,  and  an  old  fa- 

Jbioned  glafs,  fUs,  and  gives  her  mother  ;  fhe  drtj.is 
to  ralentine,  he  10  Florida,  ft.  e  to  him  again,  he  to 
Furiifa,   ivho  fets   it   doivn   on    the    table.       After  a 

fmall  time,  the  old  lady  cries,  "  Well,  it  is  my  bed- 
"  time  ;  but  my  daughter  will  fliew  you  the  way 
•'  to  your's  :  for  1  know  you  wfiuld  vv-iUingly  be 
"  in  it."  Ihis  v/as  extremely  kind  !  Now,  upon 
her  retirement,  (fee  the  great  iudgnicnt  of  the 
poet !)  flie  being  an  old  gentlewoman  iliar  went 
to  bed,  he  fuits  the  following  regale  according  to 
the  age  of  'the  perfon.  Had  boys  been  put  to  bed, 
it  had  been  proper  to  have  "  laid  \\^ii  goife  to  the 
"  lire  :"  but  here  it  is  otherwife ;  for,  after  feme 
intermediate  difcourfe,  he  is  invited  to  a  repall ; 
when  he  modcftly  excufts  himfelf  with,  "  Truly, 
"  Madam,  I  have  no  flomach  to  ary  meat,  but 
"  to  comply  with  you.  You  have,  Madam,  tn- 
"  tcnaincd  me  with  all  that  is  defirablf  already  " 
The  lady  tells  hi.n,  "  cold  fupper  is  better  than 
"   none;"    fo  hefts    at    the   table,  offers    to   cat,  hut 

cannot.     I  am  fuic,  Horace  could  not  have  pre- 


pared himfelf  more  exa(9:ly;  for  (according  «b  the 
rule,  "  A  widow  has  cold  pye.")  though  Va- 
lentine, being  love-fick,  could  not  cat,  yet  it  was 
his  fault,  and  not  the  p. jet's.  But,  when  Vakn- 
tine  is  to  return  the  civdi'.y,  and  to  invire  Madam 
Furiofa,  and  Madam  Florida,  with  other  good 
company,  to  his  mother,  the  hofp-table  Lady 
Bonora's  (who,  by  the  bye,  had  called  for  two 
bottles  of  wine  for  Latitat  her  attorney),  then 
affluence  and  dainties  are  to  api>ear  (according  tu 
thi<  verfe  "  Mangoes,  Pcta.go  Champignons, 
'■  Caveare") ;  and  Mrs.  Favourite,  the  houfe- 
kecper,  makes,  thefe  moft  important  inqiiiriei  : 

*'  Fav.  Miftrefs,  fhall  I  put  any  mulhrooms, 
"  mangoes,  or  bamboons,  into  the  faltad  ? 

"   3oN,  Yes,  I  pry'thee,  the  bell  thou  hafi-. 

"  Fav.  Shall  I  ufe  ketchup  or  anchovies  in  the 
"   gravy  ? 

"  Bon.  What  you  will." 

But,  however  rhagnificent  the  dinner  might  be, 
yet  Mr«.  Bonona,  as  the  manner  t(f  f>'me  perfons 
is,  makes  her  excufe  for  it,  with,  "  Well,  Gentle- 
"  men,  can  ye  fpare  a  little  time  to  take  a  lliort 
''  dinner?  I  proniife  you,  it  fhall  not  be  long." 
It  is  very  probable,  though  the  auth.  r  does  not 
make  any  of  the  guefts  give  a  relation  of  it,  that 
Valentine,  being  a  great  fportfman,  might  fur;  ifti 
the  table  with  game  and  wild-fowl.  Tht'e  was 
at  leaft  one  pheafant  in  the  houfe,  which  Valen- 
tine told  his  mother  of  the  mi  rning  before. 
"  Madam,  I  had  a  good  flight  of  a  pheafant- 
"  cock,  that,  after  my  hawk  feiz'd,  made  heud  as 
"  if  he  would  have  fought;  but  my  hawk  plumed 
"  him  prefently."  Now  it  is  not  reaf  liable  to 
fuppofe,  that,  Vally  lying  abroad  that  night,  the 
old  gentlewoman  under  that  concern  would  have 
any  ftomach  to  it  for  her  own  fupper.  However, 
to  fee  the  fate  of  things,  there  is  nothing  perma- 
nent; for  one  Mrs  Candia  making  (though  inno- 
cently) a  prefent  of  an  hawk  to  Valentine,  Flori- 
da, his  miftrefs,  grows  jedlous,  and  refolves  to 
leave  him,  and  run  away  with  an  odd  fort  of  fel- 
low, one  M.ijor  Sly.  Valentine,  t^  appeafc  her, 
fends  a  meffage  to  her  by  a  boy,  who  tells  her, 
"  His  mailer,  to  (hew  the  trouble  he  took  by  her 
"  mifapprthenfion,  had  fent  her  feme  vifilile 
"  token-,  the  hawk  torn  to  pieces  with  his  own 
"  handh  ;"  and  then  pulls  out  of  fhe  hitjket  the  ivingi 
and  legs  nfufoicl.  So  we  fee  the  poor  bird  demo- 
tificd,  and  all  hopes  of  wild-f.wl  deftroyed  for  the 
future  :  and  haps  y  were  it,  if  misfortunes  would 
Hop  here.  But,  the  c:uel  beauty  reftifing  to  be 
a;peafed,  Valei.tine  takes  a  fudxjen  refo.ution, 
which  he  conmiunicates  to  I^et-acre  the  fteward, 
to  brufi  of,  and  quit  his  habitation  H^weVcr  it 
was,  whether  Let-acre  did  not  think  his  youiij 
mafter  real,  and  Valentine  having  threatened  the 
houlekeeper  to  kick  her  immediately  before  for 
being  too  fond  of  him,  and  his  boy  being  raw 
and  unexptrienced  in  travelling,  it  leeni'^  they 
made  but  flender  provifion  for  their  exneditmn; 
for  there  i,<  but  one  fcene  interpofed,  beiore  wc 
find    diftrcfftd  Valentine  in  the  moll  miferablc 
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condition  that  the  joint  Arts  of  Poetry  and  Cook- 
ery are  able  to  reprefent  him.  There  is  a  fcene 
of  the  greateft  horror,  and  mofl  moving  to  com- 
palfion,  of  any  thing  that  I  have  fern  amongft  the 
moderns  :  "  TalJis  i)f  no  pyramids  of  fowl,  or 
"  bifks  of  fifli,"  is  nothing  to  it ;  for  here  we  fee 
an  innocent  perfon,  unlefs  punifhed  for  his  mo- 
ther's and  houfekeeper's  extravagance,  as  vfa.3  faid 
before,  in  their  mufhroonis,  mangoes,  bamboons, 
ketchup,  and  anchovies,  reduced  to  the  extremity 
of  eating  his  cieefe  -without  bread.,  and  having  no 
<)ther  drink  but  water.  For  he  and  his  boy,  •with 
iivo  faddles  on  his  back  and  •wallet,  came  i/ito  a  -walk 
if  confuftd  trees,  "where  an  o-wl  hollo'ws,  a  bear  and 
leopard  zuali  acrofs  the  defert  at  a  dijlance,  and  yet 
they  -venture  in;  where  Valentine  accofts  his  boy 
with  thefe  lines,  which  would  draw  tears  from 
any  thing  that  is  not  itiarble : 

"  Hang  up  thy  wallet  on  that  tree,  "J 

"  And  creep  thou  in  this  hollow  place  with  me ;  / 
"  Let's  here  repofe  our  wearied  limbs  till  they  f 
"  more  wearied  be  !  J 

"  Boy.  There  is  nothing  left  in  the  wallet  but 
"  one  piece  of  cheefe.  What  {hall  we  do  for 
"  bread  ?  , 

"  Val.  When  we  have  flept,  we  will  feek  out 
"  Some    roots  that  Ihall  fupply  that 
doubt. 
«  Boy.  But  no  drink,  Mafter  ? 
"  Val.  Under  that  rock  a  fpring  I  fee, 

"  Which  fhall  refrefli  my  ihirft  and 
"  thee." 

So  the  afl  dofes;  and  it  is  difmal  for  the  audi- 
ence to  confider  how  Valentine  and  the  poor  boy, 
■who,  it  feems,  had  a  coming  ftomach,  fhould  con- 
tinue there  all  the  time  the  mufic  was  playing, 
and  longer;  But,  to  eafe  them  of  their  pain,  by 
an  invention  which  the  poets  call  eataf.rophe,  Va- 
lentine, though  with  a  long  beard,  and  very  tveak 
with  fafting,  is  reconciled  to  Florida,  who,  em- 
bracing him,  fays,  "  I  doubt  I  have  offended  him 
"  too  much ;  but  1  will  attend  him  home,  cherifh 
"  him  with  cordials,  make  him  broths,"  (poor 
good-natured  creature  !  I  wi(h  fte  liad  Dr.  Lif- 
ter's book  to  help  her !)  "  anoint  hia  iimbs,  and 


"  be  a  nurfe,  a  tender  nurfe,  to  him.*'  Nor  do 
blefllngs  come  alone ;  for  the  good  mother,  having 
refrejhed  him  -with  -warm  baths,  and  lept  him  tenderly 
in  the  houfe,  orders  Favourite,  with  repeated  in- 
jundtions,  "  to  get  the  beft  entertainment  fhe  ever 
"  yet  provided,  to  confider  what  ftie  has  and 
"  what  file  wants,  and  to  get  all  ready  in  fevir 
"  hours."  And  fo  this  moft  regular  work  is  con- 
cluded with  a  dance  and  a  wedding-dinner.  I 
cannot  believe  there  was  any  thing  ever  more  of 
a  piece  than  the  comedy.  Some  perfons  may  ad- 
mire your  meagre  tragedies;  but  give  me  a  play 
where  there  is  a  profpedt  of  good  meat  or  good 
wine  ftirring  in  every  z&.  of  it. 

Though  I  am  confident  the  Author  had  writ- 
ten this  Play  and  printed  it  long  before  the  "  Art 
"  of  Cookery"  was  thought  of,  and  I  had  never 
read  it  till  the  other  Poem  was  very  nearly  per- 
feifled  ;  yet  it  is  admirable  to  fee  how  a  true  rule 
will  be  adapted  to  a  good  work,  or  a  good  work 
to  a  true  rule.  I  fhould  be  Iieartily  glad,  -for  the 
fake  of  the  public,  if  our  Poets,  for  the  future, 
would  make  ufe  of  fo  good  an  example.  I  doubt 
not  but,  whenever  you  or  1  write  Comedy,  we 
(hall  obferve  it. 

I  have  juft  now  met  with  a  furprifing  happinefs ; 
a  Friend  that  has  feen  two  of  Dr.  Lifler's  Works, 
one  "  De  Buccinis  Fhiviatilibus  et  Marinis  Ex- 
"  ercitatio,"  an  Exercitation  of  Sea  and  River 
Shell-fifh  5  in  which,  he  fays,  fome  of  the  chiefeft 
rarities  are  the  fizzle  and  fpermatic  vejfels  of  a 
Snail,  delineated  by  a  micfofcope,  the  omentum  or 
caul  of  its  throat,  its  Fallopian  tube,  and  its  fub- 
erocean  tejlicle ;  which  are  things  Hippocrates, 
Galen,  Celfus,  Farnelius,  and  Harvey,  were  never 
maflers  of.  The  other  curiofity  is  the  admirable 
piece  of  Ccelius  Apicius,  "  De  Opfonli«!  et  Condi- 
•'  ment's,  five  Arte  Coquinaria,  Libri  decern,"" 
being  Ten  Books  of  Soups  and  Sauces,  and  the 
Art  of  Cootiery,  as  it  is  excellently  printed  for  the 
Dodlor,  who  in  this  fo  important  affair  is  not  fuf- 
ficiently  communicative.  My  Friend  fays,  he  has 
a  promife  of  leave  to  read  it.  What  Remarks  he 
makes  7  fhall  not  be  envious  of,  but  impart  to 
him  I  love  as  well  as  his 

Moft  humble  fervant,  &c. 
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IN  IMITATION  OF 


HORACE'S  ART  OF  :^OETRY. 


TO   DR.  LISTER. 


JnCenioos  ListeA,  were  a  picture  drawn 
With  Cynthia's  face,  but  with  a  neck  like  brawn; 
"With  wings  of  Turkey,  and  with  feet  of  calf ; 
Though  drawn  by  Kneller,  it  would  make  you 

laugh  I 
Such  is,  good  Sir,  the  figure  of  a  feaft. 
By  fome  rich  farmer's  wife  and  firter  dreft  ; 
Which,  were  it  not  for  plenty  and  for  ftcani, 
Might  be  refembled  to  a  fick  man's  dream, 
Where  all  ideas  huddling  run  fo  faft, 
That  fyllabubs  come  firft,  and  foups  the  laft. 
Kot  but  that  cooks  and  poets  ftill  were  free, 
To  ufe  their  power  in  nice  variety ; 
Hence,  niackarel  leem  delightful  to  the  eyes. 
Though  drt'fs'd  with  incoherent  goofeberries. 
Crabs,  falmon,  lobfters,  are  with  Fennel  fpread, 
Who  never touch'd  that  herb  till  they  were  dead; 
Yet  no  man  lards  fait  pork  with  orange-peel. 
Or  garnifhes  his  lamb  with  fpitchcock'd  eel. 

A  cook  (erhaps  has  mighty  things  profefs'd,  T 
Then  fent  up  but  two  difties  nicely  drefs'd  :  C 
What  fignify  Scotch-collops  to  a  feaft  ?  3 

Or  y^u  can  make  whipp'd  cream;  pray  what  relief 
Will  that  be  to  a  failor  who  wants  beef; 
Who,  lately  fhipwreck'd,  never  can  have  eafe, 
Till  re-eftablifli'd  in  his  pork  and  peafe  ? 
When  once  begun,  let  induftry  ne'er  ceafe 
Till  it  has  render'd  all  things  of  one  piece : 
At  your  defert  bright  pewter  c.  mes  too  late. 
When  your  firli  courft  was  all  ferv'd  up  in  plate. 

Mult  knowing  Sir  !  the  greateft  part  of  cooks. 
Searching  for  truth,  are  cozcn'd  by  its  lonks 
One  would  have  all  things  little;  hciice  has  tried 
Turkey-poults  frefb'd,  from  th'  egg  in  batter  fried: 


Others,  t6  (hew  the  largenefs  of  their  fowl. 
Prepare  you  muttons  fwol'd,  and  oxen  whole. 
To  vary  the  fame  things,  fome  think  is  art : 
By  larding  of  hogs-feet  and  bacon- tart, 
T  he  tafte  is  now  to  that  perfection  brought. 
That  care,  when  wanting  Ikiil,  creates  the  fault. 

In  Covent-Garden  did  a  tailor  dwell. 
Who  might  deferve  a  place  in  his  own  hell : 
Give  him  a  fingle  coat  to  make,  he'd  do't ;         ~\ 
A  veft,  or  breeches,  fingly  :  but  the  brute  > 

Could  ne'er  contrive  al!  three  to  make  a  fuit :     j 
Rather  than  frame  a  fupper  like  fuch  clothes, 
I'd  have  fine  eyes  and  teeth,  without  my  nol'e. 

You  that  from  pliant  pafte  would  fabrics  raife, 
Expedling  thence  to  gain  immortal  prail'e. 
Your  knuckles  try,  and  let  your  finews  know 
Their  power   to   knead,   and  give  the  form  t» 

dough ; 
Choofe  your  materials  right,  your  feafoning  fix. 
And  with  your  fruit  refplendent  fugar  mix  : 
From  thtnce  of  courfe  the  figure  will  arifc. 
And  elegance  adorn  the  I'urface  of  your  pies. 

Baauty  from  order  fprings  :  the  judging  eye 
Will  tell  you  if  one  fingle  plate's  awry, 
The  cook  muft  flill  regard  the  prelent  time  ; 
T'  omit  what's  juft  in  feafon  is  a  crime. 
Your  infant  peafe  t'  afparagus  prefer. 
Which  to  the  fupper  you  may  bcft  defer. 

Be  cautious  how  you  change  old  bills  of  fare, 
Such  alterations  Ihould  at  leail  be  rare; 
Yet  credit  to  the  artift  will  accrue,  [new.- 

Who  in  known  things  ftill  makes  th'  appearance 
Frefti  dainties  are  by  Britain's  traffic  known, 
And  now  by  conllant  ufe  familiar  growiv 
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j^^at  lord  of  old  would  bid  his  cook  prepare 
Mangoes,  potargo,  champignons,  caveare  ? 
Or  would  our  thrum-capp'd  anceftors  find  fault, 
For  want  of  fugar-tongs,  or  fpoons  for  fait  ? 
New  things  produce  new  words,  and  thus  Monteth 
Has  by  one  veffel  fav'd  his  name  frum  death. 
The  feafons  change  us  all.    By  Autumn's  froll, 
The  fiiady  leaves  of  trees  and  fruit  are  loft. 
But  then  the  Spring  breaks  forth  with  frefti  fupplies, 
And  from  the  teeming  earth  new  buds  arifc. 
So  ftubble-geefe  at  Michaelmas  are  feen 
Upon  the  fpit ;  next  May  produces  green. 
The  fate  of  things  lies  always  in  the  dark  : 
What  cavalier  would  know  St.  James's  Park  *  ? 
For  Locket's  flands  where  gardens  once  did  fpring; 
And  wild-ducks  quack  where  gralshoppers  did  fing; 
A  princely  palace  on  that  fpace  does  rife. 
Where  Sedley's  noble  Mule  found  mulberries  f. 
Since  places  alter  thus,  what  conftant  thought 
Of  filling  various  difties  can  be  taught  ? 
For  he  pretends  too  much,  or  is  a  fool. 
Who'd  fix  thofe  things  where  fafhion  is  a  rule. 

"King  Hardicuute,  midft  Danes  and  Saxons  ftout, 
Carouz'd  in  nut-brown  ale,  and  din'd  on  grout ; 
Which  difh  its  priftine  honour  ftill  retains. 
And,  when  each  prince  ig  crown'd,  in  fplendour 
reign<. 
By  northern  cuftom,  duty  was  exprefs'd, 
To  friends  departed,  by  their  funeral  feaft. 
Though  I've  confulted  Holinfhed  and  Stow, 
1  find  it  very  difficult  to  know 
Who,  to  refrefh  th'  attendants  to  a  grave, 
Burnt-claret  firft  or  Naples-bifcuit  gave. 

Trotter  from  quince  and  apples  firft  did  frame 
A  pye,  which  ftill  retains  his  proper  name  : 
Though  common  grown,  yet,  with  white  fugar 

ftrow'd. 
And  butter'd  right,  itsgoodnefs  is  allow'd. 

As  wealth  flow'd  in,  and  plenty  fprang  from 
peace. 
Good-humour  reign'd,and pleafures  found  increafe. 
'Twas  ufual  then  the  banquet  to  prolong 
By  niuuc's  charm,  and  fome  delightful  long; 
Where  every  youth  in  pleafing  accents  ftrove 
To  tell  the  ftratagems  and  cares  of  love  ; 
How  (oitie  fi!ccef4ul  were,  how  others  croft; 
Then  to  the  Iparkhng  glafs  would  give  his  toaft, 
Whofc  bloom  did  moft  in  his  opinion  (hine, 
To  rehfti  boih  the  raufic  and  the  wine. 

Why  am  I  (lyl'd  a  cook,  if  I'm  fo  loth  T 

To  marinate  my  fifh,  or  fcafon  broth,  > 

Or  fend  up  what  I  roaft  with  pleafing  froth  ;       3 
If  I  my  mafter's^«/7o  won't  difcern. 
But,  through  my  baftiful  folly,  fcorn  to  learn  ?    _ 
When  among  friends   good  humour   takes  its 
birth, 
'  ris  not  a  tedious  feaft  prolongs  the  mirth  ; 


♦  In  the  time  of  King  Henry  VIII.  the  park  was  a  wild 
•wet  field  :  but  that  prince,  on  builJing  St  James  s  palace, 
inclofedjt.laid  it  out  in  wallcs,  and,  colleamg  the  waters 
tOK^'tlier,  gave  to  :he  newenclofed  ground  and  new-raiien 
buildii.Ethe  name  of  St.  James.  It  wasmuch  enlarged  hy 
Cliarles  II- ;  who  added  to  it  feveral  fields,  planted  it  witti 
■ows  of  lime-trees,  laid  out  the  Mall,  formed  tie  eana!, 
i'ith  ;;  decoy,  and  otner  punds,  for  water-Iowl. 
t  Ar comedy  called,"  The  .Mulberry  Garden, 


But  'tis  not  reafon  therefore  you  fhould  fpare, 
When,  as  their  future  burgefs,  you  prepare 
For  a  fat  corporation  and  their  mayor.  _ 

All  things  fhould  find  their  room  in  proper  place; 
And  what  adorns  this  treat,  would  that  difgrace. 
Sometimes  the  vulgar  will  of  mirth  partake, 
And  have  excefiive  doings  at  their  wake  : 
Ev'n  tailors  at  their  yearly  feafts  look  great. 
And  all  their  cucumbers  are  turn'd  to  meat. 
A  orince,  who  in  a  foreft  rides  aftray. 
And,  weary,  to  fome  cottage  finds  the  way, 
Talks  of  no  pyramidsof  fowl, or  bilks  of  fifti,  [difh; 
But,  hungry,  lups  his  cream  ferv'd  ap  in  earthen 
Quenches  his  thirft  with  ale  in  nut-brown  bowls. 
And  takes  the  hafty  raftier  from  the  coals  : 
Pleas'd  as  King  Henry  with  the  miller  free. 
Who  thought  himfelf  as  good  a  man  as  he. 
Unlefs  fome  fweetnefs  at  the  bottom  lie, 
Who  cares  for  all  the  crinkling  of  the  pye  ? 
If  you  would  have  me  merry  with  your  cheer, 

Be  fo  yourfclf,  or  fo  at  leaft  appear. 

The  things  we  eat  by  various  juice  control 

The  narrownefs  or  largenefs  of  our  foul. 

Onions  will  make  ev'n  heirs  or  widows  weep  ; 

The  tender  lettuce  "brings  on  fofter  fleep  ; 

Eat  beef  or  pye-cruft  if  you'd  ferious  be; 

Your  (hell-fifh  raifcs  "Venus  from  the  fea ; 

For  nature,  that  inclines  to  ill  or  good, 

Still  nourilhes  our  palTions  by  our  food. 

Happy  the  man  that  has  each  fortune  tried. 

To  whom  fhe  much  has  given,  and  much  denied ; 

With  abftiuence  all  delicates  he  fees, 

And  can  regale  himfelf  with  toaft  and  cheefe  : 

IYour  betters  will  defpife  you,  if  they  fee 
Things  that  are  far  furpafling  your  degree ; 
!  Therefore  lieyond  your  fubftance  never  treat; 
j  'Tis  plenty,  in  fmall  fortune,  to  be  neat. 

'Tin  r«.rrain  that  a  ftpvvard  Can't  afford 


i:- 


Tis  certain  that  a  ftevvard  can't  afford 
An  entertainment  equal  with  his  Lord. 
Old  age  is  frugal ;  gay  youth  will  abound 
With  heat,  and  fee  the  flowing  cup  go  round. 
A  widow  has  cold  pye  ;  nurle  gives  you  cake; 
From  generous  merchants  ham  or  fturgeon  take. 
The  farmer  has  brown  bread  as  frefli  as  day. 
And  butter  fragrant  as  the  dew  of  May. 
Cornwall  fquab-pye,  and  Devon  white-pot  brings; 
And  Leiceftcr  beans  and  bacon,  food  of  kings  : 
At  Chriftmas-time.be  careful  of  your  fame, 
See  the  old  tenants'  table  be  the  fame  ; 
Then,  if  you  would  fend  up  the  brawner's  head. 
Sweet  rofemary  and  bays  around  it  fpread  : 
His  foaming  tuflcs  let  fome  large  pippin  grace. 
Or  midft  thofe  thundering  fpears  an  orange  place; 
Saiice  like  himfelf,  ofienfive  to  its  foes. 
The  roguifti  muftard,  dangerous  to  the  nofe. 
Sack  and  the  well-fpic'd  hippocras  the  wine, 
Waffail  the  bowl  with  ancient  ribbands  fine. 
Porridge   with  plums,   and   turkeys  with 

chine. 
If  you  perhaps  would  try  fome  difh  unknown. 
Which  more  peculiarly  you'd  make  your  own. 
Like  ancient  failots  ftill  regard  the  coaft. 
By  venturing  out  too  far  you  may  be  loft. 
By  roafting  that  which  your  forefathers  boil'd. 
And  boiling  what  they  roafted,  much  is  fpoil'd. 


;  theT 
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That  cook  to  Britifli  palates  Is  complete, 
Whofe  favoury  hand  gives  turns  to  common  meat. 
'Wiough  cooks  are  often  men  of  pregnant  wit. 
Through  nicenefs  of  their  fubjeift,  few  have  writ. 
In  vvhal  an  aukward  found  that  ballad  ran. 
Which  with  this  bluftering  paragraph  began  : 

There  ivas  a  prince  of  Lubberland 
A.  potentate jif  high  command. 
Ten  thoufand  bakers  did  attend  him. 
Ten  thoufand  brc-wers  did  befriend  hixa  • 
The/e  brought  him  kiffiiig-crufis .  and  thofe 
Sraught  him  f mall-beer,  before  he  rofe. 

The  author  raifes  mountains  feeming  full, 
But  all  the  cry  producer,  little  ivool : 
So,  if  you  fue  a  beggar  for  a  boufe. 
And  have  a  verdiA,  what  d'ye  gain  ?  A  Loufe  1 
Homer,  naoie  modtft,  if  we  fearch  his  books, 
Will  fliew  lis  that  his  heroes  all  were  cooks ; 
How  lov'd  Patroclus  with  Achilles  joins, 
To  quarter  out  the  ox,  and  fpit  the  loins. 
Oh  could  that  poet  live  '  could  he  rehearfe 
Thy  journey,  Lijler,  in  Lmmortal  verfe  1 
JMvfe ,  ftitg  the  man  that  did  to  Paris  go, 
That  he  vsght  iafte  their  foups,  and  mufbtooms  hm-w  ! 

Oh, how  wouJd  Homer  praife  their  dancing  dogs, 
Their  {linking  cheefe,  and  fricafce  of  frogs  ! 
Jle'd  raife  no  fables,  fing  no  flagrant  lye. 
Of  boys  with  cuftard  chok.'d  at  Newberry  ; 
But  their  whole  courfes  you'd  entirely  fee, 
How  all  their  parts  from  firft  to  lafl  agree. 
If  you  all  forts  of  perfons  would  engage. 
Suit  well  your  eatables  to  every  age. 

The  favoiuite  child,  tl^at  juft  begins  to  prattle, 
And  throws  away  his  filver  bells  and  rattle. 
Is  very  humourfome,  and  makes  great  clutter, 
Till  he  has  windows  on  his  bread  and  butter  : 
He  for  repeated  fupper-meat  will  cry, 
Put  won't  tell  mammy  what  he'd  have,  or  why. 
The  fmooth-fac'd  youth,  that  has  new  guar-n 
dians  chofe,  f 

From  play-houfe  fteps  to  fupper  at  the  Rofe,       < 
Where  he  a  main  or  two  at  random  thro>vs :     j 
Squandering  of  wealth,  impatient  of  advice, 
His  eating  niufl  be  little,  collly,  nice, 

Maturer  age,  to  this  delight  grown  ftrange, 
£ach  night  frequents  his  club  behind  the  'Change, 
Expecting  there  frugality  and  health. 
And  honour  riling  from  a  fheriff's  wealth: 
Unlefs  he  fomc  infurance  dinner  lacks, 
'Tis  very  rarely  he  frequents  Pontack's. 
But  then  old  age,  by  ftill  intruding  years, 
Torments  the  feeble  heart  with  anxious  fears : 
Morofe,  perverfe  in  humour,  diffident. 
The  more  he  ftill  abounds,  the  lefs  content ; 
His  larder  and  his  kitchen  too  obferves. 
And  naiv,  lell  he  fhould  want  hereafter,  ft arves; 
Thinks  fcorn  of  all  ,;he  prefent  age  can  give. 
And  none  thefe  threefcore  years  knew  how  to  live. 
But  now  the  cook  mud  pal's  through  all  degrees. 
And  by  his  art  difcordant  tempers  pleafe, 
And  minifter  to  health  and  to  dilcafe. 

Far  from  the  parlour  have  your  kitchen  plac'd, 
I)ainties  may  in  their  working  be  difgrac'd. 
In  private  draw  your  poultry,  clean  your  tripe, 
And  fiom  your  eels  their  lliniy  i'ubftance  wipe. 


Let  cruel  ofRces  be  done  by  night, 

For  they  who  like  the  thing  abhor  the  fight. 

Next,  let  difcretion  moderate  your  coft. 
And,  when  you  treat,  three  courfes  be  the  moft. 
Let  never  frefli  machines  your  paftry  try, 
Unlefd  grandees  or  niagiftrates  are  by  : 
Then  you  inay  put  a  dwarf  into  a  pye. 
Or,  if  you'd  fright  an  alderman  and  mayor,         ' 
Within  a  pafly  lodge  a  living  hare ; 
Thv."n  midll  their  graveft  furs  Ihall  mirth  arife. 
And  all  the  Guild  purfue  with  joyful  cries. 

Crowd  not  your  table  :  let  your  number  be 
Not  more  than  feven,  and  never  lefs  than  three. 

'I'is  the  defert  that  graces  all  the  fcaft, 
For  an  ill  end  difparages  the  reft  : 
A  thoufand  things  well  done,  and  one  forgot, 
Defaces  obligation  by  that  blot. 
Make  yoiir  tranfparent  iweet-meats  truly  nice, 
With  Indian  fugar  and  Arabian  fpice  : 
And  let  your  various  creams  encircled  be 
With  fwelling  fruit  juft  ravifli'd  from  the  tree. 
Let  plates  and  dirties  be  from  China  brought, 
With  lively  paint  and  earth  tranfparent  wrought. 
The  feaft  now  done,  difcourfes  are  renew'd. 
And  witty  arguments  with  mirth  purfued. 
The  cheerful  mafter,  'midft  his  jovial  friends, 
His  glafs  "  to  their  beft  wifhes"  recommends. 
The  grace-cup  follows  to  his  fovereign's  health, 
And  to  his  country,  *'  Plenty,  peace,  and  wealth." 
Performing  then  the  piety  oi grace. 
Each  man  that  pleafes  re-aflumes  his  place; 
While  at  his  gate,  from  fuch  abundant  ftore. 
He  (howers  his  godlike  bleffings  on  the  poor. 

In  days  of  old,  our  fathers  went  to  war, 
Expe(51:ing  fturdy  blows  and  hardy  fare  : 
Their  beef  they  often  in  their  murrions  ftew'ci. 
And  in  their  bafket-hilts  their  beverage  brew'd. 
Some  ofSccr  perhaps  may  give  confent, 
To  a  large  cover'd  pipkin  in  his  tent, 
Where  every  thing  that  every  foldier  got,  *> 

Fowl,  bacon,  cabbage,  mutton,  and  what  hot,     > 
Was  all  thrown  into  bank,  and  went  to  pot.      j 
But,  when  our  conquefts  were  extenfive  grown, 
And   through  the  world  our  Britilh  worth  was 

known. 
Wealth  on  commanders  then  flow'd  in  apace. 
Their  Champaign  fparkled  equal  with  their  lace  ; 
Quails,  Beccofico's,  Ortolans,  were  fent, 
To  grace  the  levee  of  a  general's  tent ; 
In  their  gilt  plate  all  delicates  were  feen. 
And  what  was  earth  before  became  a  rich  terrene. 

When  the  young  players  once  get  to  Iflington, 
They   fondly    think    that    all   the   world's    their 

own  ; 
Prentices,  parilh-cleiks,  and  heiStors  meet ; 
He  that  is  drunk,  or  bullied,  pays  the  treat. 
Their  talk  is  loofe;  and  q'er  the  bouncing  ale 
At  conftables  and  jufticts  they  rail ; 
Not  thinking  cuftard  fuch  a  ferious  thing. 
That  common-council-men  'twill  thither  bring ; 
Where  many  a  man,  at  variance  with  his  wife. 
With   foftening*  mead  and  chcefe-cake  ends  the 
ftrife.  [difcourte, 

Ev'n  fquires  come  there,  and,  with  their  meaw 
Render  the  kitchen,  vliish  they  fu  in,  wprfc. 
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Midwives  demure,  and  chamber-maids  moft  gay, 
Foremen  that  pick  the  Imx,  and  come  to  play, 
Here  fiii;i  their  entertainment  at  the  height, 
In  crcLim  and  codhngs  revelling  with  delijjht. 
What  thefe  appr.  ve,  the  great  men  will  difiike  : 
But  here's  the  art,  if  you  the  palate  ftrike; 
By  management  of  common  things  fi>  well, 
1  hat  what  was  thought  the  meaneft  fliall  excel; 
While  (  thers  ftrive  in  vain,  all  perfons  own 
Such  dilhes  could  be  drefs'd  by  you  alone. 

When  ftraitei-.'d  in  your  time,  and  fervantsfew, 
You'll  righrly  then  compufe  an  amhlgue; 
Where  firfl  and  fecond  courfe,  and  your  defcrt, 
All  in  one  fingle  table  have  their  part. 
From  fuch  a  vaft  confufion  'ti«  delight,  ~> 

To  find  the  jariing  elements  unite,  > 

And  raife  a  firudlure  grateful  to  the  fight.  _) 

Be  not  too  far  by  old  example  led, 
With  caution  now  we  in  their  footfteps  tread  : 
The  French  our  relifli  help,  and  well  fupply 
The  want  of  things  toe  grofs  by  decency. 
Our  fathers  molt  admir'd  their  fauces  fweet, 
Av.d  often  afk'd  for  I'ugar  with  their  meat ; 
They  butter'd  currants  on  fat  veal  beftow'd. 
And  rurDps  of  beef  with  vicgin-honey  ftiew'd, 
Infipid  tafte,  old  friend,  to  them  who  Paris  know, 
Where  rocombole,  fliallot,  and  the  rank  garlic, 
grow. 

Tom  Bold  did  firft  begin  the  ftroIUng  mart, 
And  drove  abait  his  turnii  s  in  a  cart ; 
Sometimes  his  wife  the  citizens  would  pleafe. 
And  ftom  the  fame  machine  fell  pecks  of  peafe  ; 
Then  pippins  did  in  wheel-borrows  abound. 
And  oranges  in  whimfey-buards  went  round  : 
Befs  Hoy  firlf  found  it  troublefome  to  bawl. 
And  therefore  plac'd  her  cherries  on  a  (fall ; 
Her  currants  there  and  goofeberries  were  fpread, 
'yVith  the  enticing  gold  of  giiigerbread  : 
But  flounders,  I'prats,  and  cucuuibers,  were  cried, 
And  every  found  and  every  voice  was  tried. 
At  lafl;  the  Law  this  hideous  ciin  fupi  refs'd, 
And  ordcr'd  that  the  Sunday  Ihould  have  reft ; 
And  that  no  nymph  her  noify  fc'od  fhould  fell. 
Except  it  were  new  milk  or  mackarei. 

There  is  no  difh  but  whvit  our  cooks  have  made, 
And  merited  a  charter  by  their  trade.  [Spain, 

Not  French  kickfhaws,  or  ogiios  brought  from 
Alone  have  found  improvement  from  their  brain  , 
But  pudding,  brawn,  and  white-pots,  own'd  to  be 
Th'  tfte<5ls  or  native  ingenuity. 

Our  firitifb  fleet,  which  now  commands  the 
Might  glorious  wreaths  of  vi(Slory  obtain,    |main, 
Would  they  take  time ;   would  they  with  leilure 
work;  [pork ; 

With  care  would  fait  their  beef,  and  cure  their 
Would  boil  their  liquor  well  whene'er  they  brew, 
^heir  conqueji  half  is  to  the  'ulB.ualhr  due. 

IJecaufe  that  thrift  and  abftinence  are  good, 
As  many  things  if  rightly  underftood  : 
Old'Crofs  condemns  all  perfons  to  be  fops, 
That  can't  regale  themfelves  with  mutton-chops. 
He  often  for  fiuft  beef  to  Bedlam  runs, 
And  the  clean  rummer,  as  the  pefthoufe,  fhuns. 
Sometimes  poor  jack  and  onions  are  his  difh, 
And  then  he  ikiuts  thofe  friars  who  ilink  of  iiih. 
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As  for  myfelf,  I  take  him  to  abftain, 
Who  has  good  meat,  with  decency,  though  plain  i 
But,  though  my  edge  be  not  too  nicely  fct. 
Yet  I  another's  a]>petite  may  whet; 
May  teach  him  when  to  buy,  vvhen  feafon's  paft,"> 
What's  ftale,  what  choice,  what  plentiful,  what  f 
wafte ;  f" 

And  lead  him  through  the  various  maze  of  talie.J^ 

rhc  fundamental  piinciple  of  all 
Is  what  ingenious  co  ks  ths  relijh  call ; 
For.  when  the  market  fend-  in  loads  of  food, 
They  all  arc  taftelefs  till  thai  makes  them  good, 
Befides,  'tis  no  ignoble  piece  of  care. 
To  know  ft-r  whom  it  is  you  v/ould  prepare : 
You'd  pleafe  a  friend,  or  reconcile  a  brother, 
A  telly  father,  or  a  haughty  mother ; 
Would  mollify  a  judge,  would  cram  a  fquire. 
Or  elfe  fome  i'miles  from  court  you  may  deCre; 
Or  would,  perhaps,  fome  hafty  fupper  give, 
Co  Ihew  the  fplendid  flate  in  which  you  live. 
Purfuant  to  that  intereft  you  propofe. 
Mull:  all  yur  wine  and  all  your  meat  be  chofe. 
let  men  and  manners  every  difli  adapt : 
Who'd  fiirce  his  pepper  where  his  guefts  arc  f A?// ^ 
A  cauldrori  of  fat  betf  and  ftoop  of  ale 
On  the  huzzaing  mob  fhall  more  prevail. 
Than  if  yi  u  give  them  with  the  niceft  art 
Ragouts  of  peacocks  brains, or  filbert-tart. 

rhc  French  by  fnips  and  /jaitt-gouts  glory  raifcj 
And  their  dcfires  all  terminate  in  praifc. 
The  thrifty  maxim  of  the  weary  Dutch 
Is,  to  lave  all  the  money  they  can  touch  : 
"  Hans,"  cries  the  father,  "  fee  a  pin  lies  there ; 
"  .A.  pin  a  day  will  fetch  a  groat  a-year. 
"  To   your   five   farthings  join    three   farthings 

"   more ; 
"  And  they,  if  added,  make  your  halfpence  fourl" 
Thus  may  your  (lock  by  management  iucreafc, 
Your  wars   fhall   gain  you   more  than  Britain's 

peace- 
Where  love  of  wealth  and  rufly  coin  prevail,  ' 
What  hopes  of  fugar'd  takes  or  batter'd  ale  .' 

Cooks  garnilh  out  fome  tables,  fome  they  fiU, 
Or  in  a  prudent  mixture  Ihew  their  fkill  : 
Clog  not  your  conftant  meals;  lordifhes  few 
Incrcafe  the  appetite,  when  choice  and  new, 
iiv':   they,  who  will  extravagance  profefs. 
Have  ftill  an  inward  hatred  for  excels: 
Meat,  forc'd  too  much,  untouch'd  at  table  lies, 
bew  care  for  earning  trifles  in  dil'guife. 
Or  that  fantaftic  difh  foriic  call  Jurprife. 
When  pleahires  to  the  eye  and  palate  meet. 
That  Cook  has  rcnder'd  hi-  great  work  complete; 
His  glory  lar,  like  furloin  knighthuod,  flies; 
Immortal  made,  as  Kit-cat  by  his  pyes. 

Good-natuie  mull  fome  failings  overloot. 
Not  wilfulnel's.  but  errors  of  the  cook. 
A  firing  won't  always  give  the  found  defign'i 
By  the  mufician's  touch  and  heavenly  mind : 
Nor  will  an  arrow  from  the  Parthian  bow 
Still  to  the  deflin'd  point  direcStiy  go. 
Perhaps  no  fait  is  thrown  about  the  difli. 
Or  no  fried  parlley  fcatter'd  on  the  fifji ; 
Shall  I  in  palTion  from  my  dinner  fly, 
Aiid  hopes  of  pardon  to  my  cook  deny,. 
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For  things  which  careleffnefs  might  overfee, 

And  all  mankind  commit  as  well  as  he  ? 

I  with  companion  onte  may  overlook 

A  fcewer  fent  to  table  by  my  cook  : 

But  thinlc  not  therciore  tamely  I'll  permit  T 

That  he  flioulJ  daily  trie  fame  fault  permit  > 

For  fear  the  rafcal  fend  me  up  the  fpic  1  J 

Poor  ^ojjer  Fowler  had  a  generous  mind, 
Nor  v/ould  fubmit  to  have  his  hand  confiii'd, 
But  aim'J  at  all,  yet.  never  could  excel 
In  a-.iy  thing  bat  ftuuing  of  his  veal : 
^ut,  whcii  tJiat  difli  vi'as  iu  perfedion  feen. 
And  that  alone  v/ou!d  it  not  move  your  Ipleen  1 
Tis  true,  in  a  long  worjc,  foft  flumbers  cieep. 
And  gently  fiuk  the  artift. into  llcep. 
Ev'n  Lamb  himftlf,  at  the  moil  /ole'mn  feaft. 
Might  have  iome  cbafgers  not  exiidlly  dreft. 

Tables  ftiould  be  like  pictures  to  the  fight, 
Some  diflies  caft  in  fliadc,  fume  fpread  in  lig'it, 
Seme  at  a  diflancc  brighten,  fome  near  hand, 
"Where  cafe  may  all  their  ddki.t<.e  command  : 
Some  fliould  be  mov'd  when  broken  ;  others  laQ; 
Through  the  whole  treat,  incentive  to  the  tafte. 

Locket,  by  many  labours  feeble  grown. 
Up  from  the  kitchen  call'd  his  eldeil  Ion  : 
"    I'hough  wife  thyfelf,"  fays  he,  "  though  taught 

"  by  me, 
"  Yet  fix  this  fentence  in  thy  memory  : 
"  T^cre  are  fome  certain  things  chat  don't  excel, 
"   And  yet  we  fay  are  tolerably  ivell  : 
"  There's  many  worthy  men  a  lawyer  prize, 
"  Whom  they  diftinguifli  as  of  midMt  liae, 
"  For  pleading  well  at  bar,  or  turning  books; 
"  But  this  is  not,  my  fon,  the  fate  of  cooks, 
"  From  whole  myflcriousart  true  picafures  fpriiigs 
"  To  flail  of  garter,  and  to  throne  of  kings. 
"  A  limple  fceue,  a  difobliging  fong, 
"  Which  no  way  to  the  main  defign  belong, 
•'Or  were  they  abfent  never  would  be  mif>'d, 
''  Have  made  a  well  wrought  comedy  be  hifs'd  : 
"  So  in  a  fcafl.  no  intermediate  fault 
"  Will  be  allow'd  ;  but,  if  not  beft,  'tis  naught." 

He  that  of  feeble  nerves  and  joints  complains, 
From  nine-pins,   coits,    and  from  trap-ball,  ab- 

■flalns; 
Cudgels  avoids,  and  fhuns  the  wreflling- place, 
Leil  vinegar  refound  his  loud  difgrace. 
But  everyone  to  cookery  pretends; 
Nor  maid  nor  miilrefs  e'er  confult  their  friends. 
But,  Sir,  If  you  would  roaft  a  pig,  be  free  : 
Why  not  with  Brawn,  with  I.x)cket,  or  with  me  ? 
We'll  fee  when  'tis  enough,  when  both  eyes  out, 
Or  if  it  wants  the  nice  conclsding  bout ; 
But,  if  it  lies  too  long,  the  crackling's  pall'd, 
Not  by  the  drudging- box  to  be  recall'd. 

Our  Cambrian  fathers,  fparing  in  their  food. 
Firft  boil'd  their  hunted  goats  on  bars  of  wood. 
Sharp  hunger  was  their  feafoning,  or  they  took 
Such  fait  as  IfTued  from  the  native  rock. 
Their  fallading  was  never  far  to  feek. 
The  poignant  water  grafs,  or  favoury  leek ; 
Until  the  Britifli  bards  adorn'd  this  ifle, 
And  taught  them  how  to  roaft,  and  how  to  boil : 
Then  Talieflin  rofe,  and  fwectly  flrung 
His  Britifli  harp,  inftrunSing  whilft  he  fung  : 


Taught  them  that  honefty  they  ftill  poffcfs, 

Their  truth,  their  open  heart,  their  modeft  drefs, 

Duty  to  kindred,  conftancy  to  friends, 

And  inward  worth,  which  always  recommends; 

Contempt  of  wealth  and  pleafure,  to  appear 

To  all  maidvind  with  hofpitable  cheer. 

In  after  ages,  Arthur  and  his  knights 

At  his  round  table  to  record  their  fights, 

Cities  eraz'd,  encampments  forc'd  in  field,  "^ 

Monflers  lubdued,  and  hideous  tyrants  quell'd,  f 

Infi.'ir'd  that  Cambrian  foul   which  ne'er  can  • 

yield. 
Then  Guy,  the  pride  of  Warwick,  truly  great. 
To  future  heroes  due  example  fet. 
By  his  capacious  cauldron  made  appear. 
From  whence  the  fpirits  rife,  and  ftrength  of  war. 
The  prefent  age,  to  gallantry  inclin'd. 
Is  pleas'd  with  vaft  improvements  of  the  mind. 
He  that  of  honour,  wit,  and  mirth,  partakes, 
May  be  a  fit  companion  o'er  beef-fteaks ; 
His  name  may  be  to  future  times  enroll'd 
in  Eftcourt's  book  *,  whofe  gridiron's  fram'd  of 

gold. 
Scorn  not  thefe  lines,  defign'd  to  let  you  know 
Profits  that  from  a  well-plac'd  table  flow. 

'Tis  a  fage  queftion,  if  the  art  of  cooks 
Is  lodg'd  by  nature,  or  attain'd  by  books  : 
That  man  will  never  frame  a  noble  treat, 
Whofe  whole  dependence  lies  in  fome  receipt : 
Then  by  pure  nature  every  thing  is  fpoil'd, 
She  knows  no  more  than  ftew'd,  bak'd,  roaft,  and 

boird. 
When  art  and  nature  join,  th'  cfFeft  will  be 
Some  nice  ragout,  or  chzrmirtg  frica/ee. 

I'lie  lad  that  would  his  genius  fo  advance. 
That  on  the  rope  he  might  fecurely  dance, 
From  tender  years  enures  himfeJf  to  pains,  "y 

To  Sunmier's  parching  heat,  and  Winter's  rains,  C 
And  from  the  fire  of  wine  apd  love  abftains;      3 
No  anifl  can  his  hautboy's  ftops  command, 
Unlefs  fome  fkilful  matter  form  his  hand : 
But  gentry  take  their  cooks  though  never  tried 
It  feems  no  more  to  them  than  up  and  ride. 
Preferments  granted  thus  fhew  him  a  fool. 
That  dreads  a  parent's  check,  or  rods  at  fchooJ. 

Ox-cheek  when  hot, and  wardens  bak'd,  fome  cry; 
But  'tis  with  an  intention  men  fhould  buy. 
Others  abound  with  fuch  a  plenteous  ftore, 
f  hat,  if  you'll  let  them  treat,  they'll  aik  no  more: 
And  'tis  the  vaft  ambition  of  their  foul, 
To  fee  their  port  admir'd,  and  table  full. 
But  then,  amidft  that  cringing  fawning  crowd. 
Who  talk  fo  very  much,  ^nd  luugh  fo  loud, 
Who  with  fuch  grace  his  honour's  aiftions  praife. 
How  well  he  fences,  dances,  fings,  and  plays; 
Tell  him  his  livery's  rich,  his  chariot's  fine. 
How  choice  his  meat,  and  delicate  his  wine ; 

♦  That  is  "  be  admitted  a  member  of  The  Beaf  ftesk 
Club"---Richard  1  (icourt,  who  was  a  Player  and  Dra- 
matic Writer,  is  celebrated  in  the  Spedlator,  aspolleffed  of 
a  fprightly  wi',  and  an  eafy  and  n.itural  politein-l's.  His 
company  was  much  coveted  by  the  RTtit,  on  account  of 
his  qualifications  as  a  boon  companion.  When  the  tamou* 
Bectiteak  Club  was  hrll  inlUtnleil,  lie  had  the  office  of 
of  Providore  affigned  him  ;  and,  as  a  mark  of  ditiinilioij, 
ufed  to  wc.ir  a  fmall  Rridiron  of  piild  hung  about  his  neck 
with  a  green  lilk  ribband.    He  died  in  the  year  i  - 1 3. 
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STirroundcJ  thus,  Bov*  Ihonld  the  youth  defcry 
The  happincf".  of  friendfhip  from  a  lie  ? 
Friends  aifi  with  cautious  temper  vrhen  fincere; 
But  flattering  impudence  h  void  of  care: 
So  at  an  Irifli  funeral  appears 
A  train  of  drabs  with  mercenary  tears; 
WhOjWrin^ifing  oft  their  hands,  with  hideous  moan. 
Know  not  Isis  name  for  whom  they  feeni  to  groan  ; 
While  real  grief  with  fiient  fteps  proceeds, 
And  love  u  ifeig-n'd  with  inward  paffion  bleeds. 
Haru  fate  of  wealth  ;  V/ere  lords  as  butchers  wife, 
They  from  their  meat  would  banifh  all  tht  JlUs t 
The  Perfian  kings,  with  wine  and  maffy  bov/1, 
Search'd  to  the  dark  recefTes  nf  the  foul ; 
That,  fo  laid  open,  no  one  might  pretend, 
Unlefj  a  man  of  worth,  to  be  their  friend. 
But  n.'iw  the  gueits  their  patrons  undermine; 
And  flaiider  chcm,  for  giving  them  their  wine. 
Great  men  have  dearly  thus  companions  bought  i") 
Unlefs  by  thefe  inftru<flionb  they'll  be  taught,     ( 
They  fpread  the  net,  and  will  themfelvcs  htt 
caught.  J 

_  Were  Horace,  that  great  mafler,  now  alive, 
A  feafl  with  wit  and  judgment  he'd  contrive. 
As  thus  :— Suppofing  that  you  would  rehearfe 
A  iahoiir'd  work,  and  every  difh  a  verfs  ; 
He'd  lay,  "  Mend  this,  and  t'other  line,  and  this." 
If  after  trial  it  were  fiill  amifs. 
He'd  bid  you  give  it  a  rrew  turn  of  face, 
Or  fet  fome  difh  more  curious  in  its  place. 
If  you  perfift,  he  would  not  ftrivc  to  move 
A  palTion  io  delightful  as  felf-love. 

We  fhoiild  i'libmit  cur  treats  to  critics'  view, 
And  every  prudent  cook  fhould  read  BolTu. 
Judgment  provides  the  meat  in  feafon  fit. 
Which  by  the  genius  dreft,  its  fauce  i*  wif. 
Good  beef  lor  mer..     Pudding  for  ynuth  and  age. 
Come  up  to  tiie  decorum  of  the  ftage. 
The  critic  ftnkes  out  all  that  is  not  jufl. 
And  'tis  ev'n  fu  the  butler  chips  his  cruft. 
Poets  and  paTirj-cooks  will  be  the  fame. 
Since  both  of  them  their  images  mufl  frame, 
Chimaras  from  the  poet's  fancies  flow  ; 
The  cook  contrives  his  fhapes  in  real  dough. 
When  truth  comniands,   there's  no  man  can 
offend. 
That  with  a  modcfl  love  correfts  his  friend. 
Though  'tis  in  toafting  bread,  or  buttering  peafe, 
So  the  reproof  has  ten;per,  hindnefs,  eafe. 
But  why  fhould  we  reprove  when  faults  are  fmall  ? 
Becaufe  'tis  better  to  have  none  at  all. 
There's  often  weight  in  things  that  feem  the  leafl. 
And  our  mofl  trilling  follies  raife  the  jeft. 

'Tis  by  his  clcanlinefs  a  cook  muft  pleafe  ; 
A  kitchen  will  admit  of  no  difeafe. 
The  fowler  and  the  huntfman  both  may  run 
Amidft  that  dirt  which  he  mufl  nicely  iTiun. 
Empedocles,  a  fage  of  old,  would  raife 
A  name  immortal  by  unuiual  ways; 
At  laft  his  fancies  grew  fo  very  odd, 
He  thought  by  ronjllng  to  be  made  a  god. 
Though  fat,  he  leapt  with  his  unwieldy  fluff 
In  Etna's  flames,  fo  to  have  fire  enough. 
Were  my  cook  fat,  and  I  a  llander-by, 
I'd  rather  than  himfelf  his  filh  fhould  fry. 

Vol.  VI. 


There  are  fome  perfons  fo  rxcefTive  r'.ide. 
That  to  your  private  table  they'll  intrude. 
In  vain  you  fly,  in  vain  pretend  to  fail; 
'i'urn  like  a  fox,  they'll  catch  you  at  the  lad. 
You  mufl,  fince  bars  and  doors  are  no  defence, 
Ev'n  quit  your  houfe  as  in  a  peflilence. 
Ee  quick,  nay  very  quick,  or  he'll  approach, 
And,  as  you're  fcampering,  flop  you  in  your  coach. 
Then  think  of  all  your  fins,  and  you  will  fee 
How  right  your  guiit  and  puniflmient  agree  : 
Perhaps  no  tender  pity  could  prevail, 
But  you  would  throw  fome  debtor  into  goal. 
Now  mark  th'  efFeifl  of  this  prevailing  curfe. 
You  are  detain'd  by  fometliing  that  is  worfe. 

Were  it  in  my  ek(5}ion,  I  fhould  chnofe. 
To  meet  a  revenous  wulf  or  bear  got  loole. 
He'll  eat  and  talk,  and  talking  (till  will  eat. 
No  quarter  from  the  the  parafite  3'ou'll  get ; 
But,  like  3  leech  well  fix'd,  he'll  fuck  what's  good, 
And  never  part  till  fitisfied  with  blood. 


LETTER    IX. 


To  Mr.. 


Dear  Sir, 
I  MUST  communicate  my  happinefs  to  you,  be- 
caufe you  are  fo  much  my  friend  as  to  rejoice  ac 
it.  I  fome  days  ago  met  with  an  old  acquaint- 
ance, a  curious  perfon,  of  whom  I  enquired  if  he 
had  fcen  the  book  concerning  Soups  and  Sauces. 
He  told  mc  he  had;  but  that  he  had  but  a  very- 
flight  view  of  it,  the  perfon  who  was  mailer  of  jc 
not  being  willing  to  part  withfo  valuable  a  rarity 
out  of  his  clofet.  I  dcfired  him  to  give  me  what 
account  he  could  of  it.  He  fays,  that  it  is  a  verv 
handfome  oiflavo  ;  for,  ever  iincc  the  days  o'£ 
Ogilby,  good  paper,  ar,d  good  print,  and  fine  cuts, 
make  a  book  become  ingenious,  and  brighten  up 
an  author  flrangely;  that  there  is  a  copiousindex  ; 
and  at  the  end  a  catalogue  of  all  the  dodlor's 
works,  concerning  cockles,  Englilh  beetles,  fnails, 
Ipiders  that  get  up  into  the  air  and  throw  us 
down  cobwebs,  a  moiiflcr  vomited  up  by  a  baker, 
and  fuch  like ;  which,  if  carefully  perufed,  would, 
wonderfully  improve  us.  There  is,  it  fccms,  no 
manufcript  of  it  in  England,  nor  any  other  country 
that  can  be  heard  of;  fo  that  this  iniprelfion  is 
from  one  of  Humelbergius,  who,  as  my  friend 
fays,  he  docs  not  believe  contrived  it  himfelf,  be- 
caufe the  tilings  are  fo  very  much  out  of  the  way, 
that  it  is  not  probable  any  learned  man  would  fet 
himfelf  ferioufly  to  work  to  invent  them.  He 
tells  me  of  this  ingenious  remark  made  by  the 
editor  "  Thar,  whatever  manufcripts  there  might 
"  have  been,  they  muft  have  been  extremely  vi- 
"  cious  and  corrupt,  as  being  written  out  by  tha 
"  ccoks  themfclves,  or  fome  of  their  friends  or 
"  fervants,  v.'ho  are  not  always  the  mofl  accu- 
"  rate."  And  then,  as  my  friend  obfcrved,  if  the 
cook  had  ufed  it  much,  it  might  be  fullied;  the 
cook,  perhaps,  not  always  licking  his  fingers  when 
he  had  occafion  for  it.  I  fhould  think  it  no  im- 
provident matter  for  the  ftate  to  order  a  fclcft 
Uu 
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fcrivencr  to  tranfcribe  receipts,  left  ignorant 
women  and  houfekeepers  fhould  impofe  upon 
future  ages  by  ill-fpelt  and  uncorreft  receipt',  for 
potting  of  lobftcrs,  or  pickling  of  turkeys.  Cxlius 
Apicius,  it  feenis,  pafTes  for  the  author  of  this 
treatife  ;  whofe  fcience,  learning,  and  difcipline, 
were  extremely  contemned,  and  almoft  abhorred, 
by  Seneca  and  the  ftoics,  as  Introducinp;  luxury, 
and  infedling  the  manners  of  the  Romans  ;  and  fo 
lay  negle(5ted  till  the  inferior  ages;  but  then  were 
introduced,  as  being  a  help  to  phyfir,  to  which  a 
learned  author,  called  Donatus,  fays,  that  "  the 
"  kitchen  is  a  handmaid."  1  remember  in  our 
days,  though  we  cannot  in  every  refpecft  come  up 
to  the  ancients,  that,  by  a  very  good  author,  an  old 
gentleman  is  introduced  as  making  ufe  of  three 
dodors,  Dr,  Diet,  Dr.  Qniet,  and  Dr.  Merriman. 
They  are  reported  to  be  excellent  phyficians;  and, 
if  kept  at  a  conflant  ptnfion,  their  fees  will  not  be 
very  coftly. 

It  feemf,  as  my  friend  has  learned,  there  were 
two  perfons  that  bore  the  name  of  Apicius,  one 
under  the  republic,  the  other  in  the  time  <>f  Ti- 
berius, who  is  recorded  by  Pliny,  "  to  have  had 
•'  a  great  deal  of  wit  and  judgment  in  all  affairs 
"  that  related  to  eating,"  and  confequently  has 
his  name  affixed  to  many  forts  of  aumulets  and 
pancakes.  Nor  were  emperors  lefs  contributors 
to  fo  great  an  undertaking,  as  Vitellius,  Commo 
duf,  Didius,  Julianus,  and  Varius  Heliogabalus, 
whofe  imperial  names  are  prefixed  to  manifold 
receipts,  the  lad  of  which  emperors  had  the  pe- 
culiar glory  of  firll  making  faufages  cf  fnrimps, 
crabs,  oyflcrs,  fpravvns,  and  lobflers.  And  thcfe 
fiufages  being  mentioned  by  the  aiuhor  which  the 
editor  publiflies,  from  that  and  many  other  argu- 
ments the  learned  Doiflor  irrefragably  maintains, 
that  the  book,  as  ikav  printed  could  not  be  tran- 
fcribed  till  after  the  time  of  Heliofjabalus,  who 
cloritd  in  the  titles  of  Apicius  and  Vitellius,  more 
thsn  Antoninus,  who  had  gained  his  reputation  by 
a  temperate,  auftere,  and  folid  virtue.  And,  it 
feems,  under  his  admjnlfl  ration,  a  perfon  that  found 
out  a  new  foup  mij^ht  have  as  great  a  ■.  eward  as 
Drake  or  Damrier  niitrht  exj^ed:  for  firding  out  a 
new  Continent.  My  friend  fays  the  editrrs  tells  us 
of  unheard-of  dainties;  how  "  jE.fopiis  had  afu-;  per 
*'  of  the  tongues  of  birds  that  could  fptak  ;"  and 
that  "  his  daughter  regaled  on  pearls,"  though 
he  does  rot  tell  us  how  ffie  drefled  them ;  how 
"  Hortenfius  left  ten  thoufand  pities  cf  wine  in 
"  his  cellar,  for  his  heir'.s  drir.klng  •,"  how  "  Ve- 
"  dius  Pcliio  fed  his  fifli  j  onda  with  man's  flcfii  ;" 
and  how  "  C"a;far  bought  fix  thouland  weight  of 
"  lampreys  for  his  trium;  hai  fupper  "  He  fays, 
the  editor  proves  equally  to  a  cemonftratinn,  by 
the  prepc.rtioiis  and  quantities  fet  down,  and  the 
Dauleoufnels  of  the  ingredients,  that  the  dinners 
vi  the  emperors  were  ordered  by  their  phyficians; 
tind  that  the  recipe  was  taiicn  by  the  cook,  as  the 
tollegiate  tio61ors  would  do  their  bills,  to  a  mo- 
fJerii  apotlitcary  ;  and  that  this  cuftcm  was  taken 
froir  the  Egyptians;  and  that  this  n'ethod  lon'i 
I'.ucd  till  the  Gi'^hs  aiid  Vandals  over-ran  the  VVeft- 
ciii  Empire  ;  and  tiiat  they,  by  ufe,  cxcrcife,  and 
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;  neccfiity  cf  abftinencc,  introduced  the  eating  of 
cheefe  and  venif  m  without  thofe  additional  fauces, 
which  the  phyficians  of  old  found  cut  to  reftore 
the  depraved  appetites  of  fuch  great  men  as  had 
loft  their  ftomachs  by  an  excefs  of  luxury.  Out  of 
the  ruins  of  Erafiftratus's  book  of  Endive,  Glaucus 
Lorrenfis  of  Coiv-heel,  Mithscus  i  f  Hot-pots,  Die- 
nyfius  of  Sugar  fops  Agis  ot  Pickled  I  rccm-buds, 
Epinetus  of  Sack-pojfet,  Euthedemus  of  Apple-dump- 
lings, Hegifippus  of  Black-pudding,  Crito  of  So-u-ced 
Maciarel,  Stejhanus  of  Lemon  cream,  Archites  of 
Hog's  HarJIef,  Acciiin?  ni  ^^uince-marmalade,  Hicke- 
fuis  of  Potted  Pigeons,  Diodes  of  Szveet  Breads,  and 
Philiftion  of  Oa^  i  ji^ifj,  and  feveral  other  fuch  au- 
thors, the  great  Hiinielbergius  ccmpoied  his  anno- 
tations upcn  Apicius ;  whofe  receipts,  when  part 
of  fully,  Livy,  and  Tacitus,  have  been  neglcvfted 
and  loft,  were  prefervcd  in  the  u  moft  parts  of 
Tranfylvania,  for  the  peculiar  palate  of  the  inge- 
nious editor.  Eatirus  Latinius  finds  fault  with 
feveral  diflies  of  Apicius,  and  is  pleafed  to  fay  they 
are  naufeous;  but  our  editor  defends  that  great 
perfon,  by  fliewing  the  difference  of  our  cuftoms; 
how  Plutarch  fays,  "  the  ancients  ufed  no  pep- 
"  per,"  whereas  all,  or  at  leafl  five  or  fix  hundred, 
of  Apicius's  delicates  were  feafoned  with  it.  Eor 
we  may  as  well  admire  that  fome  Weft  Indians 
fliould  abftain  from  fait,  as  that  wc  ftiould  be  able 
to  bear  the  bitternefs  of  hops'  in  our  common 
drink  :  and  therefore  we  fli<  uld  not  be  averfe  to 
rue,  cun-.miin,  pjrftey  feed.  niarfh-n;allows,  cr 
nettles,  with  our  common  meat ;  or  to  have  pep- 
per, honey,  fait,  vinegar,  raifins,  muftard,  and 
oil,  rue,  maftic,  and  cardamums,  ftrown  pro- 
niifcuouCy  over  cur  dinner  when  it  cmes  to  table. 
IViy  friend  tells  me  of  fome  (lioit  obfervaticns  he 
made  out  of  the  annotation'^,  which  he  ovvts  to  his 
memory ;  and  therefore  begs  pardon  if  in  fume 
th'ugs  he  my  miflake,  becaufe  it  is  not  wilfully, 
as,  that  Papiiius  Petrus  was  the  great  patron  of 
cuftard  :  that  the  "  letr.iibarmacon,  a  difti  much 
"  admired  by  the  Enipercrs  Adrian  and  Alcxan- 
"  der  Severus,  was  made  of  pheafant,  peacock,  a 
'  wild  fow'.s  hi'fk  and  ud(ier,  with  a  bread  pud- 
"  ding  over  it  ;  and  that  the  naim-  ar.d  reifcn  of 
"  fo  odd  a  difli  arc  to  be  fought  for  among  the 
"  pliyficia.ns." 

'['he  work  is  divided  into  ten  books;  of  which 
the  firft  treats  nf  foups  and  pickles,  and  amnrgft 
other  thipgs  (hews  that  fauce  pans  were  tinned 
before  the  time  cf  Pliny  ;  that  Gordian  ufed  a  glafs 
of  bitter  in  a  moinirg  ;  that  the  ancicists  fcalded 
their  wine;  and  that  burnt  claret,  as  now  prac- 
tifcd,  with  fpice  and  fi'gar,  is  pernicious;  that 
the  adulteration  of  wine  was  as  ancient  as  Cato  ; 
that  Braivn  was  a  Roman  difti,  which  Apicius 
commends  as  7t;oWi?r/(// ;  its  fauce  then  was  n-uf- 
tard  and  hi/iiey,  before  the  frequent  ufe  (;f  fu- 
gcr  t  nor  were  fowced  hogs-fect,  chetks,  and 
cars,  unknown  to  thufe  ages.  It  is  very  probable, 
they  Were  rot  fo  fuperft  tious  as  to  have  fi> 
great  a  delicate  only  at  Chriftmas  It  were  wortii 
a  diflcrtation  l.'erwcen  two  learned  perfon>,  fo  it 
w*re  managed  v.  ith  ten. per  and  candour,  to  know 
whethtr  the  Bxitons  taught  it  to  the  Ri.raans,  or 
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whether  Csefar  introduced  it  into  Britain  :  and  it 
is  ftrange  he  fliould  take  no  noticce  of  it ;  'vhere 
as  he  has  recorded  that  they  did  not  eat  hare's 
flefli;  that  the  ancients  ufed  to  marinate  their  fifh, 
by  frying  them  in  oil,  and,  the  moment  they  were 
taken  out,  pouring^  boiling  vinegar  upon  them. 
The  learned  annotator  obferves,  that  the  beft 
way  of  keeping  the  liquor  in  oyfters,  is,  by  laying 
the  deep  flieli  downwards  ;  and  by  this  means  A 
picius  conveyed  oyfters  to  Tiberius  when  in  Pjr- 
thia  ;  a  noble  invention,  fincc  made  ufe  of  at  Col 
chefter  with  moft  admirable  fuccefs  !  What  eftates 
might  Brawn  or  Locket  have  git  in  thefe  days, 
when  Apicius,  only  for  broiling  fprouts  after  a 
new  fafliion,  defervedly  came  into  the  good  graces 
of  Drufus,  who  then  commanded  the  Roman 
armies ! 

The  firft  book  having  treated  of  fauces  or 
{landing  pickles  for  relifh,  which  are  ufed  in  moft 
of  the  Succeeding  receipts;  the  fecond  has  a  glo- 
rious fuhjeift,  of  faufages,  both  with  Ikins  and 
without,  which  contains  matters  no  lefsremarkakle 
than  the  former.  The  ancients  that  were  delicate 
in  fheir  eating,  prepared  their  own  muflirooms 
with  an  amber,  or  at  leaft  a  filver  knife ;  where 
the  annotator  (hews  elegantly,  againft  Hardouinus, 
that  the  whole  knife,  and  not  only  the  handle, 
was  of  amber,  or  filver,  left  the  ruftinefs  of  an 
ordinary  knife  might  prove  infcdlious.  This  is  a 
nicety  which  I  hope  we  may  in  time  arrive  to; 
for  the  Britons,  though  not  very  forward  in  in  ■ 
ventions,  yet  are  outdone  by  no  nations  in  imita- 
tion or  improvements. 

The  third  book  is  of  fuch  edibles  as  are  pro- 
duced in  gardens.  The  Romans  uled  mtrt,  to 
make  their  herbs  look  green ;  the  annotator  ftiews 
our  faltpetre  at  prefent  to  differ  from  the  ancient 
nitre.  Apicius  had  a  way  of  mincing  them  firft 
with  oil  and  fait,  and  fo  boiling  them;  which 
Pliny  commends.  But  the  prefent  receipt  is.  To 
let  the  water  boil  well ;  throw  in  fait  and  a  bit  of 
butter  ;  and  fo  not  ainly  fprouts,  but  fpinage,  will 
be  green.  There  is  a  moft  extraordinary  obferva- 
tion  of  the  editor's,  to  which  I  caf  not  but  agree  ; 
that  it  is  a  vulgar  error,  that  walnut  tree,  like 
Ruffian  wives,  thrive  the  better  for  being  beaten  ; 
and  that  long  poles  and  ftones  are  ufed  by  boys  and 
others  to  get  the  fruit  down,  the  walnut  tree  be 
ing  fo  very  high  they  coald  not  ■'  therwife  -each  it, 
rather  out  of  kindnefs  to  themfelves,  than  any  re 
ga-d  to  the  tree  that  bears  it.  As  lor  afparagus, 
there  is  an  excellent  remark,  that,  according  to 
Pliny,  they  were  the  griat  care  of  the  ancient 
gardeners,  and  that  at  Ravenna  three  weighed  a 
pound;  but  that  in  Engla  id  it  was  thought  a 
rarity  when  a  hundred  of  t '<.m  weighed  thirty; 
that  cucumbers  are  apt  to  rife  in  the  ftomach, 
unlei's  pared,  ■  r  boiled  with  oil,  viiiega. ,  and  ho- 
ney; that  the  Egyptians  would  drink  hard  with- 
out any  dlfturbance,  becaule  it  was  a  rule  for 
them  to  have  always  boiled  cabbage  for  their  firft 
<li(h  4'  fupper  ;  that  the  beft  way  to  roaft  onions 
is  in  colewort  leaves,  for  fear  of  burning  them  ; 
that  beets  are  good  for  fmiths  becaufe  they, 
working  at  the  fire  are  generally  coltive ;  that 


Petronius  has  recorded  a  little  old  woman,  wh" 
fold  the  a^rejle  elus  of  th-  ancients;  which  ho'.ou'^ 
I  take  to  be  as  much  due. to  thofe  M\q  in  our  day^ 
cry  nettle  tops,  elder-budu,  and  cliver,  in  for'iig. 
time  very  wholefome. 

The  fourth  book  contains  the  univcrfal  art  of 
cookery.  As  Mathseus  Sylraticus  compofed  the 
PandeiSs  of  Phyfic,  and  Juftinian  thofe  of  Law ; 
fo  Apicius  has  done  the  Pandects  of  his  Art,  in 
this  book  which  bears  that  infcriptlon.  Tlie  firft 
chapter  contains  the  admirable  receipt  of  a  yi- 
lacacaby  of  Apicius.  Bruife  in  a  mortar  parfley- 
fced,  dried  pennyroyal,  dried  mint,  ginger,  green 
coriander,  raifins  ftoned,  honey,  vinegar,  oil,  and 
wine  ;  put  them  into  a  eacahalum  ;  three  crufts 
of  pycentine  bread,  the  flefh  ol  a  pullet,  goat- 
ftones,  veftine  cheefe,  pine  kernels,  cucumbers, 
dried  onions  minced  fmall ;  pour  a  (oup  over 
it,  garnifti  it  with  fnow,  and  fend  it  up  in  the 
cacabulum.  This  cacabulum  being  an  unu'ual  vef- 
fel,  my  frierd  went  to  his  didlionary,  where, 
fio'ling  an  odd  interpretation  of  it,  he  was  eafily 
perluaded,  from  the  wliimficalners  of  the  compo- 
iition,  and  the  fantafticaloef-i  of  fnow  for  its  gar- 
niture, that  the  propcreft  veffel  for  a  phyfician  to 
prefcribe,  to  fend  to  table  upon  that  occafion, 
migtu  be  a  bed-pan.  There  are  fome  admirable 
rem.,rks  and  ann,itations  to  the  fecond  chapter, 
concerning  the  dialogue  of  Afeilius  Sabinus,  who 
introduces  a  combat  be-- ween  muftiroonis,  cbaU, 
or  beccoficos,  oyfters,  and  redwings;  a  work 
that  ought  to  be  publiHied  :  for  the  fame  annota- 
tor obferves,  that  this  illand  is  not  deldtute  of 
redwings,  though  coming  to  us  only  in  the  haraeil 
weather,  and  theref:  re  fcldom  brought  fat  to  our 
tables;  that  the  chats  come  to  us  in  April  and 
breed,  and  about  autumn  return  to  Afric  ;  that 
experience  fhews  u<  they  may  be  kept  in  cages, 
fed  with  beef  or  wedder  mutton-  figs,  graprs,  and 
minced  filberds,  being  dainties  not  unwortliy  the 
care  of  fuch  a-,  would  preferve  our  Britlili  difhrs; 
the  firft  delighting  in  hodt  e-podge,  galliniaut'riys, 
forced  meat>,  juffels,  ai;d  falmag'indies  ;  the  latter 
in  fpear-ribs,  furloins,  chines,  and  barons  and 
thence  our  terms  of  art  both  as  to  drtlTing  and 
carving,  become  vcy  different;  for  they,  lying 
up'iD  a  fort  of  couch,  could  not  have  carved  thuie 
difties  which  our  anceitors  when  they  fat  ii.on 
foims  ufed  to  .io.  But  fince  the  ufe  of  cufhions 
and  elbow  chairs,  and  the  editions  of  good  books 
and  authors,  it  may  be  hoped  in  time  we  may 
come  up  to  them  :  For  indeed  hitherto  wc  hwve 
been  f-mething  fo  blame  ;  and  1  believe  few  of 
us  have  fetn  a  difh  of  capun-ilones  at  table  (la'vb. 
ftones  is  acif^owledged  by  the  learned  annotator 
that  we  have) ;  for  the  art  of  making  capons  has 
long  been  buried  in  blivion.  Varro,  the  great 
Roman  antiquary,  tells  us  how  to  do  it  by  burn- 
ing off  their  fpur?  ;  v.hich,  occa'ftoning  their  fte- 
rility,  makf.^  them  apoiis  in  effeil  though  thofe 
pans  'hereby  became  n.cre  large  and  tender. 

The   fif'h   book   is   of    peafc-norrid  le  ;    under 
which  are  included,  frumetary,  water-gruel,  milk- 
porridge,  rice-milk,  fliimary,  ftir-a'.'out.  and  the 
like.     The  l-a'in  cr  la-ner  GrecK.  name  is  Au- 
U  u  ij 
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fprios;    but  my  friend  was  pleafed  to  entitle  it 
Pantagrue!,  a  name  ufed  by  Rabelais,  an  eminent 
phyfician.    There  are  Ibme  very  remarkable  things 
in  it;    as,  the  emperor  Julianus  had  feldom  any 
thing  but  fpoon-meat  at  fupper  :    that  the  herb 
fenugreek,  with  pickles,  oil,  and  wine,  was  a  Ro- 
man dainty  ;   upon  which  che  annotator  obferves, 
that  it  is  not  u(ed  in  our  kitchens,  for  a  certain 
ungrateful  bitternefs  that  it  has;  and  that  it  is  I 
plainly  a  phyfical  diet,  that  will  give  a  ftool ;  and 
that,    mixed  with  oats,    it   is  the  belt  purge  for  j 
horfes  :    an  excellent  invention  for  frugality,  tliat  | 
nothing  might  be  loft  ;  for  what  the  Lord  did  not  I 
eat,  he  might  fend  to  his  liable  !  ! 

The  fixth  book  treats   of  wild-fowl;    how  to 
drefs  oftridges  (the  biggeft,  groflefl:,  and  moft  dif-  ] 
ficult  of  digeftion,  of  any  bird),  phcenicoptrices,  j 
parrots,  &c. 

The    feventh  book   treats  of  things  fumptuous  I 
and  eojily,   and  therefore  chiefly  concerning  hog-  i 
meat;    in  which  the  Romans  came  to  that  excels, 
that  the   laws  forbad  the  ufage  of   hogs-harflet, 
fwcet-breads,  cheeks,  &c.  at  their  public  fuppers ;  l 
and  Cato,  when  cenfor,  fought  to  reftrain  the  ex- 
travagant ufc  of  Brawn,  by  feveral  of  his  orations. 
So    much   regard   was  had  then   to  the   Art  of 
Cookery,  that  we  fee  it  took  place  in  the  thoughts  ! 
«f  the  wifeft  men,  and  bore  a  part  in  their  mofl  I 
important   councils.     But,    alas !    the   degeneracy  \ 
of  our  prefent  age  is  fuch,  that  I  believe  few  be-  ' 
fides  the  annotator  know  the  excellency  of  a  virgin 
fow,    efpccially  of  the  black  kind  brought  from 
China  ;    and  how  to  make  the  moft  of  her  liver, 
lights,  brains,  and  pettitoes  ;  and  to  vary  her  into 
thofe  fifty  dilhes  which   Pliny  fays  were   ufually 
made  of  that  delicious  creature.     Befides,  Galen 
tells  us  more  of  its  excellencies  :    "  That  fellow 
"  that  eats  bacon  for  two  or  three  days  before  he 
"  is  to  box   or  wreftle,   fliall  be  much  ftronger 
"  than  if  he  fhould  eat  the  beft  roaft  beef  or  bag 
"  jnidding  in  the  parilh." 

The  eighth  book  treats  of  fuch  dainties  ?ii-four- 
y™/<i/ bealls  afford  us;  as,  l.  the  w/Wioar,  which 
they  ufed  to  bdil  with  all  its  briftles  on.  2.  The 
ilcer,  dreffed  with  broth  made  with  pepper,  wine, 
honey,  oil,  and  ftewcd  damfons,  &c.  3.  The 
•wild  Jheep,  of  which  there  are  "  innumerable  in 
'■  the  mountains  of  Yorkfhire  and  Weftmorland, 
"  that  will  let  nobody  handle  them  ;"  but,  if  they 
are  caught,  they  arc  to  be  fent  up  with  an  "  ele- 
"  gant  fauce,  prefcribed  after  a  phyfical  manner, 
"  in  form  of  an  elesStuary,  made  of  pepper,  rue, 
"  parfley-feed,  juniper,  thyme  dried,  mint,  penny- 
'_'  royal,  honey,  ^c."  with  which  any  apothecary 
in  that  country  can  furnifli  you.  4.  Beef,  with 
onion  fauce,  and  commended  by  Celfus,  but  not 
much  approved  by  Hippocrates,  becaufe  the 
Greeks  fcarce  knew  how  to  make  oxen,  and  poTv- 
dering  tubs  were  in  very  few  families :  for  phyfi- 
cians  have  been  very  peculiar  in  their  diet  in  all 
ages;  otherwife  Galen  would  fcarce  have  found 
out  that  young  foxes  were  in  feafon  in  autumn. 
5.  The  fucking  pig  boiled  in  paper.  6.  The  hare, 
the  chief  of  che  Roman  dainties ,-  its  blood  being 


the  fwceteft  of  any  animal,  its  natural  fear  contri- 
buting to  that  excellence.  Tliough  the  emperors 
and  nobility  had  parks  to  fatten  them  in ;  yet  in 
the  time  of  Didianus  Julianus,  if  any  one  had  fent 
him  one,  or  a  pig,  he  would  make  it  laft  him 
three  days;  whereas  Alexander  Severus  had  one 
every  meal,  which  muft  have  been  a  great  expence, 
and  is  very  remarkable.  But  the  moft  exquifite 
anim:il  was  referved  for  the  laft  chapter;  and  that 
was  t!ie  dormoufe,  a  harmlefs  creature,  whofe  inno- 
cence miglit  at  leaft  have  defended  it  both  from 
cooks  and  phylicians.  But  Apicius  found  cut  an 
odd  fort  of  fate  for  thofe  poor  creatures ;  fome  to 
be  boned,  and  others  to  be  put  whole,  with  odd 
ingredients,  into  hogs-guts,  and  fo  boiled  for  fau- 
fages.  In  ancient  times,  people  made  it  their  bu- 
finefs  to  fatten  them.  Ariftotle  rightly  obferves, 
that  fleep  fattened  them ;  and  Martial  from 
tlience  too  p</etically  tells  us,  that  fleep  was  their 
only  nouriftiment.  But  the  annotator  has  cleared 
that  point :  he,  good  man,  has  tenderly  obferved 
one  of  them  for  many  years,  and  finds  that  it  does 
not  fleep  all  the  winter,  as  falfely  reported,  but 
wakes  at  meals,  and  after  its  repaft  then  rolls  it« 
fclf  up  in  a  ball  to  fleep.  This  dormoufe,  accord- 
ing to  tlie  author,  did  net  drink  in  three  years 
time  ;  but  whether  other  dormice  do  fo,  I  cannot 
tell,  becaufe  Bambonfelbergius's  Treatife  "  of 
"  Fattening  Dormice"  is  loft.  Though  very 
coftly,  they  became  a  common  difli  at  great  en- 
terraiimients.  Petronius  delivers  us  an  odd  re- 
ceipt for  dreinng  them,  and  ferving  them  up  with 
poppies  and  honey;  which  muft  be  a  very  fopo- 
rifcrous  dainty,  and  as  good  as  owl-pye  to  fuch  as 
want  a  nap  after  dinner.  The  fondnefs  of  the 
Romans  came  to  be  fo  excefiive  towards  them, 
that,  as  Pliny  fays,  "  the  cenforian  laws,  and 
**  Marcus  Scaurus  in  his  confulftiip,  got  them 
"  prohibited  froai  public  entertainments."  But 
Nero,  Commodus,  and  Heliogabalus,  would  not 
deny  the  liberty,  and  indeed  property,  of  their 
lubjedls  in  fo  reafonable  an  enjoyment;  and  there- 
fore we  find  them  long  after  brought  to  table  in 
the  times  of  Ammianus  Marcellinus,  who  tells  us 
likewife,  that  "  fcales  were  brought  to  table  in 
"  thofe  ages,  to  weigh  curious  filhes,  birds,  and 
"  dormice,"  to  fee  whether  they  were  at  the 
ftandaid  of  excellence  and  perfecSlion.  and  fome- 
times,  [  fuppofe,  to  vie  with  other  pretenders  to 
magnificence.  The  annotator  takes  hold  of  this 
occafion,  to  fhew  "  of  how  great  ufc  fcales  would 
"  be  at  the  tables  of  our  nobility,"  efpecially  up- 
on the  bringing  up  of  a  difli  of  wild-fowl ;  "  For, 
"  if  twelve  larks  (fays  he)  flaould  weigh  below 
"  twelve  ounces,  they  would  be  very  lean,  and 
"  fcarce  tolerable;  if  twelve,  and  down  weight, 
"  they  would  be  very  well ;  but,  if  thirteen,  they 
"  would  be  fat  to  perfedtion."  We  fee  upon  how 
nice  and  exacSl  a  balance  the  happinefs  of  eating 
depends  I 

I  could  fcarce  forbear  fmiling,  not  to  fay  worfe, 
at  fuch  exadlnefs  and  fuch  dainties;  and  told  my 
friend,  that  thofe  fcales  would  be  of  extraordinary 
ufc  at  Dunftabie ;  and  that,  if  the  annotator  had 
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not  prefcribed  his  dormoufe,  I  (hould  upon  the 
firft  occafion  be  glad  to  vifit  it,  if  I  knew  its  vi- 
iitingr  days  and  hours,  fo  as  not  to  difturb  it. 

My  friend  faid,  there  remained  but  two  books 
more,  one  of  fea,  and  the  other  of  river  fifh  ;  in 
the  account  of  which  he  would  not  be  long,  feeing 
his  memory  began  to  fail  him  almoft  as  much  as 
my  patience. 

"  'Tis  true,  in  a  long  work,  foft  {lumbers  creep, 
*'  And  gently  fink  the  artifl;  into  fleep  *  ;" 

efpecially  when  treating  of  dormice. 

The  ninth  book  is  concerning  fea  fifh;  where, 
amongfl  other  learned  annotations,  is  recorded 
that  famous  voyage  of  Apicius,  who,  having  fpent 
many  millions,  and  being  retired  into  Campania, 
heard  that  there  were  lobllets  of  a  vaft  and  unufual 
bignefs  in  Africa,  and  thereupon  impatiently  got 
on  {hipboard  the  fame  day  ;  and,  having  fiiffered 
much  at  fea,  came  at  laft  to  .the  coaft.  But  the 
fame  of  fo  great  a  man's  coming  had  landed  before 
him,  and  ail  the  fifhermen  failed  out  to  meet  him, 
and  prefented  him  with  their  faireft  lobfters.  He 
afked,  if  they  had  no  larger.  They  anfwered, 
"  Their  fea  produced  nothing  more  excellent  than 
"  what  they  had  brought."  This  honeft  freedom 
of  theirs,  with  his  difappointment,  fo  difgufted  him, 
that  he  took  pet,  and  bade  the  mailer  return  home 
again  immedia'ely  :  and  fo,  it  feems,  Africa  loft 
the  breed  of  one  monfter  more  than  it  had  before}. 
There  are  many  receipts  in  the  book,  to  drefs 
cramp-fifh,  that  numb  the  hands  of  thofe  that 
touch  them ;  the  cuttle-filh,  whofe  blood  is  like 
ink;  the  pourcnntrel,  or  many-feet;  the  fea-urchin, 
or  hedge-hog;  with  feveral  others,  whofe  fauces 
are  agreeable  to  their  natures.  But,  to  the  com- 
fort of  us  moderns,  the  ancients  often  ate  their 
oyfters  alive,  and  fpread  hard  eggs  minced  over 
their  fprats  as  we  do  now  over  our  falt-fiih.  There 
i<  one  thing  very  curious  concernmg  herrings  :  It 
leems,  the  ancients  were  very  fantaftical,  in  mak- 
ing one  thing  pafs  for  another;  fo,  at  Petroiiiu<'s 
flipper,  the  cook  fent  up  a  fat  goofe,  fifh,  and 
wild  fowl  of  all  firts  to  appearance,  but  ftill  all 
•were  ipade  out  cf  the  feveral  parts  of  one  fingle 
porker.  The  g^  eat  Nicomedes,  king  of  Bithynia, 
had  a  very  delightful  deception  of  this  nature  put 
upon  him  by  his  cook  :  the  king  was  extremely 
affedied  with  frefh  herrings;  (as  indeed  who  is 
not  ?)  but,  being  far  up  in  Afia  from  the  fea-coaft, 
his  whole  wealth  could  not  have  purchafed  one; 
but  his  cook  contrived  fome  fort  of  meat,  which, 
put  into  a  frame,  fo  refembled  a  herring,  that  it 
was  extremely  fatisfad:ory  both  to  this  prince's 
eyes  and^«/?o.  My  friend  told  me,  that,  to  the 
honour  of  the  city  of  London,  he  had  feen  a  thing 
of  this  nature  there  ;  that  is,  a  herring,  or  rather  a, 
lalmogundy,  with  the  head  and  tail  fo  neatly  laid, 
that  it  furprized  him.  He  fays,  many  of  theT^*^- 
cies  may  be  found  at  the  Sugar  Loaf  in  Bell  Yard,  as 

*  Art  of  Cookery,  ver.  449. 

+  Lord  Lyttelton'i  Nineteenth  "Dialogue  of  the  Dead" 
(perhaps  the  moll  humourous  in  ihat  admirable  collection) 
feems  to  have  been  entirely  founded  on  the  hints  lugge/teo 
by  Dr.  King. 


giving  an  excellent  relilh  to  Burton  ale,  and  not 
cofting  above  fixpence,  an  inconfiderable  price  for 
fo  imperial  a  dainty  ! 

The  tenth  book,  as  my  friend  tells  me,  is  con- 
cerning fjT)  fauces,  which  confift  of  variety  of  in- 
gredients, amongft  which  is  generally  a  kind  of 
frumetary.  But  it  is  not  to  be  forgotten  by  any 
perfon  who  would  boil  fiih  exadtly,  that  they  threw 
them  alive  into  the  water,  which  at  prefent  is  faid 
to  be  a  Dutch  receipt,  but  was  derived  from,  the 
Romans.  It  feems,  Seneca  the  philofopher  (a  mat 
from  whofe  morofe  temper  little  good  in  the  art 
of  cookery  could  be  expec^ied),  in  his  third  book 
of  Natural  Queflions,  corre^fting  the  luxury  of  the 
times,  fays,  the  Romans  were  come  to  that  dainti- 
nefs,  that  they  would  not  eat  a  fidi  unlefs  upon 
the  fame  day  it  wai  taken,  "  that  it  might  tafte 
"  of  the  fea,"  as  they  exprelTed  it ;  and  therefore 
had  them  brought  by  perfons  who  rode  poft,  and 
made  a  great  outcry,  whereupon  all  other  people 
v/ere  obliged  to  give  them  the  road.  It  was  an 
ufual  expreffion  for  a  Roman  to  fay,  "  In  other 
"  matters  I  may  confide  in  you  ;  but  in  a  thing  of 
"  this  weight,  it  is  not  confiftent  with  my  gravity 
"  and  prudence  I  will  truft  nothing  but  my  own 
"  eyes.  B'-ing  the  fifh  hither,  let  me  fee  him 
"  breathe  his  laft."  And,  when  the  poor  fifh  was 
brought  to  table  fwimmiug  and  gafping,  would 
cry  out,  "  Nothing  is  more  beautiful  than  a  dying 
"mullet!"  My  friend  fays  the  annotator  looks 
upon  thefe  "  as  jef>s  made  by  the  floics,  and 
"  fpoken  abfurdly  and  beyond  nature;"  though 
the  annotator  at  the  fame  time  tells  us,  that  it  was 
a  Iav7  at  Athens,  that  the  fifhermen  fhould  not 
walli  their  fifli,  but  bring  them  as  they  came  out 
of  the  fea.  Happy  were  the  Athenians  in  good 
laws,  and  the  Romans  in  great  examples !  But 
I  believe  our  Britons  need  wifh  their  friends  no 
longer  life,  than  till  they  fee  London  ferved  with 
live  herrings  and  gafping  mackarel.  It  is  true, 
we  are  not  quite  fo  barbarous  but  that  we  throw 
our  crabs  alive  into  fcalding  water,  and  tie  om- 
lobfters  to  the  fpit  to  hear  them  fqueak  when  they 
are  ruafted  ;  our  sels  ufe  the  fame  periftaltic  mo- 
tion upon  the  gridiron,  when  their  ficin  is  off  and 
their  guts  are  out,  as  they  did  before  ;  and  our 
guSgeons,  taking  opportunity  of  jumping  after 
they  are  flowered,  give  occafion  to  the  admirable 
remark  of  fome  perfons'  folly,  when,  to  avoid  the 
danger  of  the  frying-pan,  they  leap  into  the  fire. 
]My  friend  laid,  that  the  mention  of  eels  put  him 
in  mind  of  the  concluding  remark  of  the  annota- 
tor, "  That  they  who  amongft  the  Sybarites  would 
"  fifh  for  eels,  or  fell  them,  iliould  be  free  from  all 
"  taxes."  I  was  glad  to  hear  of  the  word  conclude; 
and  told  him  nothing  could  be  more  acceptable  to 
me  than  the  mention  of  the  Sybarites,  ui  whom  I 
fhort!y  intend  a  hiftory,  fhewing  how  they  de- 
fervedly  banifhed  cocks  for  waking  them  in  a 
morning,  and  fmiths  for  being  ufeful ;  how  one 
cried  out  becaufe  one  of  the  rofe-leaves  he  lay  on 
was  rumpled;  hovir  they  taught  their  horfes  to 
dance  ;  and  fo  their  enemies,  coming  againft  them 
with  guitars  and  harffichords,  fet  them  fo  upon  their 
rourid-o's  and  tmnuefs,  that  the  form  of  their  battle 
U  u  iij 
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was  broken,  and  thrje  hundred  thoufand  of  them 
flaiii,  af  G'uldnian,  Littleton,  and  feveral  other 
g(.od  authors,  affirm.  1  told  my  friend,  I  had 
much  overltayed  my  hour  ;  but  if,  at  any  time,  he 
would  find  Dick  Humelbergius,  Cafpar  Barthiiis, 
and  another  friend,  with  himfelf,  I  would  invite 
him  to  dinner  of  a  few  but  choice  difhes  to  c  ver 
the  table  at  once,  which,  except  they  would  think 


of  ar.y  thing;  better,  fliould  be  a  falacacaby,  a  difii 
of  fenugreek,  a  wild-fheep's  head  and  appurtenance 
with  a  fuitable  eledluary,a  ragout  of  capon's  ftones, 
and  fome  dormoufe  faufages. 

If,  as  friends  do  with  one  another  at  a  venifon- 
pafty,  y'>u  Ihould  fend  for  a  plate,  you  know  you 
may  command  it ;  f:,r  what  is  mine  is  yours,  as 
being  entirely  your,  (Sec. 


THE  ART  OF  LOVE. 


IN  IMITATION   OP 


HORACE    DE    ARTE    AMANDI. 


LORDHERBEPvT*, 

Eldeft  Son  of  his  Excellency  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  and  Montgomery,  Ba- 
ron Herbert  of  CaerdifF,  Rofs  of  Kendal,  Parr,  Fitzhugh  Marmion, 
St.  Quintin,  and  Herbert  of  Shutland,  Knight  of  the  Garter,  gcc.  &c.  '~ 


My  Lord, 


The  followinp  lines  are  written  on  a  fubje6l  that 
will  naturally  be  prote6led  by  the  goodnefs  and 
temper  of  your  lordfliip  :  for.  as  the  advantaoes  of 
3'our  mind  and  pcrfoii  miift  kindle  the  flames  of 
love  in  the  coldeH  breafl ;  fo  you  are  of  an  age 
iiiofl  fufceptible  of  them  in  your  own.  You  have 
acquired  all  thofc  accomplifliments  at  home,  wiiich 
others  are  forced  to  feek  abroad  ;  and  have  given 
the  world  alTurance,  by  fuch  beginnings,  that  you 
wilt  foon  be  qualified  to  iill  the  higheft  offices  of 

»  Henry  Lord  Herbert  fucceeded  to  his  fiithcr's  titles  in 
17313  and  diediu  I74<?, 


the  crown  with  the  fame  univerfal  applaufe  that 
has  conftantly  attended  your  illuftrious  father  in 
the  difchaj-ge  of  them.  For  the  good  of  your  pof- 
tcrity,  may  you  ever  he  happy  in  the  choice  o£ 
what  you  love  !  And  though  thefe  rules  will  be 
of  fmall  ufe  to  you  that  can  frame  much  tetter  ; 
yet  let  me  beg  leave  that,  by  dedicating  them  to 
your  fervice,  1  may  have  the  honour  of  telling  the 
world,  that  I  am  obliged  to  your  Lordfliip;  and 
that  I  am  nicfl  entirely 

Your  Lordlhip's 

Moft  faithful  humble  fervant, 

WILLIAM  KIMG. 
U  u  iiij 


PREFACE. 


It  is  endeavoured,  in  the  fol'owiir.g  poems,  to 
give  the  readers  of  both  fcxes  feme  ideas  of  'he 
art  of  love ;  fuch  a  love  a^  \\  innocent  and  virtu- 
ous, a:.d  ivhofe  dcfires  terminate  in  prefent  h.appi- 
nefs  and  that  of  pofterity.  It  would  be  in  vain  to 
think  "f  >^oing  it  without  help  from  the  ancients, 
^fljoiigft  whom  none  has  touched  that  palTion  more 
ten "  rly  and  juftly  than  Ovid.  He  knew  that  he 
bore  the  niaflerfhip  in  that  art;  and  therefore,  in 
the  fourth  book  De  Triftibu^,  when  he  would  give 
feme  account  of  himfelf  to  iutur.-  ages,  he  calls 
himfelf  "  Tenerorum  Luf'or  Amorum,"  as  if  he 
gloried  principally  in  the  defcnptions  he  had  made 
ef  that  pafiion. 

The  prefent  imitation  of  him  is  at  leaft  fuch  a 
one  as  Mr.  Dryden  mention's,  "  ro  be  an  endea- 
•'  vo  ;>■  of  a  later  pott  to  write  like  one  who  has 
"  written  before  him  on  the  fame  fubjedl  •  that  is, 
"  not  to  tranflate  his  words,  or  he  confiied  to  his 
C*  fcnfe.  but  only  to  fet  him  as  a  pattern,  and  to 
"  write  as  he  fappofes  that  author  would  have 
"  done,  had  he  lived  in  our  age  and  in  our  coun- 
"  try.  But  he  dares  not  fay  that  Sir  John  Den- 
•'  ham,  or  Mr.  Cowky,  have  carried  this  libertine 
"  way,  as  the  latter  calls  it,  fo  far  as  tliis  definition 
"  reacheb."  But,  alas  :  the  prefent  imitator  has 
come  up  to  it,  if  not  perhaps  exceeded  it.  Sir 
John  Denham  had  Vir}i,il,  and  Mr.  Cowley  had 
Pindar,  to  deal  with,  wl.o  both  wrote  upnn  lafting 
foundations;  but  the  prt-fent  fubjedl  being  love, 
it  would  be  unreafonablc  t-)  think  of  tod  great  a 
confinement  to  be  laid  on  it.  And  though  the 
paflioN  and  grounds  of  it  will  continue  the  fanne 
through  a!  1  ages;  yet  their  will  be  many  little 
mode',  falhion=,  and  grace?,  ways  of  complaifance 
and  addrefs,  entertainmenrs  r.nd  diyerfions,  which 
time  vill  vary.  Since  the  ^^  -  ild  will  expesSt  new 
things,  and  perfons  will  wiitc,  and  the  ancients 
have  f-i  great  a  fund  of  learning,  whom  can  the 
moderns  take  better  to  copy  than  fuch  originals  .'' 
It  is  mod  likely  they  may  not  crme  up  to  them  ; 
but  i'  is  a  thoufand  to  one  but  their  imitation  is 
better  than  any  clurnfy  invent!' n  of  their  own. 
Whoever  undertaken  this  way  of  writing,  has  as 
n)uch  rcafon  to  underftand  the  true  fcopc,  genius, 
and  force  of  the  exprcflions  of  his  author,  as  a  li- 


teral tranflator :  and,  after  all,  he  lies  under  this 
misfortune,  that  the  faults  are  all  his  own  ;  and, 
if  there  is  any  thing  that  may  feem  pardonable,  the 
Latiu  *  at  the  bottom  fhews  to  whom  he  i,s  en- 
gaged for  it.  An  imitator  and  his  author  Hand 
much  upon  the  fame  terms  as  Ben  does  with  his 
father  in  the  comedy  f  : 

"  What  thof  he  be  my  father,  I  an't  bound  pren- 
'■  tice  to  'en." 

There  were  many  reafons  why  the  imitator  trar.f- 
pofed  feverrd  verfes  of  Ovid,  and  has  divided  the 
whole  into  fourteen  parts,  rather  than  keep  it  in 
tiiree  books.  Thefe  may  be  too  tedious  to  be  re- 
cited ;  but,  among  the  reft,  ft;rae  were,  thct  mat- 
ters of  the  fame  fubjedl  might  lie  more  conipafi; 
that  too  large  a  lieap  of  precepts  together  might 
apjiear  too  burthenfome  ;  and  therefore  (if  fmall 
matters  may  allude  to  greater)  as  Virgil  in  liis 
"  Georgics,"  o  here  moll  of  the  pai  ts  end  withfomc 
remarkable  fable,  which  carries  with  it  fome  mo- 
ral :  yet,  jf  any  perfons  pleafe  to  take  thp  fix  firft 
parts  as  the  firft  book,  and  divide  the  eight  lail, 
they  may  make  three  bocks  of  them  again.  There 
have  by  chance  fome  twenty  lines  crept  into  the 
poem  out  of  the  "  Remedy  of  Love,"  which  (as 
inanimate  things  are  generally  the  moft  wayward 
and  provoking)  fince  they  would  ftay,  have  been 
fufiered  to  ftand  there.  Eut  as  for  the  love  here 
mentioned,  it  being  all  prudent,  honourable,  and 
\  virtuous,  there  is  no  need  f  f  any  remedy  to  be  pre- 
'  fcribed  for  it,  but  the  fpeedy  obtaining  of  what  in 
i  dtOres  Should  the  imitator's  ftyle  feem  not  to  be 
'  fufficiently  reftrained,  fhould  he  not  have  afforded 
pains  f(ir  review  or  correiftion,  let  it  be  confidered, 
that  perhaps  even  in  that  he  dcfircd  to  imitate  his 
auth  .r,  and  would  not  periife  them  ;  left,  as  fome 
of  Ovid's  works  were,fo  thcfe  might  be  committed 
to  the  flames.  But  he  leaves  that  for  the  reader 
to  do,  if  he  pleafes,  when  he  has  bought  them. 

*  In  the  firll  editions  of  the  "  Art  o(  Cookery,"  an(^  of 
tlie  "  At;  of  Love,"  Dr.  Kiiip  printed  the  original  uc(i«r 
the  rerpeilive  pages  of  liis  tranfl.ttions. 

t  Love  for  Love. 
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vViioEVEP.  knows  not  what  it  is  to  love, 

Let  iiim  but  read  thefe  verfe?,  and  improve. 

Swift  fhips  are  ruTd  by  art,  and  oars,  and  fails  : 

Skill  guides  our  chariots ;  Wit  o'er  Love  prevails. 

Aut  miedoiT  with  reins  let  loofe  could  fly  ; 

Tiphys  with  Argo's  fhip  cut  waves  and  Iky. 

In  Jove  affairs  I'm  charioteer  of  Truth, 

And  fureft  pilot  to  incautious  youth. 

Lov-e's  hot,  unruly,  eager  to  enjoy  j 

S'Jt  then  cnnfider  he  is  but  a  boy. 

Chiron  with  pleafing  harp  Achilles  tam'd, 

And  his  rough  manners  with  foft  mufic  fram'd  : 

Though  he'd  in  council  florm,  in  battle  rage, 

He  bore  a  fecret  reverence  for  age. 

Chiron's  command  with  ftridt  obedience  ties 

The  fitievvy  arm  by  which  brave  He(&or  dies : 

That  was  Lis  talk,  but  fiercer  love  is  mine  : 

They  both  are  boys,  and  fprung  from  race  divine. 

The  fliff-neck'd  bull  does  to  the  yoke  fubmit, 

And  the  moft  fiery  courfer  champs  the  bit. 

So  Lave  fhall  yield.     I  own,  I've  been  his  flave; 

But  conquer'd  where  my  enemy  was  brave ; 

And  now  he  darts  his  flames  without  a  wound, 

And  all  his  whiftling  arro-.vs  die  in  found. 

Kor  v.'ill  I  raife  my  fame  by  hidden  art ; 

Tu  what  I  teach,  found  reafon  fhall  have  part : 

Tor  Nature's  paffion  cannot  be  deftroy'd, 

But  moves  in  Virtue's  path  when  well  employ'd. 

Yet  ftill  'tMill  be  convenient  to  remove 

T'he  tyranny  and  plagues  of  vulgar  love. 

?vl.iy  infant  ChalUty,  grave  matron's  pride, 

A  parent's  wiih,  and  bluflies  of  a  bride, 

Pr(ite<5t  this  vvork ;  fo  guard  it,  tiiat  no  rhyrne 

In  fyllable  or  thought  may  vent  a  crime  I 

The  foldier,  that  Love's  armour  would  defy, 

V/iU  find  his  greatefl  courage  is  to  fly : 

\yhen  Beauty's  amorous  glances  parley  beat, 

The  only  conqueft  then  is  to  retreat : 

Ei!t,  if  the  treacherous  Fair  pretend  to  yield, 

'Tis  prefent  death,  unlefs  you  quit  the  field. 

Whilft  youth  and  vanity  would  make  you  range, 

Think  on  fome  beauty  may  prevent  your  change  : 

But  fuch  by  falling  flcies  are  never  caught; 

No  happinefs  is  found  but  v>  hat  Is  fought. 

The  huntfman  learns  where  does  trip   o'er  the 

lawn. 
And  where  the  foaming  boar  fecures  his  brawn. 
The  fowler's  low-bell  robs  the  lark  of  fleep ; 
And  they  who  hope  for  fiih  muft  fearch  the  deep : 


And  he,  that  fuel  feeks  for  chafte  deCre, 
Muil  fearch  where  Virtue  may  that  flame  infpire. 
To  foreign  parts  there  is  no  need  to  roam  : 
The  blefling  may  be  met  with  nearer  home. 
From    India    fome,    others    from    neighbouring 

France, 
Bring  tawny  Ikins,  and  puppets  that  can  dance. 
The  feat  of  Eritifli  empire  does  contain 
Beauties  that  o'er  the  conquer'd  globe  will  reign. 
As  fruitful  fields  with  plenty  blels  the  fight, 
And  as  the  milky  way  adorns  the  night; 
So  that  does  with  thofe  graceful  nymphs  abound. 
Whole  dove-like  foftnefs  is  with  rofes  crown'd. 
There  tenderefl  blooms  inviting  foftnefs  fpread, 
Whllft  by  tlieir  fmalleR-  twine  the  captive's  led. 
There  youth  advanc'd  in  majefhy  does  fhine. 
Fit  to  be  mother  to  a  race  divine. 
No  age  in  matrons,  no  decay  appears ; 
By  prudence  only  there  you  guefs  at  years. 

Sometimes    you'll  fee  thefe   beauties  feek  the 
By  lofty  trees  in  royal  gardens  made ;  [fhade. 

Or  at  St.  James's,  where  a  noble  care 
Makes  all  things  pleafing  like  himfelf  appear  ; 
Or  Kenfingtim,  fweet  air  and  bleft  retreat 
Of  him,  that  owns  a  fovereign,  though  m'^ft  great  •. 
Sometimes  in  wilder  groves,  by  chariots  drawn. 
They  view  the  noble  ftag  and  tripping  fawn. 
On  Hyde-patk's  circles  if  you  chance  to  gaze, 
The  lights  revolving  ftrike  you  with  amaze. 

To  Bath  and  Tunbridge  they  fometimes  retreat^ 
With  waters  to  difpel  the  parching  heat  : 
But  youth  with  reafon  there  may  oft  admire 
That  which  may  rajfe  in  him  a  nobler  fire ; 
Till  the  kind  Fair  relieves  what  he  endures, 
Caus'd  at  that  water  which  all  others  cutes. 
Sometimes  at  marriage-rites  you  may  efp7 
Their  charms  proteded  by  a  mother's  eye. 
Where  to  blefl  mufic  they  in  dances  move. 
With  innocence  and  grace  commanding  love. 
But  yearly  when  that  folemn  night  returns. 
When  grateful  incenfe  on  the  altar  burns. 
For  ciofing  the  moft  glorious  day  e'er  feen. 
That  firft  gave  light  to  happy  Britain's  queen  ; 

*  George  Hinct  oi  Denmark,  confort  to  the  Queen, 
greatly  admired  thefe  fine  gardens.  Tliey  were  purchafei 
by  King  William  from  Lord  Chancellor  Finch,  were  en- 
larged by  Queen  Ma  y,  and  improved  by  Queen  Anne, 
who  was  fo  pleafed  with  che  place,  that  (he  freijuently  Cup- 
ped during  the  fummer  in  the  green-houfe.  Queen  Caro- 
line extended  the  gardens  to  their  prel'ent  fize,  three  mile* 
and  a  halt' in  compafs. 
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Then  is  t}ie  time  for  noWe  youth  to  try 
To  make  his  choice  with  a  judicious  eve. 
Not  truth  of  foreign  realms,  not  fables  told 
Of  nymphs  ador'd,  and  goddeffes  of  old. 
Equal  thofe  beauties  who  that  circle  frame ; 
A  fubjesft  fit  for  never-dying  fame;  [thrown, 

Whofe   gold)   pearl,  diamonds,  all  around  them 
Yet  flill  can  add  no  luftre  to  thi  ir  own. 

But  when  their  queen  does  to  the  fenate  go, 
And  they  make  tip  the  grandeur  of  the  fhew, 
Then  guard  your  hearts^  ye  makers  of  our  laws, 
For  fear  the  judge  be  forc'd  to  plead  his  caufe; 
Left  the  fubmiflive  part  fhould  fall  to  you, 
And  they  who  fuppliants  help  be  forc'd  r<i  fue. 
Then  may  their  yielding  hearts  compalTion  take. 
And  grant  your  wifhes,  for  your  country's  fake  : 
fafe  to  their  beauties'  wounds  may  good  nef;,  give; 
/ind.  Once  you  make  all  happy,  let  you  live. 

Sometimes  thefe  beauties  on  Newmarket  plains, 
Ruling  their  gentle  pads  with  filken  reins. 
Behold  the  conflids  of  the  generous  fteeds. 
Sprung  from  true  blood,  and  wel!-attefted  breeds. 
There  youth  may  juflly  with  difcerning  eye        ) 
Through  riding  Amazonian  habit  fpy  C 

That  which  his  fwifteft  courfer  cannot  fly.  j 

It  is  i.o  treacherous  or  bafe  piece  of  art, 
T'  approve  the  fide  with  which  the  Fair  takes  part : 
Fir  equal  paffion  equal  minds  will  ftrike, 
Either  in  commendation  or  diflike  : 
For,  when  two  fencers  ready  ftand  to  fight, 
And  we're  fpe<ftator«  <'f  the  b!oady  fight. 
Our  nimble  paffion  Love  has  foon  dcfign'd 
The  man  to  whom  we  mufi  and  will  be  kind, 
We  think  the  other  is  not  fit  to  win  : 
This  is  our  conqueror  ere  fight  begin. 
If  danger  dates  approach  him,  how  we  ftart  I 
Our  frigh'ed  blood  runs  trembling  to  our  heart 
He  takes  the  wounds,  but  we  endure  the  fmart 
And  Nature  by  fuch  inftances  does  prove. 
That  we  fear  mod  for  that  which  moft  we  love. 
Therefore,  if  chance  fliould  make  her  faddle  Aide, 
Or  any  thing  fliould  flip,  or  be  untied. 
Oh,  think  it  not  a  too  officii  us  tare 
With  eagernefs  to  run  and  help  I  he  Fair. 
We  offer  fmall  things  to  the  powers  above; 
'Tis  not  our  merit  that  obtains  their  love. 
So  when  EHz-j,  whofe  propitious  days 
Revolving  Heaven  does  feem  again  to  raife, 
Whofe  ruling  genius  fliew'd  a  mafter-flroke 
In  every  thing  Ihe  did,  and  all  fhe  fpoke, 
Was  ftepping  o'er  a  paffage,  which  the  rain 
Had  fill'd,  and  feem'd  as  ftepping  back  again. 
Young  Raleigh  fcorn'd  to  fee  bis  queen  retreat,") 
And  threw  his  velvet  c.'oak  brneath  her  feet.      / 
The  queen  approv'd  tlie  thought,  and  made  himf" 
great  «.  3 

Mark  when  the  queen  her  thanks  divine  would 
]VIid(l  acclamations,  that  fhe  lonv  may  live ,-  [crive 
To  whom  kind  Ht-aven  the  blclling  has  bcflow'd. 
To  let  her  ai  ms  fucceed  fur  Europe's  good  ; 
No  tyranny  throughout  the  triumph  reigns, 
Nor  are  the  captives  dragg'd  with  ponderous 
chains; 

*  Sir  Walter  Ralciijh  is  well  known  to  have  been  indebt- 
ed to  tilis  lit^e  tnarko(  gallantry  for  his  r;ic  nt  cc/urt. 
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But  all  declare  the  Britifli  fubjeds'  eafe, 
And  that  their  war  is  for  their  neighbours'  peace, 
Then,  whilft  the  pomp  of  majefty  proceeds 
With  ftattly  fteps,  and  eight  well-chofen  fleeds. 
From  every  palace  beauties  may  be  feen, 
That  will  acknowledge  nonf  but  her  for  Queen. 
Then,  if  kind  chance  a  lovely  maid  has  thrown 
Next  to  a  youth  with  graces  like  her  own. 
Much  fhe  would  learn,  and  many  queftions  alk : 
The  anfwers  are  the  lover's  pleafing  taflc. 
"   Is  that  the  man  who  made  the  French  to  fly  ? 
"  What  place  is  Blenheim  ?  is  the  Danube  nigh  ? 
"  Where    was't    that  he  with  fword  vid:orious 
"  ftood,  [flood  ? 

"  And  made  their  trembling  fquadrons  choofe  the 
"  What  is  the  gold  adorns  this  royal  ftate  .'' 
"    Is  it  not  hammer'd  all  from  Vigo's  plate  .' 
"  Don't  it  require  a  moft  prodigious  care 
"  To  manage  treafures  in  the  height  of  war  ? 
"  Muft  he  not  be  of  calmelt  truth  poffeft, 
"   Prefides  o'er  councils  of  the  royal  breaft  ? 
"  Sea-fights  are  furely  difmal  fcenes  of  war  ! 
"  Pray,  Sir,  were  ever  you  at  Gibraltar  .' 
"  Has  not  the  emperor  got  fome  envoy  here  ?    "\ 
"   Won't  Danifli,  Swediili,  Pruffian  lords  ap-f 
"  pear  ?  i* 

"  Who  reprefents  the  line  of  Hanover  ?  J 

"  Don't  the  States  General  affift  them  all  ? 
"  Should  we  not  be  in  danger,  if  they  fall  ? 
"  If  Savoy's  duke  and  prince  Eugene  could  meet 
"  In  this  folemnity,  'twould  be  complete. 
"  Think  you  that  Barcelona  could  have  ftood 
"   Without  the  hazard  of  our  nobleft  blood? 
"  At  Ramilies  what  enfigns  did  you  get .' 
"  Did  many  towns  in  Flanders  then  fubmit? 
"  Was  it  the  conqueror's  bufinefs  to  deftroy, 
"  Or  was  he  met  by  all  of  them  with  joy  ? 
"  Oh,  could  my  wifh  but  fame  eternal  give, 
"  The  laurel  on  thofe  brows  fhould  ever  live  1" 

The  Britifh  worth  in  nothing  need  defpair, 
Wh'  n  it  has  fuch  affiftance  from  the  Fair. 
As  Virtue  merits,  it  expe<3:s  regard  ; 
And  Valour  flies,  where  Beauty's  the  reward. 


PART     II. 


'\ 


In  love  affairs  the  theatre  has  part, 
That  wife  and  moft  inftruiSing  fcene  of  art. 
Where  Vice  is  punifh'd  with  a  juft  reward. 
And  Virtue  meets  v/ith  fuitable  regard; 
Where  mutual  Li  ve  and  Friendfhip  find  return. 
But  treacherous  Inflence  is  hifs'd  with  fcorn 
And  Love's  unlawful  wiles  in  torment  burn, 
This  without  blufhes  whilft  a  virgin  fees. 
Upon  fome  brave  fpedlator  I^ove  may  feizc, 
V/ho,  till^'f  fends  it,  never  can  have  eafe. 
As  things  that  were  the  beft  at  firft, 

By  their  corruption  grow  the  woift  ; 

Trie  modern  ftage  takes  liberties 

Unften  by  our  forefathers'  eyes. 

As  bees  from  liive,  fiom  mole-hill  ants: 

So  fwarm  the  fcmahs  and  gallants. 
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All  crowding  to  the  cohiedy, 

For  to  be  feen,  and  not  to  fee. 

But,  thnugh  thefe  females  are  to  blame, 

Yet  ftill  they  have  fome  native  fliame  : 

They  all  are  filent  till  they're  afk'd, 

And  ev'n  their  impudence  is  mafk'd  : 

For  Nature  would  be  modcfl  ftill, 

And  there's  relu<5lancy  in  will 

Sporting  and  plays  had  harmlefs  been, 

And  might  by  any  one  be  feen. 

Till  Romulus  began  t"  fpoil  them, 

Who  kept  a  palace,  call'd  Afyluni ; 

Where  baftards,  pimps,  and    thieves,  and  pan- 
dars. 

Were  lifted  all  to  be  commanders. 

But  then  the  rafcals  were  fo  poor, 

They  could  not  change  a  rogue  for  whore ; 

And  neighbouring  jades  refolv'd  to  tarry. 

Rather  than  with  fuch  fcrubs  they'd  marry. 

J3ut,  for  to  cheat  them,  and  be  wiv'd, 

They  knavilhly  a  farce  contriv'd. 

No  gilded  pillars  there  were  feen, 

'Hot  was  the  cloth  they  trod  on  green. 

No  ghofts  came  from  the  cellar  crying. 

Nor  angels  from  the  garret  flying. 

The  houfe  was  made  of  fticks  and  bulhes. 

And  all  the  floor  was  ftrew'd  with  rtifties  : 

The  feats  were  rais'd  with  turf  and  fods. 

Whence  heroes  might  be  view'd,  and  gods. 

Paris  and  Helen  was  the  play. 

And  how  both  of  them  ran  away. 

Romulus  bade  his  varlets  go 

Invite  the  Sabines  to  hisfhew. 

Unto  this  opera  no  rate  is  : 

They  all  were  free  to  come  in  gmih  .• 

And  they,  as  girls  will  feldom  mifs 

A  merry  meeting,  came  to  this 

There  was  much  wifhing,  fighing,  thinking. 

Not  without  whifpering,  and  winking. 

Their  pipes  had  then  no  (baking  touch  : 

Their  fong  and  dance  were  like  the  Dutch  : 

The  whole  performance  was  by  men, 

Becaufe  they  had  no  eunuchs  then. 

But,  whilft  the  mufic  briflcly  play'd,  ") 

Romulus  at  his  cue  difplay'd  > 

The  fign  for  each  man  to  his  maid.  j 

"  Huzza!"  they  cry;  then  feize:  fome  trem- 
ble 

In  real  fadl,  though  moft  diflcmble. 

Some  are  attempting  an  efcape, 

And  others  foftly  cry,  "  A  rape!" 

While  fome  bawl  out,  "  That  they  had  rather 

"  Than  twenty  pound  lofe  an  old  father." 

Some  look  extremely  pale,  and  others  red,        ~l 

Some   wilh   they'd   ire'er   been   born,  or  nowf 

were  dead,  T 

And  others  fairly  wifli  themfelves  a-bed.  3 

Some  rant,  tear,  run  ;  whilft  fome  fit  ftill, 
To  fliew  they're  ravifli'd  much  againft  their  will. 

Thus  Rome  began  ;  and  now  at  laft, 

After  fo  many  ages  paft, 

Their  rapes  and  lewdneis  without  Ihame  ; 

Their  vice  and  villainy's  the  fame, 
111  be  their  fate  who  would  corrupt  the  ftage, 
And  ff  oil  the  true  correiitor  of  the  age  ; 


PART    III. 


Now  learn  thofe  arts  which  teach  you  to  obtaio 
Thcjfc  beauties  which  you  fee  divinely  reign. 

Though  they  by  nature  are  tranfcendent  bright, 
And  would  be  feen  cv'n  through  the  gloom  of 

night; 
Yet  they  their  greateft  luftre  ftill  difplay, 
In  the  meridian  pitch  of  calmeft  day. 
'Tis  then  we  purple  view,  and  coftly  gem. 
And  with  more  admiration  gaze  on  them. 
Faults feek  the  dark;  they  who  by  moon  light  woo, 
May  find  their  fair-one  as  inconftant  too. 

When  modefty  fupported  is  by  truth. 
There  is  a  boldnefs  that  becomes  your  youth. 
In  gentle  founds  difclofe  a  lover's  care, 
'Tis  better  than  your  fighing  and  defpair. 
Birds  may  abhor  their  groves,  the  flocks  the  plain, 
The  hare  grown  bold  may  face  the  dogs  agai.i, 
When  beauty  don't  in  virtue's  arn.s  rejoice, 
Since  harmony  in  love  is  Nature's  voice. 
But  harden'd  impudence  fometimes  will  try 
At  things  which  juftice  cannot  but  deny. 
Then,  what  that  Jays  is  infolence  and  pride. 
Is  prudence,  with  firm  honour  for  its  guide. 

The  lady's  counfels  often  are  bctray'd 
By  trufting  fecrets  to  a  fervile  maid, 
The  whole  intrigues  of  whnfe  infidious  brain 
Are  bafe,  and  only  terminate  in  gain. 
Let  them  take  care  of  too  difi'ufive  mirth ; 
Sufpicious  thence,  and  thence  attempts,  take  birth. 
Had  Ilium  been  with  gravity  employ'd. 
By  Simon's  craft  it  had  not  been  deftroy'd. 
A  vulgar  air,  mean  fongs,  and  free  difcourfe. 
With  fly  infinuations,  may  prove  worfe 
To  tender  females  than  the  Trojan  horfe. 
Take  care  how  you  from  virtue  ftray ; 
For  fcandal  follows  the  fame  way. 
And  more  than  truth  it  will  devife. 
Old  poets  did  delight  in  lies. 
Which  modern  ones  now  call  furprife. 
Some  fay  that  Myrrha  lov'd  her  lather. 
That  Byblis  lik'd  her  brother  rather. 
And  in  fuch  tales  old  Greece  did  glory  : 
Amongft  the  which,  pray  take  this  ftory. 

Crete  was  an  ifle,  whofe  fruitful  nations 
Swarm'd  with  an  hundred  corporations. 
And  there  upon  Mount  Ida  fi;ood 
A  venerable  fpacious  wood, 
Within  whofe  centre  was  a  grove 
Immortaliz'd  by  birth  of  Jove  : 
In  vales  below  a  bull  was  fed. 
Whom  all  the  kine  obey'd  as  head ; 
Betwixt  his  horns  a  tuft  of  black  did  grow. 
But  all  the  reft  of  him  was  driven  fnow. 
(O'jr  tale  to  truth  does  not  confine  us.) 
At  the  fame  time  one  Juftiee  Minos, 
That  liv'd  hard  by,  was  married  lately ; 
And,  that  his  bride  might  fliow  more  ftatcly. 
When  through  her  pedigree  he  run. 
Found  file  was  daughter  to  the  Sun, 
Her  name  Pafiphae  was  hight. 
And,  as  her  father,  fhe  was  bright. 
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This  lady  tooTi  up  an  odd  fancy, 
That  with  this  bull  (lie  faia  would  dance  ye. 
Shevv'd  mow  him  prafs,  and  cut  him  boughs, 
Qn  which  his  ftatelinefs  might  browfe. 
Whilft  thus  file  hedges  breaks  and  climsb, 
Sure  Minos  mud:  have  happy  times  I 
She  never  car'd  for  going  fine. 
She'd  rather  trudge  among  the  kinc. 
Then  at  lier  toilet  ftie  would  fay, 

"   Methinks  I  look  iizarre  to  day. 
"  Sure  my  glafs  lie?,  I'm  not  fo  fair  : 
"  Oh,  were  this  face  o'ergrown  with  hair! 
"  I  never  was  for  top  knots  born  ; 
*'  My  favourites  fhouldeach  be  horn. 
"  But  now  I'm  liker  to  a  fow, 
"  Than,  what  I  wifli  to  be,  a  cow — 
"  What  would  I  give  that  I  could  lough  ! 
"  My  bull-y  cares  for  none  of  thofe 
"  That  are  afraid  to  fpoil  their  clothes  : 
"  Did  he  but  love  me,  he'd  not  fail 
«  To  take  me  with  my  draggle  tail." 

Then  tears  would  fall,  and  then  fhe'd  run, 
As  would  the  devil  upon  Dun. 
When  fhe  feme  handfome  cow  did  fpy. 
She'd  fcan  her  form  with  jealous  eye ; 
Say,  "  Hov/  fhe  frifks  it  o'er  the  plain, 
"  Runs  on,  and  then  turns  back  again  ! 
"  She  feems  a  bear  refolv'd  to  prance, 
"  Or  a  fhe-afs  that  tries  to  dance. 
"  in  vain  flie  thinks  herfelf  fo  fine  : 
"  She  can't  pleafe  bull-y  ;  for  his  mine. 
"  But  'tis  revenge  alone  affuages 
*'  My  envy  when  the  paflion  rages. 
"  Here,  rafcal,  quickly  yoke  that  cow, 
"  And  fee  the  fhrivcl'd  carrion  plough. 
"  But  fecond  counfel's  beft  :  fhe  dies  :  • 
"  I'll  make  immediate  facrifiee,     ' 
"  And  with  the  vicStim  fcaft  my  eyes. 
"  'Tis  thus  my  rivals  I'll  remove 
"  Who  interpofe  'twixt  me  and  what  I  love 
"  lo  in  Egypt's  worfliip'd  now, 
"  Since  Jove  transf  rm'd  her  to  a  cow. 
"  '  Fwas  on  a  bull  Europa  came 
"  To  that  blefl  land  which  bears  her  name. 
"  Who  knows  what  fate's  ordain'd  for  me 
"  The  languifhing  Pafiphae,  " 
"  Had  I  a  bull  as  kind  as  ihc  1" 
When  madncls  rages  with  uiiufual  fire, 
'Tis  not  in  Nature's  power  to  quench  define  ; 
Then  vice  transforms  man's  reafon  intobeaft, 
And  fo  the  monftcr's  made  the  poet's  jefl:. 


PART     IV. 


Let  youth  avoid  the  noxious  heat  of  wine  : 
Bacchus  to  Cupid  bears  an  ill  defign. 
The  grape,  when  fcatter'd  on  the  wings  of  love. 
So  clogs  the  down,  the  feathers  cannot  move. 
The  boy,whoothcrwife  would  fleeting  flray, 
Reels,  trembles,  lies,  and  is  enforc'd  to  ftay. 
Then  courage  rife',  when  the  fpirit's  fir'd, 
And  rages  to  poffcfs  the  thing  defir'd  : 
Care  vanifties  through  the  exalted  blond, 
And  lorrovf  palTes  in  the  purple  flood  ; 


Laughter  proceeds  ;  nor  can  he  want  a  foul, 
Whofc  thoujihts  in  fancied  heaps  of  plenty  roll. 
Uncommon  freedom  lets  the  lips  impart 
Plain  fimple  truth  from  a  diffembling  heart. 
Then  to  fome  wanton  paflion  he  muft  run. 
Which  his  difcreeter  hours  would  gladly  fhun  ; 
Where  he  the  time  in  thoughtlefs  eafe  may  pafs ; 
And  write  his  billet-doux  upon  the  glafs  ; 
Whilft  finking  eyes  with  languifliment  profefs 
Follies  hii-  tongue  refufes  to  confefs. 
Then  his  good-nature  will  take  t*  other  fiip, 
If  flie'll  firft  kifs,  that  he  may  kifs  the  cup. 
Then  fomething  nice  and  qoftly  he  could  cat, 
Siippofing  ftill  that  file  will  carve  the  meat. 
But,  if  a  brother  or  a  hufband's  by. 
Whom  the  ill-natur'd  world  may  call  a  fpy, 
He  thinks  it  not  below  him  to  pretend 
The  open.hcartendnefs  of  a  true  friend; 
Gives  him  refpe(5l  furpaCTing  his  degree  : 
The  perfon  that  is  meant  by  all  is  JJje. 
'  Tis  thought  the  fafeft  way  to  hide  a  pafiion, 
And  therefore  caU'd  the  friendfhip  now  in  fafhion. 
By  fecret  figns  and  enigmatic  ftealth, 
She  is  the  toaft  belongs  to  every  health  : 
And  all  the  lover's  bufinefs  is  to  keep 
His  thoughts  from  anger,  and  his  eyes  from  fleep : 
He'll    laugh  ye,  dance  ye,  fing   ye,  vault,  look 
fray. 

And  ruflle  all  the  ladies  in  his  pfay. 

But  ftill  the  gentleman's  extremely  fine  ; 

There's  nothing  apilh  in  him  but  the  wine. 
Many  a  mortal  has  been  bit 
By  marrying  in  a  drunken  fit. 
'l"o  lay  the  matter  plain  before  ye. 
Pray  hearken  whilft  I  tell  my  ftory. 

It  happen'd  about  break  of  day 
Gnoflis  a  girl  had  loft  her  way. 
And  wander'd  up  and  down  the  Strand, 
Whereabouts  now  York  Buildings  ftand  : 
And  half  awak'd  flie  roar'd  as  bad 
As  if  (he  really  had  been  mad  ; 
Unlac'd  her  bodlice,  and  her  gown 
And  petticoats  hung  dangling  down  : 
Her  (hoes  were  flipt,  her  ancles  bare. 

And  all  abound  her  flew  her  yellow  hair. 
Oh,  cruel  Thefeus !   can  you  g(\ 
And  leave  your  little  Gnoihs  fo  ? 
You  in  your  fcuU'  did  proniife  carriage. 
And  gave  me  proofs  of  future  marriage  ; 
But  then  laft  night  away  did  creep. 
And  bafely  left  me  faft  afleep. 
Then  (he  is  falling  in  a  fit : 
But  don't  grow  uglier  one  bit. 
The  flood  of  tears  rather  fupplies 
The  native  rheum  about  her  eyes. 
I'he  hubbies  then  are  beat  again  : 
Women  in  paflion  feel  no  pain. 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  oh,  what 
Will  come  of  me  1  oh,  tell  me  that  '. 

Bacco  was  drawer  at  the  Sun, 
And  had  his  belly  like  his  tun  : 
For  blubber  lips  and  cheeks  all  bloated. 
And  frizzled  pate,  the  youth  was  noted, 
He,  as  his  cu(tom  was,  got  drunk. 
And  then  went  ftrolling  for  a  punk. 
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Six  links  and  lanterns,  'caufe  'twas  dark  yet, 

He  prefs'd  from  Cuvent-Garden  market : 

Then  his  next  captives  were  the  waits, 

Who  play'd,  lelt  he  Ihould  break  their  pates. 

But,  as  along  in  flate  he  pa/Tcs, 

He  met  a  fellow  driving  alTcs  : 

For  there  are  feveral  iblks  whofe  trade  is 

To  milk  them  for  confumptive  ladies. 

Nothing  would  ferve  but  get  aftnde. 

And  the  old  bell-man  too  muft  ride. 

What  with  their  hooting  fhouting  yell. 

The  fccne  had  foniethiug  in  't  of  hell. 

And  who  fhould  all  this  rabble  meet, 

But  GnolTy  drabbling  in  the  flreet  ? 

The  fright  deftroy'd  her  fpecch  and  colour, 

And  all  lemembrance  of  her  fculler. 

Her  conduct  thrice  bade  her  be  flyii'g  : 

Her  fears  thrice  hinder'd  her  from  trying. 

Like  bullruflies  on  fide  of  brook, 

Or  afpin  leaves,  her  joints  all  fhook. 

Bacco  cry'd  out,  "  I'm  come,  my  dear; 

*'  I'll  foon  difperfe  all  thoughts  of  fear  : 

"  Nothing  but  joys  Ihall  revel  here." 

Then,  hugging  her  in  brawny  arm, 

Protefled,  "  She  fhould  have  no  harm: 

"  But  rather  would  affure  her,  he 

"  Rejoic'd  in  opportunity 

•*  Of  meeting  fuch  a  one  as  (he  : 

"  And  that,  encircled  all  around 

"  With  glafs  and  candles  mony  a  pound, 

"  She  fhould  with  bells  command  the  bar, 

"  And  call  her  rooms,  Sun,  Moon,  and  Star 

"  That  the  good  company  were  met, 

■"  And  fhould  not  want  a  wedding-treat." 

In  fhort,  they  married,  and  both  made  ye, 

He  a  free  landlord,  fhe  a  kind  landlady. 

The  Spartan  lords  their  villains  would  invite 

To  an  excefs  of  drink  in  children's  fight. 

1"he  parent  thus  their  innocence  would  fave. 

And  to  the  load  of  wine  condemn  the  flave. 


PART      V. 


The  feafon  muft  be  mark'd  for  nice  addrefs  : 
A  grant  ill-tim'd  will  make  the  favour  lei's. 
Not  the  wife  gardener  more  dil'cretion  needs 
To  manage  tender  plants  and  hopeful  feeds. 
To  know  when  rain,  when  warmth,  muft  guard 
his  flowers,  [hours. 

Than  lovers  do  to  v?atch  their  mofl  aufpicious 
As  the  judicious  pilot  views  from  far 
The  influences  of  each  rifmg  ilar. 
Where  figns  of  future  calms  or  florms  appear, 
When  fitting  to  be  bold,  and  when  to  fear ; 
So  love's  attendant  by  long  art  defcries 
The  rife  of  growing  paflion  from  the  eyes. 
Love  has  its  feftival  as  well  as  faft, 
Nor  does  its  carnival  for  ever  laft. 
What  was  a  vifit,  now  is  to  intrude ; 
What's  civil  now,  to-morrow  will  be  rude. 
Small  figns  denote  great  things  :  the  happy  man 
That  can  retrieve  a  glove,  or  falling  fan. 
With  grateful  joy  the  benefit  receives, 
Whilft  with  defponding  care  his  rival  grieves. 


Whene'er  it  may  feem  proper  you  fhould  write. 
Let  Ovid  the  prevailing  words  indite  : 
By   Scrope  *,   by  Duke,   by   Mulgrave,   then  be 

taught. 
And  Dryden's  equal  numbers  tune  your  thought. 
Submiflive  voice  and  words  do  beft  agree 
To  their  hard  fortune  who  muft  fuppliants  be. 
It  was  by  fpeech  like  this  great  Priam  won 
Achilles'  foul,  and  fo  obtain'd  his  fon. 

Hope  is  an  ufeful  goddefs  in  your  cafe, 
And  will  increafe  your  fpeed  in  Cupid's  race. 
Though  in  its  promifes  it  fail  fometimes, 
Yet  with  frefh  refolution  ftill  it  climbs. 
Though  much  is  loft  at  play ;  yet  Hi>pe  at  laft 
Drives  on,  and  meets  with  fome  fuccefsful  caft. 
Why  then  make  hafte  ;  on  paper  ting'd  with  gold, 
By  quill  of  dove,  thy  love-fick  tale  unfold. 
Move  fprightly,  knowing  'tis  for  life  you  pufh  : 
Your  letter  will  not,  though  yourfelf  might  blufh. 
'Tis  no  ignoble  maxim  I  would  teach 
The  Britifli  youth — to  ftudy  rules  of  fpeech  : 
That  governs  cities,  that  enacfts  our  laws. 
Gives  fecret  ftrength  to  juftice  in  a  caufe. 
To  that  the  crowd,  the  judge,  the  fenate,  yield  : 
'Gainft  that  ev'n  beauty  can't  maintain  the  field. 
Conceal  your  art,  and  let  your  words  appear 
Common,  not  vulgar ;  not  too  plain,  though  clear. 
Shew  not  your  eloquence  at  the  firft  fight; 
But  from  your  fliade  rife  by  degrees  of  light. 
Drefs  thoughts  as  if  love's  filence  firft  were  broke, 
And  wounded  heart  with  trembling  paffion  fpoke. 

Suppofe  that  your  firft  letter  is  fent  back  ; 
Yet  fhe  may  yield  upon  the  next  attack. 
If  not ;  by  art  a  diamond  rough  in  hue 
Shall  brighten  up  all  glorious  to  the  view. 
Soft  water  drops  the  marble  will  deftroy. 
And  ten  years'  fiege  prove  conqueror  of  Troy. 

Suppofe  fh'has  read,  but  then  no  anfwer  gave  : 
It  is  fufficient  fhe  admits  her  ilave. 
Write  on  ;  for  time  the  freedom  may  obtain 
Of  having  mutual  love  fent  back  again. 

Perhaps  ftie  writes,  but  'tis  to  bid  you  ceafe. 
And  that  your  lines  but  difcompofe  her  peace. 
This  is  a  ftratagem  of  Cupid's  war  : 
She'd,  like  a  Parthian,  wound  you  from  afar. 
And  by  this  art  your  conftancy  would  try : 
She's  neareft  much  when  feeming  thus  to  fly. 
Purine  the  fair  difdain  through  every  place 
That  with  her  prefence  ihe  vouchfafes  to  grace, 
if  to  the  play  ihe  goes,  be  there,  and  fee 
How  love  rewarded  makes  the  comedy. 
Fly  to  the  park,  if  thither  fhe'd  retire; 
Perhaps  fome  gentle  breeze  may  fan  the  fire. 
But  if  to  court,  then  follow,  where  you'll  finU 
Majeftic  truth  with  facred  Hymen  join'd. 

It  is  in  vain  fome  ftudy  to  profefs 
Their  inclination  by  too  nice  a  drefs, 
As  not  content  with  manly  cleanlinefs. 
Mien,  fhape,  or  manner,  no  addition  needs 
There's  iomething  carelefs  that  all  art  exceeds, 
Adonis  from  his  lonely  folitudes. 
Rough  Thefeus  landing  from  the  briny  flood 
Hippolitus  frefli  hunting  from  the  woods; 

*  Sir  Car  Scrope. 


floods,  > 
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O'er  heroines  of  race  divine  prevail'd, 
Where  powder'd  wig  and  fnuff-box  might  have 
fail'd. 
No  youth  that's  wife  will  to  his  figure  truft, 
As  if  fo  fine  to  be  accofted  firft. 
Diftrefs  mud  afic,  and  gratefully  receive  : 
'Tis  heaven  and  beauty's  honour,  they  can  give. 
There's  fome  have  thought  that  looking  pale  and 

wan, 
"With  a  fubmiffiiin  that  is  lefs  than  man, 
Might  gain  their  end  ;  but  funk  in  the  attempt, 
And  found,  that  which  they  merited,  contempt. 

Gain  but  admittance,  half  your  ftory's  told  : 
There's  nothing  then  remains  hut  to  be  hold. 
Venus  and  Fortune  will  affifl;  your  claim ; 
And  Cupid  dart  the  breaft  at  which  you  aim. 
No  need  of  ftudied  fpeech,  or  (kilful  rules : 
Love  has  an  eloqueiice  beyond  the  fciwols ; 
Where  fofteft  words  and  accents  will  be  found 
All  flowing  in,  to  form  the  charming  found. 
Of  her  you  love  brlgh'  images  you'll  raife  : 
When  juft,  they  are  not  flattery,  but  praife. 
What  can  be  faid  too  much  of  what  is  g^i  d. 
Since  an  immortal  fame  is  virtue's  food  ? 

For  nine  years'  fpace  Egypt  had  fruitlefs  flood, 
Without  the  aid  of  Nile's  prolific  flood  ; 
Then  Thrafius  faid,  "  That  bleffing  to  reeain, 
"  The  gods  require  a  ftranger  fhould  be  flain." 
"  Be  thou  the  man,"  (the  fierce  Bufiris  cries  :) 
"  I'll  make  th'  advifer  his  own  faci  ifice  ; 
*'  Nor  can  he  blame  the  voice  by  which  he  dies." 
Perillu?,  firft  and  laft  of 's  trade, 
For  Phalarif  a  bull  had  made  : 
With  fire  bcTieath,  and  water  hot, 
He  put  the  brafier  in  the  pot. 
And  gave  him,  like  an  honeft  fellow, 
Precedence  in  his  hull  to  bellow. 
The  ryrarts  both  did  right  :    No  law  more  juft 
Than,  '•  He  that  thirks  of  ill,  ihould  feel  it  firft." 
Curft  be  their  arts,  unltudied  be  their  trade, 
Who  female  truth  by  falfehood  would  invade  : 
That  can  betray  a  friend  or  kinlmr.n's  names. 
And  by  that  covert  bide  unlawful  ilames  : 
Whofe  eager  paffion  finds  its  fure  relief, 
When  terminating  in  another's  grief . 
Carelefs  hereafter  •,vhat  they  promife  now. 
To  the  ^olian  winds  commit  their  vo-.v  ; 
Then  cite  th'  example  of  the  faithiefs  Jove, 
Who  laughs,  they  fay,  at  perjury  in  love. 
They  think  they  have  a  thoul'and  ways  to  pleafe, 
Ten  thoufand  more  t"  rob  tl;e  mind  of  eaft. 
For,  as  the  earth  in  various  birth  abounds, 
Their  humour  dances  in  fantaftic  roimds  ; 
Like  Proteu-,  can  be  lion,  river,  hear, 
A  tree,  or  any  thing  th.it's  fram'd  of  air. 
Thus  they  lay  ftiares,  thus  they  fet  off  their  bait 
With  all  the  fine  allurements  of  deceit. 
Etit  they,  who  through  this  courfe  of  mifchicf  run, 
Will  find  that  fraud  is  various,  Virtue  one 
Achilles,  a  gigantic  boy. 
Was  waiJti'd  at  the  fiege  cf  Troy  • 
His  country's  danjitr  did  require  him, 
/\nd  all  the  generals  did  dtfiie  bin-  : 
For  difcord,  you  muft  know,  l^il  ihro.vn 
An  apple  where  'twas  two  to  tne  j 


But,  if  a  ftir  was  made  about  it, 

Two  of  the  three  muft  go  without  It: 

And  fo  it  was ;  for  Paris  gave  it 

To  Venus,  who  refolv'd  to  have  it. 

(The  ftory  here  would  he  too  long: 

But  you  may  find  it  in  the  fong  ) 

Venus,  although  not  over-virtuous. 

Yet  ftill  defigning  to  be  courteous, 

Refolv'd  to  procure  the  varlet 

A  flaming  and  triumphant  harlot ; 

Firft  ftol'n  by  one  ftie  would  not  ftay  Vi^ith, 

Then  married  to  be  run  away  with. 

Her  Paris  carried  to  his  mother  ; 

And  tlience  in  Greece  arufe  that  pother. 

Of  which  old  H^-mer,  Virgil,  Dante, 

And  Chaucer,  make  us  fuch  a  cant. 

Ft  was  a  juft  and  noble  caufe. 
The  breach  of  hofpitable  laws  : 
Though  done  to  one,  \et  common  grief 
Made  all  unite  to  feek  relief. 
But,  when  they  fought  the  country  round, 
There's  no  Achilles  could  be  found. 
His  mother  was  afraid  t'have  loft  him. 
And  therefore  thus  ftie  did  accoft  him : 
*'  My  pretty  dear,  let  me  perftiade  ye 
"    This  once  for  to  become  a  lady. 
"  This  petticoat  and  mantua  take, 
"   And  wear  this  nightrail  for  my  fake. 
"  I've  made  your  knots  all  of  the  fmalleft, 
"  Becaufe  you're  fomething  of  the  talieft. 
"  I'd  have  you  never  go  unlac'd, 
"  For  fear  of  fpoiling  of  your  waift. 
"  Now  languifh  on  me — fcorn  me  now — 
"  .Smile — frown — run — laugh — I  fee  'twill  dc, 
"   You'd  perfc6t  all  you  now  begin, 
"  O  dy  for  poking  out  your  chin." 

Him  tlius  inftrudtedfoon  fhe  fends  "y 

To  Lycomede,  and  there  pretends  > 

It  was  a  daughter  of  a  friend's,  j 

who,  grown  full  large  by  country  feeding, 
\'i'as  fent  to  her,  to  mend  her  breeding. 
Herielf  had  now  no  child,  nor  no  man 
To  truft  bill  him,  poor  lonely  woman  i 
That  might  reward  him  well  hereafter, 
If  he  would  life  her  as  his  daughter. 
In  choice  of  names,  as  Iris,  Chloc, 
Pfyche  and  Phillis,  fhe  took  Zoe. 
Th'old  man  receiv'd  her,  and  expreft 
Aluch  kiiidnefs  for  his  topping  gueft  : 
Shew'd  her  his  girls;  faid.  "  Whdft  fhe'd  flay, 
"  His  Zi'C  ftiould  be  ns'd  as  they." 
At  firft  there  much  refeiv'dnefs  paft : 
But,  when  acquaintance  grew  at  laft. 
They'd  jeft,  and  every  i  ne  would  ftiew 
Her  works,  which  flic  could  never  do. 
One  faid,  hrr  fingers  were  moft  fitting 
)or  the  moft  fiddling  woik  of  kni'ting. 
Then  one  her  wedding- bed  would  make, 
And  all  muft  help  her  for  love's  fake. 
Z  f,  undrcft  in  night-gown  tawdry, 
VViih  clumfy  fift  muft  work  embroidery; 
\'\'hilft  othtrs  try  her  greafy  clunches 
With  ftoning  currants  in  whide  bunches. 
E'.it  there  was  one,  call'd  Ucilamy, 
M  1  iri.fl.-d  lonieihing  by  the  by, 
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And,  fighin^,  thus  one  night  fhe  faid, 
"   Why,  Zoe  may'nt  we  go  to  bed?" 
"  Soon  as  you  pleafe,  good  miftrefs  Ded  " 
The  fleeting  months  foon  roll  about ; 
Time  came  when  mui'der  all  muft  out. 
Zoe,  for  fear  of  the  old  man, 
Into  the  army  quickly  ran; 
And  fav'd  the  flitting  of  his  n.ofe, 
By  timely  changing  of  her  clothes. 

Thus,  whilft  we  glory's  didtates  fhun, 
Into  the  fnaresof  vice  we  run  ; 
And  he  that  fliould  his  country  ferve, 
And  beauty  by  his  worth  deferve, 
In  female  foftnefs  wanton  flays. 
And  what  he  fliould  adore  betrays. 


PART     VI. 


But  now,  O  happy  youth,  thy  prize  is  found, 
And  all  thy  wilhes  with  fuccefs  are  crown'd. 
Not  To  Pseans,  when  Apollo's  prais'd  ; 
Not  trophies  to  viAorious  Grecians  rais'd ; 
Not  acclamations  of  exalted  Rome, 
To  welcome  peace  with  her  Auguftus  home; 
Can  more  delight  a  brave  and  generous  mind, 
Than  it  muft  you  to  fee  a  beauty  kind  : 
The  bays  to  me  with  gratitude  you'll  give, 
Liike  Hcfiod  and  hke  Homer  make  me  live. 
Thus  Pt!ops  on  triumphant  chariot  brought 
Hippcdamy,  with  hid  life's  danger  bought. 
Thus  profperous  Jafi)n,  rich  with  golden  fleece, 
On  Aigos'  vocal  timber  fail'd  to  Greece, 

But  ftay,  fond  youth  ;  the  danger  is  not  paft  : 
You're  not  arriv'd  in  port,  nor  anchor  caft. 
From  you  my  heart  may  ftill  more  bays  deferve. 
If  what  by  me  you  gain'd,  by  me  you  fhall  pre- 

ferre. 
Nor  than  the  conqueft  is  the  gl  ;ry  Icfs, 
To  fix  the  throne  on  that  which  you  poflefs. 
Now,  Erata,  divineii,  fofrefl;  Mufe, 
Whofe  name  and  rffice  bo'h  do  love  infufe, 
Af:ift  my  great  defign:   If  Venus'  Ion, 
That  vagab'  nd,  would  from  hisniother  run, 
And  then,  with  foaring  wings  aid  body  lig'"t. 
Through  the  vaft  world's  extent  would  take  his 

flight ; 
By  artful  bonds  let  me  fccure  his  ftay, 
And  make  his  imiverfal  power  obey. 

Whilft  I  my  a.-t  would  thus  improve. 
And  fondly  thought  to  fhackle  love. 
Two  neig!ibour=  that  v/ere  ttauding  by,  ") 

Tormented  'ooth  with  jealouiy,  > 

Told  me  it  wa-  in  vain  to  try.  j 

When  one  began  his  tale,  as  thus  : 

"   Perhaps  you've  hvaid  of  D;^nlalus, 
*'  When  Minos  wouidi  have  made  him  ftay, 
"  How  through  the  ^louds  he  found  his  wjy. 
"  He  was  a  vVOikrp,dii  wife  and  good, 
"  Buiidinj;  was  w'lat  he  under,      -d. 
"  I^iike  to  'he  houfe  where  we  acl  plays, 
"   He  made  a  turning  winding  maze, 
"  Fitting  to  harbour  acts  of  lin, 
*'  And  put  a  whore  and  ballard  in. 


"  I've  done  your  work  ;  anci  now  my  truft  is, 
Good  Sir,  that  you  will  do  me  Juftice. 
'  ris  true  I  hither  fled  for  murther; 
Let  my  misfiiriunes  go  r.o  further; 
S  'me  end  all  i-unifhment-.  ftiould  have. 
Birth  to  the  wretch  my  country  gave  : 
Let  it  afford  me  now  a  grave. 
Difmifs  my  fon  ;  at  leaft,  if  rather 
You'd  keep  the  boy.  difmifs  his  father. 
Thi^  he  might  fay,  and  more,  or  fo  ; 
But  iMinos  wouki  not  let  him  go. 
"^t  this  he  was  cnrag'd,  and  cried. 
It  is  in  dinger  wit  is  tried  : 
Mines  poflelTes  earth  and  fea  ; 
1  he  Iky  and  fire  are  left  for  me. 
Pardon  my  fond  attempt,  great  Jove, 
If  I  ap I  roach  your  feats  above. 
It  is  neccffity  tha'  draws 
A  new-invented  rule  for  nature's  laws, 
"    rhus  he  began  ;   Full  many  a  feather 
With  twine  of  tliread  he  ftitch'd  tr.^ether  : 
(Abundance  more  than  are  enough 
I'o  make  your  wife  and  mine  a  mufF.) 
Thus  he  frames  wings,  and  nothing  lacks 
To  fix  the  whole,  hut  melted  wax  : 
That  was  the  work  of  the  young  boy, 
Pleas'd  at  the  fancy  of  tiie  toy  ; 
Not  gupfiing,  ere  he  was  much  o'der. 
He  fhould  have  one  upon  each  fhoulder. 
To  whom  his  farlier  :    Here's  the  fliip 
By  which  we  muft  fr^.m  Vlinos  flip. 
Child,  follow  me,  juft  as  I  fly  on. 
And  keep  your  eye  iix'd  on  Orion  : 
I'll  be  your  guide  ;  and  never  fear, 
Condueled  by  a  father's  care. 
The  Viigin  end  Bootes  fhun. 
Take  ne.-<'  left  y  >u  approach  the  fun; 
iriis  flaming  i   flucnce  will  be  felt. 
And  the  difl:'u£    ■  wax  wi'l  melt. 
•  he  fea  by  nfiiig  fogs  difcover; 
O'er  that,  be  Aire,  you  never  hover  : 
ltw,.:ild  be  difiicu't  to  drag 
Your  weted  pinior.b,  ftlOJi.i  they  flag. 
B-twcen  them  bvth  the  fcy  is  fair,  T 

No  winds  or  hurricanes  are  there,  S 

Bu^  you  may  fan  the  flct-ting  air.  } 

"  Thus  fpcaking,  he  with  whipcnrd-ftrirgs 
Faftens,  and  tht  n  exr -nds,  the  wings  : 
And,  whtn  che  you  h's  completely  dreft, 
Jutt  as  the  eagle  from  her  neft 
By  gentle  fii;chts  her  eaglet  tries 
To  dare  ;he  lun,  and  mount  the  Ikies; 
The  father  (o  hi-*  bov  p-epares, 
Not  wi'Mouc  kifs  ana  falling  tears. 
In  a  large  plain,  a  rifing  heig.ht  , 

Give  Icme  afilitance  to  their  fiigiit. 
With  a  quick  fpnng  and  flur;en;.g  uoife, 
They 'in  the  {ky  tteit  bodies  poiie. 
Back  on  his  fon  the  father  looks, 
P.aiung  his  fv.'ift  and  even  itrokes. 
Now  dreadleis,  with  bold  art  fuppiied,         "^ 
He  does  on  airy  billows  ride,  S 

Anri  fosr  with  an  ambiiiou*  pride.  J 

McrtaU,  wrio  by  the  limpid  flood 
With-patiect  angle  krg  have  ftcod. 
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♦'  On  the  fmooth  water's  (hining  face 
"  See  the  amazing  creatures  pafs, 
"  Look  up  aftonifh'd,  whilft  the  reed 
"  Drops  from  the  hand  whofe  fenfe  is  dead. 
"  Roll'd  by  the  wind's  impetuous  hafte 
*•  They  Samos  now  and  Naxos  paft, 
"  Faros,  and  Delos  bleft  abode 
"  And  parent  of  the  Clarian  God  ; 
"  Lebinthus  on  their  right  hand  Ites, 
"  And  fweet  Calydne's  groves  arife, 
"  And  fam'd  Aftypalaa's  fens 
"  Breed  fhoals  of  fifti  in  owzy  dens : 
I*  When  the  unwary  boy,  whofe  growing  years 

"  Ne'er  knew  the  worth  of  cautious  fears, 
«•  Mounts  an  sthereal  hill,  whence  he  might  fpy 
"  The  lofty  regions  of  a  brighter  fky  ; 
♦•  Far  from  his  father's  call  and  aid 
"  pis  wings  in  glittering  fire  difplay'd, 
"  Whofe  ambient  heat  their  plume  involves, 
"  And  all  their  liquid  bands  diffolves. 
"  He  fees  his  loofen'd  pinions  drop ; 
•'  On  naked  arms  lies  all  his  hope. 
"  From  the  vaft  concave  precipice  he  finds 
"  A  fwift  deftrudtion,  finking  with  the  winds. 
"  Beneath  him  lies  a  gaping  deep, 
"  Whofe  womb  is  equally  as  fteep. 
"  Then,  "  Father!   father  ;"  he'd  have  cried: 
"  Tempefts  the  trembling  founds  divide, 
"  Whilft  difmal  fear  contrads  his  breath, 
"  And  the  rough  wave  completes  his  death. 
"  My  fon  :  my  fon  !"  long  might  the  father  cry: 
"  There  is  no  track  to  feek  him  in  the  fky. 
"  By  floating  wings  his  body  found 
"  Is  cover'd  with  the  neighbouring  ground. 
"  His  art,  though  not  fuccefsful,  has  its  fame, 
"  And  the  Icarian  feas  preferve  his  name." 
If  men  from  Minos  could  efcape. 
And  into  birds  transform  their  fliape. 
And  there  was  nothing  that  could  hold  them, 
Provided  feathers  might  be  fold  them. 
The  thought  from  madnefs  furely  fprings 
To  fix  a  god  that's  born  with  wings. 

Quoth  t'other  man,  "  Sir,  if  you'll  tarry,    ~) 
"  I'll  tell  you  a  tale  of  my  boy  Harry,  > 

"  Would  make  a  man  afraid  to  marry.  j 

*'  This  boy  does  oft  from  paper  white 
"  In  miniature  produce  a  kite. 
*'  With  tender  hands  the  wood  he  bends, 
"  On  which  the  body  he  extends  : 
"  Pafte  made  of  flour  with  water  mix'd 
"  Is  the  cement  by  which  'tis  fix'd : 
"  Then  fclffars  from  the  maid  he'll  borrow, 
"  With  promife  of  return  to-morrow. 
"  With  thofe  he  paper  nicely  cuts, 
•'  Which  on  the  fides  for  wings  he  puts. 
"  The  tail,  that's  an  eflcntial  part, 
"  He  manages  with  equal  art ; 
"  With  paper  fhreds  at  diftance  tied, 
"  As  not  too  near,  nor  yet  too  wide, 
"  Which  he  to  fitting  length  extends, 
*'  Till  with  a  tuft  the  fabric  ends. 
"  Next  packthread  of  the  eveneft  twine, 
"  Or  fometimes  filk,  he'll  to  it  join, 
"  Whjch,  by  the  guidance  of  his  hand, 
♦'  Its  rife  or  downfall  may  command, 


"  Or  carry  meflengers  to  fee       , 
"  If  all  above  in  order  be. 
"  Then  wanton  zephyrs  fan  it  till  it  rife,      [fkief. 
"  And  through  xthereal  rills  ploughs  up  the  azure 
"  Sometimes  in  filent  fhade  of  night 
"  He'll  make  it  ftiine  with  wondrous  light 
"   Hy  lantern  with  tranfi.arent  folds, 
"   Which  flaming  wax  in  fafety  holds. 
"  This  glittering  with  myftericus  rays,. 
"  Does  all  the  neighbourhood  amaze. 
"  Then  comes  the  conjuror  o'  th'  place, 
"  With  Jegs  afquint  and  crooked  face, 
"  Who  with  his  fpying-pole  front  far 
"  Pronounces  it  a  blazing  flar  ; 
"  That  wheat  ftiall  fall,  and  oats  be  dear, 
"  And  barley  ftiall  not  fpring  that  year; 
"  That  murrain  ftiall  infedl  all  Icine, 
"  And  meafles  will  deftroy  the  fwine  : 
"  That  fair  maids'  fweetheartsfhall  fall  dead' 
"  Before  they  lofe  their  maidenhead, 
"  And  widows  ftiall  be  forc'd  to  tarry 
"  A  month  at  leaft  before  they  matry. 
"  But,  whilft  the  fool  his  thought  enjoys, 
"  The  whole  contrivance  was  my  boy's. 
"  Now,  mark  me,  'twas  from  fuch-like  things 
"  The  poets  frani'd  our  Cupid's  wings. 
"  If  a  child's  nature  thus  can  foar, 
"  And  all  this  li«s  within  his  power, 
"   His  mother  furely  can  do  more. 
"  Pray  tell  me  what  is  to  be  done, 
"  If  ftie'U  with  cuckold-makers  run. 
"   No  watchful  care  of  jealous  eye 
"  Can  hinder,  if  efcape  ftic'U  try  ; 
"  The  kite  will  to  her  carrion  fly." 
Where  native  modefty  the  mind  fecures. 

The  hulband  has  no  need  of  locks  and  doors; 

The  fpecious  comet,  fram'd  by  Jealoufy, 

Will  prove  delufion  all,  and  all  a  lie. 
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Not  all  the  herbs  by  fage  Medea  found, 

Not  Marfan  drugs,  though  mixt  with  magic  found. 

Not  philtres  ftudicd  by  Theffalian  art. 

Can  fix  the  mind,  and  conftancy  impart. 

Could  thefe  prevail,  Jafon  had  felt  their  charms  ; 

UlyfTes  ftill  had  died  in  Circe's  arms. 

Continue  lovely,  if  you'll  be  belov'd  : 

Virtue  from  Virtue's  bands  is  ne'er  remov'd. 

Like  Nircus  beautiful,  like  Hylas  gay; 

By  time  the  blooming  ou'fide  will  decay. 

See  Hyacinth  again  of  form  bereft. 

And  only  thorns  upon  the  rofe-tree  left. 

Then  lay  up  ftores  of  learning  and  of  wit, 

Whofe  fame  fliall  fcorn  the  Acherontic  pit. 

And,  whilft  thofe  fleeting  ftiadows  vainly  fly. 

Adorn  the  better  part  which  cannot  die. 

Ulyfles  had  no  magic  in  his  face ; 
But  then  his  eloquence  had  charming  grace, 
Such  as  could  force  itfelf  to  be  btlicv'd, 
^nd  all  the  watery  goddcfles  deceiv'd  ; 
To  whom  Calypio  from  hei  widow'd  ftiore 
Sen<is  him  thefe  fighs,  which  furious  tempefts  bore. 


THE    AkT 

"  Your  pauage  often  I  by  art  delay 'd, 
*'  'Oblig'd  yon  riiorc,  the  more  to  be  betray 'd. 
*'  Here  you  liaVe  ofcen  on  thi^  rollipfr  fand 
"  Defcrib'd  your  fcene  of  war  with  (lender  v/and. 
"  Here's  Troy,  and  this  circumference  its  walls  : 
"  Here  SImois  gently  in  the  ocean  falls  ; 
"  Here  lies  my  camp :  thefe  are  the  fpacioiis  fields 
"   Where  to  ths  fword  the  crafty  Dolon  yields. 
"  This  of  Sirhoniaii  Rhefu=i  is  the  tent. — 
"  On  with  tile  pleafmg  tale  your  language  went, 
•'   When  a  tenth  Mf  ave  did  with  orie  flafli  deltroy 
"  The  platform  of  imaginal-y  Troy. 
"  By  fear  like  this  I  would  enforce  ynuf  ftay, 
"  To  fee  what  names  the  waters  tofs'd  away. 
"  I  took  you  caft  up  helplefs  by  the  fea  :  "> 

"  Thoufands  of  happy  hours  you  pafs'd  with  nie ;  >■ 
"  No  mention  made  of  old  Penelope.  J 

"  On  adamant  our  wrongs  we  all  engravfij 
"  But  write  our  benefits  iipnn  the  wave, 
"  Why  then  be  gone,  the  feas  uncertain  trnft; 
"  As  I  found  you,  fo  may  you  find  them  juft. 
"  Dying  Calypfo  muft  be  left  behind, 
"  And  all  your  Vows  be  wafted  with  the  v/ind." 

Fond  are  the  hopes  he  (hould  be  conflant  now, 
Who  to  his  tenderell  part  had  broke  his  vow. 
JBy  artful  charms  the  miftrefs  ftrives  in  vain 
The  loofe  iricbnftant  wanderer  to  gain  : 
Bhanic  is  her  entrance,  and  her  end  is  pain. 


PART      VIII, 


iMbiTLGRNCE  foon  takes  with  a  noble  mind  : 
Who  can  be  harfh,  that  fees  another  kind  ? 
Moft  times  the  greatefl  art  is  to  comply 
Iri  granting  that  which  juftice  might  deny. 
We  form  our  tender  plants  by  foft  degrees. 
And  from  a  warping  flem  raife  (lately  trees. 
To  cut  th'  oppofing  waves,  we  (trive  in  vain ;' 
But,  if  we  rife  with  them,  and  fall  again. 
The  wi(h'd-for  land  with  eafe  we  may  attain. 
Such  complaifance  will  a  rough  humour  bendj 
And  yielding  to  one  failure  fave  a  friend. 
Mildnefs  and  temper  hr,»  e  a  force  divine. 
To  make  ev'n  palTion  with  their  nature  join. 
The  hawk  we  hate,  as  living  (till  in  arms, 
And  wolves  afiiduous  in  the  (hepherd's  harms. 
The  fociabk  fvvallow  has  no  fears  :  T 

Upon  our  tov/ers  the  dove  her  neft  prepares ;     > 
And  both  of  them  live  free  from  human  fnares.  j 
Far  from  loud  rage  and  echoing  noife  of  fightSj 
The  fofteft  Love  in  gentle  found  delight^. 
Smooth  nAirth,  bright  fniiles,  calm  pEacCj  and  flow- 
ing joy. 
Are  the  companions  of  the  Paphian  boy  : 
Such  as  wh'n  Hymen  (ird  his  mantle  fpread 
All  o'er  the  facred  down  which  made  the  bridal 

bed. 
Thefe  blandifhments  keep  love  upon  (he  wing, 
His  prefence  frefh,  and  always  in  the  fpring  i 
■This  makes  a  profpecl  endlels  to  the  view. 
With  light  tha:  riles  ftill,  and  (liU  is  new; 
At  your  approach,  find  every  thing  fercne. 
Like  Paphos  honoui'J  by  the  Cyprinii  queen. 
Vol.  VI. 
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Who  brings  along  her  daughter  harmony,. 
With  mufes  fpruiig  from  Jove,  and  graces  three. 
Birds  (hot  by  yo'j,  fi(h  by  your  angle  caught, 
The  golden  apples  from  Hefperia  brought. 
The  blulhinp  peach,  the  fragrant  necflareens, 
Laid  in  fre(h  beds  of  flov/ers  and  fcented  greens. 
Fair  lilies  ftrew'd  with  bloody  mulberries, 
Or  grapes  whofe  juice  made  Bacchus  reach  the  fkies, 
May  oftentimes  a  grateful  prefent  make, 
Not  for  the  value,  but  the  giver's  fake. 

Perhaps  (he  may  at  vacant  hours  perufe 
The  happy  produ(5l  of  your  eafy  mufe. 
Far  from  intrigue  and  fcandal  be  your  verfe ; 
But  praile  of  virgin-modefty  rehearfe; 
Maufolus  by  his  confort  deified; 
How  for  Admetus  bleft  Alceftis  died. 
Since  Overbury's  "  wife  *,"  no  poets  feem 
T'  have  chofe  a  wifer  or  a  nobler  theme. 

You'd  help  a  neighbour,  would  a  friend,.pref.?r; 
Pardon  a  fervant,  let  all  come  from  her. 
Thus  what  you  grant,  if  (he  muft  recommend, 
'Twill  make  a  mutual  gift  and  double  friend. 
Soj  when  pale  Want  is  craving  at  the  door. 
We  fend  our  favourite  fon  to  help  the  poor, 
Pleas'd  with  their  grateful  prayers  that  he  may 

live-, 
And  find  what  heavenly  pleafurc  'tis  to  give. 
Praife  all  her  adlions,  think  her  drefs  is  fine  ;    ■* 
Embroideries  with  gold,  pearl,  diamonds,  join  ;  / 
Your  wealth  does  bcft,  when  plac'd  on  beauty,  T 
fiiine.  3 

If  Ibe  in  tabby  waves  encircled  be. 
Think  Amphytrite  rifes  from  the  fea; 
If  by  her  the  purpureal  velvet's  Worn, 
Think  that  (he  rifes  like  the  blu(h  of  mom ; 
And,  when  her  filks  afar  from  Indus  come. 
Wrought  in  Chinefe  or  in  the  Perfiaa  loom, 
Think  that  (he  theii  like  Pallas  is  array'd. 
By  whofe  myfterious  art  the  wheel  was  made : 
Each  day  admire  her  different  graceful  air. 
In  which  (he  winds  her  bright  and  flowing  hair : 
With  her,  when  dancing,  let  your  genius  fly; 
When  in  her  fong  the  note  expires,  then  die. 

If  in  the  autumn,  when  the  wafting  year 
Its  plenty  (hews,  that  foon  muft  dilappear ; 
When    fwelling   grape    and   peach,    with  loveJy 

hue. 
And  pear  and  apple,  fi-efh  with  fragrant  dew, 
By  tempting  look  and  tafte  perhaps  invite 
That  which  we  feldom  rule,  our  appetite; 
When  noxious  heat  and  fudden  cold  divides 
The  tin'.e  o'er  which  bale  influence  prefides; 
Her  feverifh  blood  (hould  pulfe  unufual  find. 
Or  vaporous  damps  of  fpleen  (hould  fink  her  mind^ 
Then  is  the  time  to  (hSw  a  lover's  cares  ; 
Sometimes  enlarge  her  hopes,  contradl  her  fears; 
Give  the  falubrious  draughts  with  your  own  hand; 
Perfuafion  has  the  force  of  a  command. 
Watch,  and  attend  ;  then  your  reward  will  prove. 
When  ibe  recovers,  full  increafe  cf  love. 
Far  from  this  love  is  haughty  pride, 

Which  ancient  fables  beil  deride  ; 

♦  ThU  poem,  fuppofed  to  have  been  written  for  Jif« 
f'ien  t)ie  E-:rI  ot  Somerfct,  is  printed  wirh  his  charatUis^ 
Sec,  a!«l  iiaJ  goiiiitnuugli  lixicen  f<lit?ons  ia  163*1,     . 
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Women  imperlairii,  void  of  fhame, 

And  carelefs  of  thf  ir  lover's  fame, 

Who  ol  tyrannic  fpllies  boaft, 

Tomienting  him  tKat  loves  them  mofl. 

When  Hercules,  by  labours  done, 
'Had  prov'd  himfelf  to  be  Jove's  fon, 

J3y  peace  which  he  to  earth  had  given, 

Deferv'd  to  have  his  reft  in  heaven, 

Envy,  that  ftrives  to  be  unjuft, 

Refolv'd  to  mortify  him  firft  ; 

And,  that  he  Ihould  enamour'd  be 

Of  a  proud  jilt  call'd  Omphale, 

Who  fliould  his  herofhip  espofe 

£y  fpinning  hemp  in  women's  clothes. 

Her  mind  flie  did  vouchfate  one  day 

Thus  to  her  lover  to  difplay  : 

"  Come  quickly,  Sir,  off  with  this  flcin  : 

«  Think  you  I'll  let  a  tan^er  in  ? 

"  If  you  of  lions  talk,  or  boars, 

«'  You  certainly  turn  out  of  doors. 

"  Your  club's  abundantly  too  thick 

"  For  one  fhall  move  a  fiddle-ftick. 

"  What  (hould  you  do  with  all  thofe  arrows  ? 

"  1  will  have  nothing  kill'd  but  Iparrcws. 

"  Heccy,  this  day  you  may  remember  ; 

«'  For  you  fliall  fee  a  lady's  chamber. 

♦'  Let  me  be  rightly  underftood  : 

•'  What  I  intend  is  for  your  good. 

•*  In  boddice  I  defign  to  lace  ye, 

"  And  fo  among  my  maids  I'll  place  ye. 

"  When  you're  genteeler  grown,  and  thinner, 

*'  May  be  I'll  call  ybu  up  to  dinner. 

•'  With  arms  lo  brawny,  fifts  fo  red, 

*'  You'll  fcrub  the  rooms,  or  make  the  bed. 

•*  Ypu  can't  Hick  pins,  or  frieze  my  hair. 

"  Blels  nie  I  you've  nothing  of  an  air. 

♦'  Yqu'H  ne'er  come  up  to  working  point : 

•'  Your  fingers  all  feem  cut  of  joint. 

"  Then,  befides-,  Heccy,  1  mull  tell  ye, 

"  All  idle  hand  has  empty  belly  : 
, "  Therefore  this  morning  I'll  begin, 

"  Try  how  your  clumfinefs  will  Ipin. 

*'   You  are  my  fhadow,  do  you  fee  :  "^ 

"  Your  hope,  your  thought,  your  wifh,  all  be  > 

"  Invented  and  controU'd  by  me.  J 

"  Look  up  whene'er  I  laugh  ;  look  down 

•'   With  trembling  horror,  if  I  frown. 

",  Say  as  I  fay":    fervants  can't  lie. 

♦'  Your  truth  is  my  propriety. 

"  Nay,  you  Ihould  be  to  torture  brought, 
*'  Were  I  but  jealous  you  tranfgrefl  in  thought; 
"  Or  if  from  Jove  your  fingle  wifh  Ihould  crave 
*'  The  fate  of  not  continuing  dill  my  Have. 
."  There  is  no  lover  that  is  wift 

"  Pretends  to  win  at  cards  or  dice. 

"   'Tis  for  his  miftrefs  all  is  thrown  : 

"  Th'  ill  fortune  his,  the  good  her' own. 

"  Mclanion,  \vhilom  lovely  youth, 

«'  Fani'd  for  his-valour  and  his  truth, 

"  Whom  every  beauty  did  adorn 

•'  Fre(h  as  Aurora's  bluftiing  morn, 

"  In  o  the  horrid  woods  ii  run, 

"  Where  hi  n -'er  fees  the  ray  of  fun, 

"  Noi  to  his  palace  dares  return, 

"  Where  he  ior  rfychc'siove  did  burn, 
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And  found  corre<5lion  at  her  hands 

For  difobeying  juft  commands; 

But  muft  his  filent  penance  do  T 

For  once  not  buckling  of  her  fhoe  :  > 

A  good  example,  child,  for  you.  J 

Which  fhews  you,  when  we  have  our  fool, 

We've  policy  enough  to  rule. 

I  might  have  made  you  fuch  a  fellow. 

As  Ihould  have  carried  my  umbrella. 

Or  bore  a  flambeau  by  my  chair, 

And  bade  the  mob  not  come  too  near ; 

Or  lay  the  cloth,  or  wait  at  table; 

Nay,  been  a  helper  in  the  ftable, 

"  To  my  commands  obedience  pay 

At  dead  of  night,  or  break  of  day. 

Speed  is  your  province ;  if  'tis  I 

That  bid  you  run,  you  ought  to  fly. 

He  that  love's  nimble  paffion  feels 

Will  loon  outftrip  my  chariot  wheels. 

Through  d^^g-ftar's  heat  he'll  tripping  go,  "J 

Nor  leaves  he  print  tipon  the  fnow.  > 

The  wind  itfelf  to  him  is  flow.  j 

He  that  in  Cupid's  wars  would  fight, 

Grief,  winter,  dirty  roads,  and  nigbt, 

A  bed  of  earth  midft  fhowers  of  rain, 

After  no  fupper,  are  his  gain. 

Bright  Phoebus  took  Admetus'  pay. 

And  in  a  little  cottage  lay  : 

All  this  he  did  for  fear  of  Jove ; 

And  who  would  not  do  more  for  love  ? 

If  entrance  is  by  locks  denied. 

Then  through  the  roof  or  window  Aide. 

Leander  each  night  fwaiH  thefeas. 

That  he  might  thereby  Hero  picafe. 

Perhaps  I  may  be  pleas'd  to  fee 

Your  life  in  danger,  when  for  me,  ,*. 

You'll  find  my  fervants  in  a  row  ;  .  ^i 

Remember  then  you  make  your  bow  ;         V 

For  they  are  your  fuperiors  now.  j 

No  matter  if  you  do  engage 

My  porter,  woman,  favourite  page. 

My  dog,  my  parrot,  monkey,  black,  "y 

Or- any  thing  that  does  partake  v 

Of  that  admittance  which  you  lack.  j 

But  after  all  you  nri^a't  prevail. 

And  your  moft  glittering  hopes  may  fail: 

For  Ceres  does  not  always  yield 

The  crop  intruftcd  to  the  field. 

Fair  gales  may  bring  you  to  a  coafl 

Where  you'll  by  iiiddenrocks  be  lort. 

Love  is  tenacious  of  its  joys. 

Gives  fmall  reward  for  great  employs;  ■■. 

But  has  as  many  griefs  in  11  ore 

As  fhells  by  Neptune  call  on  fliore,    ' 

As  Athos  hares,  as  Hybla  bees, 

Olives  on  the  Palladian  trees ; 

And,  when  his  angry  arrows  fa!;. 

They're  not  found  ting'd  with  common  gall. 

You're  told  I'm  not  at  home,  'tis  true  : 

1  may  be  there,  but  not  for  you  ; 

And  I  may  let  you  fee  it  too. 

Perhaps  1  bid  you  come  at  night : 

If  the  door's  fliur,  ftay  tiil  'tis  light. 

Perhajis  my  maid  fhall  bid  you  go  : 

A  thing  Ihe  knows  you  dare  not  do. 
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'^  Your  rival  fhrdladmifllon  gain, 
"  And  laugh  to  fee  his  foe  in  pain. 
*'  All  this  and  more  you  miift  endure, 
"  If  you  from  me  expcdl  a  cure. 
"  '  ris  fitting  I  fliould  fearch  the  wonnd, 
"  Left  all  your  danger  be  not  found." 
When  eafy  fondnefs  meets  with  woman's  pride, 
Nothing  which  t'jat  can  aflc  muft  be  denied. 
He  that  enjoy'd  the  names  of  great  and  brave 
Is  pleas'd  to  fecm  a  female  and  a  flave  : 
'['he  hero,  nu  nber'd  with  the  gods  before, 
ft  it)  debas'd  as  to  be  man  no  more. 
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KoT  by  the  fail  with  which  you  put  to  fea, 
Can  you  where  Thetis  fvvells  condudtcd  be  ; 
To  the  fame  port  you'll  different  pafTage  find, 
And  fill  your  Ihects  ev'n  with  contrarious  wind. 
You  nurs'd  the  fawn,  now  grown  itag  wondrous 

big. 
And  fleep  beneath  the  fhade  you  knew  a  twig. 
The  bubbling  fpring,  increas'd  by  floods  and  rain. 
Rolls  with  inipetuDus  ftream,  and  foanjs  the  main: 
So  Love  'augments  in  juft  degrees;  at  length 
By  nutrimental  fires  it  gains  its  ftrength. 
Daily  till  midnight  let  kind  looks  or  fong. 
Or  tales  of  love,  the  pleafing  hours  prolong. 
Ko  wearinefs  upon  their  blifs  attends,        [friends. 
Whom  marriage-vows  have  rsnder'd  more  than 
So  Philomels,  of  equal  mates.pofleft,  ") 

With  a  congenial  heat,  and  downy  reft,  > 

And  tare  incelTant,  hover  o'er  their  neft  :  J 

Hence  from  their  eggs  (fmall  wurlds  whence  all 

things  fpring) 
Produce  a  race  by  nature  taught  to  fing  ; 
Who  ne'er  to  this  harmonious  air  had  come, 
Had  their  parental  love  ftray'd  far  from  home. 
By  a  fhort  abfence  mutual  joys  increafe  : 
'Tis  from  the  toils  of  war  we  value  peace. 
When  Jov.e  a  while  the  fruitful  fliov.'er  reftrains, 
The  field  on  his  return  a  brighter  verdure  gains. 
So  let  not  grief  too  much  dillurb  thole  hearts, 
Which  for  a  while  the  war  or  bufintfs  parts. 
'Twas  hard  to  let  Protefilaus  go, 
V/ho  did  his  death  by  oracles  foreknow. 
Ulyfles  made  indeed  a  tedious  ftay. 
His  twenty  winters'  abfence  was  delay; 
But  happinefs  revives  with  his  return, 
And  Hymen's  altars  with  frefli  incenfe  burn  : 
Tales  of  his  (hip,  her  web,  they  both  recount, 
Pkas'd  that  their  wedlock  faith  all  dangers  could 
furmount. 

Make  thou  fpeed  back;    hafte  to  her  longing 
She  may  have  real  or  impending  harms.      [arms  ; 
There  are  no  minutes  in  a  lover's  fears  : 
They  meafure  all  their  time  by  months  and  years. 
Poets  are  always  virtue's  friends  : 

'Tis  what  their  mufe  ftill  recommends: 

But  then  the  fatal  track  it  (hews 

Where  devious  vice  through  trouble  goes. 
They  tdl  us,  how  a  hufband's  care 

Negkdlid  leaves  a  v/ifs  too  fair 


In  hands  of  a  young  fpark,  call'd  Patis; 

And  how  the  beauteous  truft  mifcarries. 

With  kindnefs  he  receives  the  youth, 

Whofe  modeft  looks  might  promife  truth : 

Then  gives  him  opportunity 

To  throw  the  fpecious  vizard  by. 

The  man  had  things  to  be  adjuftcd. 

With  which  the  wife  (hould  not  be  trufied; 

And,  whilft  he  gave  himfelf  the  loofe. 

Left  her  at  home  to  keep  the  houfc. 
When  Helen  faw  his  back  was  turn'd, 

The  devil  a  bit  the  gipfy  niourn'd. 

Says  (he,  "  'Tis  his  fault  to  be  gone; 

"   It  fha'n't  be  mine  to  lie  alone, 

"  A  vacant  pillow's  fuch  a  jeli, 

"  That  with  it  I  could  never  reft. 

"  He  ne'er  confider'd  his  own  danger, 

"  To  leave  me  with  a  handfome  ftranger. 

"  Wolves  would  give  good  account  of  Iheep,  ■ 

"  Left  to  their  vigilance  to  keep.  , 

"  Pray     who,     except     'twere    geefe    or    wid- 
geons, 
"  Would  hire  a  hawk  to  guard  their  pigeons  i. 

"  Suppofing  then  it  might  he  faid 

"  That  Menelaus  now  were  dead-: 

"  A  pretty  figure  I  fhould  make 

"  To  go  in  mourning  for  his  fake. 

"  She  that  in  widow's  garb  appears,  "% 

"  Efpecially  when  at  my  years,  > 

"  May  feem  to  be  at  her  laft  prayers.  j 

"  But  I'll  ftill  have  my  heart  divided 

"  'Tvvixt  one  to  lofe,  and  one  provided. 

"  He  that  is  gone,  is  gone  :    lefs  fear 

'•  Of  wanting  him  that  I  have  liere." 
The  fequel  was  the  fire  of  Troy 

Brought  to  deftru<Slion  by  this  boy. 
'They  tdl  us,  how  a  wife  provok'd. 

And  to  a  brutifh  hufband  yok'd. 

Who,  by  diftradling  palfion  led, 

Scorns  all  her  charms,  and  flics  her  bedj 

When  on  her  rival  (he  has  feiz'd. 

Seems  with  a  fecret  horror  pleas'd. 

They  then  defcribe  her  like  fome  boar 

Plunging  his  tulk  in  maftilT's  gore  ; 

Or  lionefs,  whofe  ravifh'd  whelp 

Roar-i  for  his  mother's  furious  help  ; 

Or  bafilifk  when  rous'd,  whofe  breath. 

Teeth,  fting,  and  eye-balls,  all  are  death; 

I/ike  frantics  llruck  by  magic  rod 

Of  fome  dcfpis'd  avenging  god  : 

Make  her  through  blood  for  vengeance  run, 

Like  Prog.".e  facrifice  her  (on. 

And  like  Medea  dart  thofe  fires 

By  which  Creiifa's  ghoft  expires. 

Then  let  her  with  exalted  rage 

Her  grief  with  the  fame  crimes  alTuage^ 

To  heighten  and  improve  the  curfe, 

Becaufe  he's  bad,  they  make  her  worfe. 

So  Tyndaris  dilTolves  in  tears. 

When  firft  (lie  of  Chryleis  hears ; 
'     But,  when  I^yrneflis  captive's  led, 

And  ravilh'd  to  defile  her  bed. 

Her' patience  'eflens  by  degrees; 
But,  when  at  laft  (he  Priame'is  fees. 
Revenge  does  to  iEgyftus  fly  for  eafe, 
Xx  ij 
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*n  his  adulterous  arms  does  plots  difclofe, 
Which  fill  Mycenae  with  ftupendous  woes, 


And  parricide  and  hell  around  her  throws 

Ye  heavenly  Powers  I    the  female  truth  pre- 
ferve, 
And  let  it  not  from  native  goodnefs  fwerve, 
And  let  no  wanton  toys  become  the  caiife 
Why  men  fhould  break  Hymen's  eternal  laws; 
But  let  fuch  fables  and  fuch  crime>  remain 
Only  as  fictions  of  the  poet's  brain  ; 
Yet  marks  fet  up  to  fliun  thofe  dangerous  fhelves 
On  which  deprav'd  mankind  might  wreck  them- 
felves '. 


PART      X. 

At  firft,  the  ftars,  the  air,  the  earth,  and  deep, 
Lay  all  confus'd  in  one  unorder'd  heap ; 
Till  Love  Eternal  did  each  being  ftrike 
With  voice  divine,  to  march,  and  leek  its  like. 
Then  feeds  of  heavens,  then  air  of  vaporous  found, 
Then  fertile  earth  circled  with  waters  round, 
On  which  the  bird,  the  beafl,  the  filh,  might  move 
All  center'd  in  that  Univerfal  Love. 
Then  man  was  fram'd  with  foul  of  godlike  ray, 
And  had  a  nobler  Ihare  of  love  than  they  : 
To  him  was  woman,  crown'd  with  virtue,  given, 
The  moft  immediate  work  and  care  of  Heaven. 

Whilft  thus  my  darling  thoughts  in  raptures 
Apollo  to  my  fight  in  vifion  fprung.  [f"ng, 

His  lyre  with  golden  firings  his  touch  commands, 
And  wreath*  of  laurel  flourifh  in  his  hands. 
Says  he,  "  You  bard  that  of  love's  precepts  treat, 
♦'  Your  art  at  Delphi  you  will  beft  comjiletc. 
"  There's  a  fliort  maxim,  prais'd  when  underftood, 
"  Ufeful  in  pradlice,  and  divinely  good, 
"   Let  each  man  ImW  himfe!/:    drive  to  excel  :. 
♦*  The  plcafure  of  the  blelt  is  doing  well. 

"  'Tis  wifd"m  to  difplay  the  ruling  grace. 
«'  Some  men  are  happy  in  a  charming  face  : 
«  Know  it,  but  be  not  vain.     Some  manly  (hew 
"  By  the  exploded  gun  and  nervous  bow. 
♦'  There  let  them  prove  their  Ikill ;  perhaps  feme 

"  heart 
*<  May  find  that  every  fhot  is  Cupid's  dart. 
"  The  prudent  lover,  if  his  talent  lies 
"   In  eloquence,  e'nt  talkative,  but  wife, 
"  So  mixes  v/ords  delicious  to  the  ear, 
"  That  ail  mud  be  perfuaded  who  can  hear. 
"  Ke  that  can  fing,  let  him  with  pleafmg  found, 
"  Though  'tis  an  air  that  is  not  mortal,  wound. 
"  Let  not  a  poet  my  own  art  refufe  : 
<'  I'll  come,  and  bring  affiflance  to  his  mufe." 

B'jt  never  by  ill  means  your  fortune  pufti, 
Nor  raifc  your  credit  by  another's  blufli. 
The  fecret  rires  of  Ceres  none  profane, 
>^or  tell  what  gods  in  Samothracia  reign. 
Tis  virtue  by  grave  filence  to  conceal 
What  talk  withnut  difcrction  would  reveal. 
For  fault  like  this  now  Tantalus  does  lie 
In  midfl  of  fruits  and  water,  darv'd  and  dry. 
But  Cy;!erea's  mf.<k(ly  requires 
Moil  tare  to  cover  all  her  laaibcnt  fires. 
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Love  has  a  pleafing  turn,  makes  that  feetn  beft 
Of  which  our  lawful  wilhcs  are  poffeft. 
Andromeda,  of  Lybic  hue  and  blood. 
Was  chain'd  a  prey  to  monfters  of  the  flood 
Wing'd   Perfius  faw  her  beauty  through  that| 

cloud. 

Andromache  had  large  majeftic  charms;       [arms. 
Therefore  was  fitted  grace  to  godlike  HecStor's 
Beauties  in  fmaller  airs  bear  like  commands, 
And  wondrous  magic  adls  by  flendereft  wands. 
Like  Cybele  fome  bear  a  mother's  fway, 
Whild  infant  gods  and  heroines  obey. 
Some  rule  like  dars  by  guidance  of  their  eyes. 
And  others  pieafe  when  like  Minerva  wife. 
Love  will  from  heaven,  art,  nature,  fancy,  raife 
Something  that  may  exalt  its  confort's  praife. 
There  will  be  little  jealoufies. 
By  which  Love's  art  its  fubjecfts  tries. 
They  think  it  languiflies  with  red. 
But  rifes,  like  the  palm,  oppreft. 
And  as  too  much  profperity 
Often  makes  way  for  luxury. 
Till  we,  by  turn  of  fortune  taught, 
Have  wifdom  by  experience  bought : 
So,  when  the  hoary  aflies  grow 
Around  love's  coals,  'tis  time  to  blow  : 
And  then  its  craftinefs  isfhewn. 
To  raife  your  cares,  to  hide  its  Own; 
And  have  you  by  a  rival  crod. 
Only  in  hdijes  you  mayn't  be  led. 
Sometimes  they  fay  that  you  are  faulty, 
And  tiiat  they  know  where  you  were  Haughty; 
And  then  perhaps  your  eyes  they'd  teafi         "y 
Or  elfe  dilacerate  your  hair,  > 

Not  fo  much  for  revenge  as  fear.  J 

But  (he  perhaps  too  far  may  run. 
And  do  what  die  would  have  you  fliun. 
Of  which  there's  a  poetic  dory, 
That,  if  you  pieafe,  I'll  lay  before  you. 

Old  Juno  made  her  Jove  comply 
For  fear,  not  alkiiig  when  or  why. 
Unto  a  certain  fnrt  of  matter. 
Marrying  her  fon  unto  his  daughter : 
And  lb  to  bed  the  couple  went, 
Not  with  their  own,  but  friend's  confent. 
This  Vulcan  was  a  fmith,  they  tell  us. 
That  fird  invented  tongs  and  bellows  ; 
For  breath  and  fingers  did  their  works 
(We'd  fingers  long  before  we'd  forks)  ; 
Wi;ich  made  his  hands  both  hard  and  brawny, 
When.wafli'd,  of  colour  orange-tawny. 
His  v/hole  complexion  was  a  fallow. 
Where  black  had  not  dedroy'd  the  yellow. 
One  foot  was  dump'd,  which  was  the  dronger 
T'other  fpiny,  though  much  longer; 
So  both  to  the  proportion  come 
Of  the  fore-finger  and  the  thumb, 
hi  fliort,  the  whole  of  him  was  nady, 
Ul-natui'd,  vain,  imperious,  hafty  : 
Deformity  alike  toi  k  place 
Both  in  his  manners  and  his  face. 
Venus  had  perfecf:  diape  and  fizc; 
But  then  flut:  was  not  over  wife  : 
For  fcmetimes  die  her  knee  is  crinplng, 
To  imiute  th'  old  man  in  limping. 
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Sometimes  his  dirty  paws  fhc  fcorns, 
Whilft  her  fair  fingers  fliew  his  horns. 
But  Mars,  the  bully  of  the  place,  is 
The  chiefeft  fpark  in  her  good  graces. 
At  firft  they're  fhy,  at  laft  grow  bolder, 
And  conjugal  aifecSlion  colder. 
They  car'd  not  what  was  faid  or  done, 
Till  impudence  defy'd  the  Sun. 

Vulcan  was  told  of  this  :    quoth  he, 
"  Is  there  fuch  roguery  ?    I'll  fee  !" 
He  then  an  iron  net  prepar'd. 
Which  he  to  the  bed's  tefter  rear'd  ; 
Which,  when  a  pully  gave  a  fnap. 
Would  fall,  and  maV:e  a  cuckold's  trap. 
All  thofe  he  plac'd  in  the  bed  room, 
Then  feign'd  that  he  muft  go  from  home ; 
For  he  at  Lemnos  forges  had, 
And  none  but  he  to  mind  the  trade.  * 

Love  was  too  eager  to  beware 
Of  falling  into  any  fnare. 
They  went  to  bed,  and  fo  were  canght ; 
And  then  they  of  repentance  thought. 
The  fhew  being  ready  to  begin, 
Vulcan  would  call  his  neighbours  in. 
Jove  fliould  be  there,  that  does  make  bold 
With  Juno,  that  notorious  fcold  ; 
Neptune,  firft  bargeman  on  the  water ; 
Thetis,  the  oyfter-woman's  daughter  ; 
Plato,  that  chimney-fweeping  floven; 
With  Proferpine  hot  from  her  oven : 
And  Mercury,  that's  (harp  and  cunning 
In  flealing  cuftonis  and  in  running  ; 
And  Dy  the  midwife,  though  a  virgin  ; 
And  ^fculapius,  the  furgeon  ; 
Apollo,  who  might  be  phyfician. 
Or  ferve  them  clfe  for  a  mufician ; 
The  piper  Pan,  to  play  her  up  ; 
And  Bacchus,  with  his  chirping  cup ; 
And  Hercules  fljould  bring  his  club  in. 
To  give  the  rogue  a  lufty  drubbing; 
And  all  the  Cupids  (hould  be  by, 
To  fee  thtir  mother's  infamy. 

One  Momus  cried,  "  You're  hugely  pleas'd ; 
*'  I  hope  your  mind  will  foon  be  eas'd  : 
"  For,  when  fo  publicly  you  find  it, 
'♦  People,  you  know,  will  little  mind  it. 
"  They  love  to  tell  what  no  one  knows, 
"  And  they  themfelves  only  fuppofe. 
"  Not  every  hulband  can  afford 
"  To  be  a  cuckold  on  record ; 
"  Nor  fliould  he  be  a  cuckold  ftyl'd, 
"  That  once  or  fo  has  been  beguil'd 
"  Unlefs  he  makes  it  demonftration, 
"  Then  puts  it  in  fome  proclamation 
"  With  general  voice  of  all  the  nation 
The  company  were  come,  when  Vulcan  hopping, 
And  for  his  key  in  left  fide  pocket  groping, 
Cries,  "  'Tis  but  opening  of  that  door, 
"  To  prove  myfelf  a  cuckold,  her  a  whore." 

They  all  defir'd  his  leave  that  they  might  go  ; 
They  were  not  curious  of  fo  vile  a  (hew  : 
Perfons  concern'd  might  one  another  fee. 
And  they'd  believe  fince  witnefTes  were  three. 
And  they,  thus  prov'd  to  be  fuch  foolifh  elves, 
Might  hear,  try,  judge,  and  e'en  condema  them- 
felves. 
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Difcr.etion  covers  that  which  it  would  blarns, 
Until  fome  fecret  blufh  and  hidden  (hame 
Have  cur'd  the  fault  without  the  noife  of  fame 

The  work  is  done,  and  now  let  Ovid  have 
Some  gratitude  attending  on  his  grave  ; 
Th'  afpiring  palm,  the  verdant  laurel  ftrow, 
And  fweets  of.  myrtle  wreaths  around  it  throw. 
In  phyfic's  art  as  Podalirius  fkill'd, 
Neflor  in  court,  Achilles  in  the  field; 
As  Ajax  had  in  fingle  combat  force. 
And  as  Automedon  heft  rui'd  the  horfe ; 
As  Chalcas  vers'd  in  prophecies  from  Jove, 
So  Ovid  has  fte  mafterfhip  of  love. 
The  poet's  honour  will  be  much  the  lefs  ■) 

Than  thar  which  by  his  means  you  may  pofTefs  >- 
In  choice  of  beauty's  lafting  happinefs.  y 

But,  when  the  Amazonian  quits  the  field. 
Let  this  be  wrote  on  the  triumphant  fhield. 
That  file,  by  Ovid's  art,  was  brought  to  yield. 
When  Ovid's 'thoughts  in   Britifh  flyle  you" 
fee, 
Which  mayn't  fo  founding  as  the  Roman  be ; 
yet  then  admittance  gi'ant :  'tis  fame  to  me. 


■J 


PART     XI. 


I  WHO  the  art  of  war  to  Danaans  gave. 

Will  make  Penthefilia's  force  as  brave; 

That  both,  becoming  glorious  to  the  fiehf. 

With  equal  arms  may  hold  a  dubious  fight. 

What  though  'twas  Vulcan  fram'd  Achiiles'  Ihield, 

My  Amazonian  darts  fhall  make  him  yield. 

A  myrtle  crown  with  vicftory  attends 

Thofe  who  are  Cupid's  and  Di.me'^  friends. 

When  beauty  has  fo  many  arms  in  fture, 

(Some  men  will  fay)  why  fhould  you  give  it  more? 

Tell  me  who,  when  Penelope  appears 

With  conllancy  maintain'd  for  twenty  years. 

Who  can  the  fair  Landamia  fee 

In  her  lord's  arms  expire  as  well  as  he  ; 

Can  view  Alceftis,  who  with  joy  removes 

From  earth,  inflead  of  him  (he  f  i  m'Tch  loves  ; 

Can  hear  of  brigh    Evadne,  who,  in  fires 

For  her  lov'd  Capaneus  prepar'd,  expires; 

When  virtue  has  itfelf  a  female  name. 

So  Truth,  fo  Goodnefs,  Piety,  and  Fame, 

Would  he^dftrong    fight,  and   would    r.ot  con- 

quer'd  be, 
Or  ftoop  to  fo  much  generofity  ?  gth  oi  bow, 

Tis  not  with  fword,  or  fire,  or  flrcn 
That  female  warriors  to  their  battle  go  : 
They  have  no  ftratagem,  or  fubtile  wile; 
Their  native  innocence  can  ne'er  beguile  : 
The  fox's  various  maze,  bear's  cruel  den. 
They  leave  to  fiercenefs  and  the  craft  of  men. 
'Twas  Jafon  that  transferr'd  his  broken  vows 
From  kind  Medea  to  another  fpoufe  : 
Thefeus  left  GnofTis  on  the  fands,  to  be 
Prey  to  the  birds,  and  monfters  of  the  fea : 
Demophoon,  nine  times  recall'd,  forbore 
Return,  and  let  his  Phyllis  name  the  fhorc. 
^neas  wreckt,  and  hofpitably  us'd,  J 

Fam'd  for  his  piety,  yet  ftill  refus'd 
2iL  X  iij 
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To  flay  wliere  lov'd,  but  left  the  dangerous  fwnrd 

By  which  fhe  died  to  whom  he  .broke  his  word. 

Piteous  examples  I  worthy  better  fate, 

If  my  inftrudlii;ns  had  not  come  too  late:  • 

For  then  their  art  and  prudence  had  retain'd 

What  iirft  vi6lorious  ray?  of  beauty  gain'd. 

Whilf.:  thus  I  thought,  not  without  grief  to  find 

Defencelefs  virtue  meet  with  fate  unkind, 

Bright  Cytherea's  facred  voice  did  reach 

I\^y  tingling-  ezrs,  and  thus  fae  bade  me  teach  : 

"  What  had  the  harmlefs  maid  deferv'd  from 
"  thee  ? 
"  Thou  haft  given  weapons  to  her  er#my  ; 
"  Whilll  in  the  field  Ihe  muft  defencelefs  ftand, 
"  Wah  want  of  fkiil,  and  more  unable  hand. 
"  Stefichorus,  who  would  no  fubjeA  find     [blind: 
"  But   harm   to  maids,  was  by   the    gods  ftruck 
"  B:t,  when  his  fong  did  with  their  glories  rife, 
"  He  had  his  own  reflor'd,  to  praife  their  eyes. 
"  Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  arms  defenfive  give ; 
"  '  ris  by  the  ladies'  favours»you  muft  live." 

She  then  one  myftic  leaf  with  berries  four 
(Pluckt  from  her  myrtle  crown)  bade  me  witl^ 
fpeed  devour. 

I  find  the  power  infpir'd  ;  through  purer  flcy 
My  bread  diffolves  in  '  verfe,  to   make  young  lo- 
vers die. 
Here  Modefty  and  Innocence  Ihall  learn       [cern. 
How  they  may  truth   from  flattering  fpeech  dif- 
But  come  with  fpeed;  lofe  not  the  flying  day:   ~\ 
See  how  the  crowding  waves  roll  down  away,    f 
And  neither,  though  at   love's  command,  will  I 
flay.  _  3 

Thefe  waves  and  time  we  never  ran  recal ; 
But,  as  the  minutes  pafs,  muft  lofc  them  all. 
!Nor  like  what's  paft  are  days  fuccceding  good. 
But  flide  with  warmth  decay'd  and  thicker  blood. 
Flora,  although  a  goddefs,  yet  does  fear 
The  change  that  grows  v/ith  the  declining  year  ; 
"Whilll  gliftcring  fnakes,  by  cafting  off  their  flcin, 
Frefli  courage  gain,  and  life  renew'd  begin. 
The  eagles  caft  their  bills,  the  flag  its  horn ; 
But  beauty  to  that  blcfllng  is  not  born. 

Thus  Nature  prompts  its  ufe  to  froward  Love, 
Grac'd  by  exar.iples  of  the  po\^'«rs  above. 
Endymion  pierc'd  the  chafte  Diana's  heart, 
And  cool  Aurora  fek  love's  fiery  dart. 


PART     XII, 


A  PERSON  of  fome  quality 
Happen'd,  they  fay  in  love  to  be 
With  one  who  held  him  by  delay. 
Would  neither  fay  him  No  or  Ay; 
Jslor  would  fhe  have  him  go  his  way. 

This  lady  thought  it  befi;  to  fend 
For  foniL-  expcrienc'd  trufty  friend, 
'f'o  whom  (he  might  her  mind  impart, 
T'  unchain  her  own,  and  bind  his  he4it ; 
A  tirr-woman  by  occupation, 
A  ufc'ful  and  a  choice  vocation. 
S)ic  faw  all,  heard  all,  never  idle  ; 
Htr  fingers  or  her  tongue  would  ficldle  j 


Diverting  with  a  kind  of  wit, 
Aiming  at  all,  would  fometlmes  hit  j 
Though  in  her  fort  of  rambling  way 
She  many  a  ftrio^s.tiuth  would  fay. 
Thus  in  much  tarn  among  the  refl 
The  oracle  itfelf  expreft  : 

'-'  I've  heard  fomecty.  Well,  I  profefs 
"  There's  nothing  to  be  gain'd  by  drefs  ^ 
"  They  might  as  well  fay  that  a  field, 
"  Uncultivated,  yet  would  yield 
"   As  good  a  crop  as  that  which  ikill 
"   Wirh  utmoft  diligence  fiiould  till ; 
"   Our  vintage  would  be  very  fine, 
"   If  nobf^dy  fiiculd  prune,  their  vine  ! 
"  Good  fhape  and  air,  it  is  confeft, 
'.'  Is  given  to  fuch  as  heaven  has  bleft  ; 
"  But  all  folks  have  not  the  fame  graces : 
"  Tlfcre  is  diftindtiin  in  our  faces, 
"  There  was  a  time  I'd  not  repine 
"   For  any  thing  amifs  in  mine, 
"  Which,  though  I  .'"ay  it,  ftill  feems  fair; 
"  Thanks  to  my  art  as  well  as  care  1 
"  Our  grandmothers,  they  tell  us,  wore 
"  Their  fardingale  and  their  bandore, 
"  Their  pinners,  fcjrehead-doth,  and  ruff, 
"  Content  with  their  own  cloth  and  ftuff; 
"  With  hats  upon  their  pates  like  hives; 
"  Things  might  become  fuch  foldiers  wives; 
"  Thought  their  own  faces  ftill  would  laft  them 
"  In  the  fame  mould  which  Nature  caft  them. 
"  Dark  paper  buildings  then  flood  thick ; 
"   No  palaces  of  ftonc  or  brick  : 
"  And  then,  alas  !  were  no  exchanges  : 
"  But  fee  how  time  and  falLion  changes! 
"   I  hate  old  things  and  age.     I  fee, 
"  Thank  Heaven,  times  good  enough  for  me. 
"  Your  goldfniiths  now  are  mighty  neat: 
"   I  love  the  air  of  Lombard-ftreet. 
"   VVhate'er  a  fliip  from  India  brings, 
"  Pearls,  diamonds,  filks,  are  pretty  things. 
''  The  cabinet,  the  fcf  ecn,  the  fan, 
"  Pleafe  me  extremely,  if  Japan  : 
"  And,  what  aft"e(51:s  me  ftill  the  more, 
"  They  had  none  of  them  heretofore. 
"  When  you're  unmarried,  never  load  ye 
"   With  jewels;  they  may  incommode  ye. 
"  Lovers  mayn't  dare  approach;  but  nioftly 
"  They'll  fear  when  married  you'll  be  collly. 
"  Fine  rings  and  lockets  bcft  are  tried, 
"   When  given  to  you  as  a  bride, 
"  In  the  mean  time  you  flicw  your  fenfe 
"   By  going  fine  at  fmali  expence. 
"   Sometimes  your  hair  you  upward*  furl, 
"  Sometimes  lay  down  in  favourite  curl  : 
"  All  muft  through  twenty  fiddling*  pafs, 
"  M'hich  none  can  teach  you  but  your  glafs : 
"  Sometinics  they  muft  dilhevel'd  lie 
"  On  net'K  of  poiifti'd  ivory  : 
"  Sometimes  with  firings  of  pearl  they're  fix'dj 
"  And  the  united  beauty  mix'd  ; 
"  Or,  when  you  won't  their  grace  u»foId, 
"  Secure  them  wi'h  a  bsir  of  gold. 
"  Humour  and  falhion  change  each  day;        ") 
"    Not  birds  in  fortfts,  flowers  in  M?.y,  > 

'^  Would  (uenei  nupibsr'd  be  :h»u  they.         J 
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"  There  is  a  fort  of  negligence, 
•'  Which  fome  efteem  as  excellence, 
"  Your  art  with  fo  much  art  to  hide, 
"  That  nothing  of  it  be  defcried  ; 
"  To  make  your  carelefs  trefles  flow  -\ 

"  With  fo  much  air,  that  none  fhould  know  S- 
"  Whether  they  had  been  comb'd  or  no.        j 
"  Bur,  in  this  fo  negieded  iiair, 
"  Many  a  heart  has  found  itsfnare. 
"  Nature  indeed  has  kindly  lent 
"  Us  many  things ;  more  we  invent : 
"  Little  enough,  as  I  may  fay, 
"  To  keep  our  beauty  from  decay. 
"  As  leaves  that  with  fierce  winds  engage, 
"  Our  curling  trefles  fall  with  age. 
"   But  then  by  German  herbs  wc  find 
"  Colour,  for  locks  to  grey  inclin'd. 
"  Sometimes  we  purchafe  hair  ;  and  why  ? 
"  Is  not  all  that  our  own  we  buy  .' 
"  You  buy  it  publicly,  fay  they  : 
"  Why  tell  us  that,  when  we  don't  pay. 
"  Of  French  fomadds  the  town  is  full: 
*'  Praife  HeaVeii,  no  want  of  Spanilh  wool  I 
"  Let  them  look  flufht,  let  them  look  dead, 
*'  That  can't  afford  the  white  and  red. 
"  In  Covent  Garden  you  buy  pofies, 
•'  There  we  our  lilies  and  our  rofes. 
"  Who  would  a  charming  eyebrow  lack, 
"  Who  can  get  any  thing  that's  black  i 
"  Let  not  thefe  boxes  open  lie  : 
"  Some  folks  are  too  much  given  to  pry. 
"  Art  not  diflembled  would  difgrace 
'^  The  purchas'd  beauties  of  our  face  : 
"  This  if  fuch  perfons  fliould  difcover, 
"  'Twould  rather  lofe  than  gain  a  lover. 
"   Who  is  there  now  but  underftands 
"  Searcloths  to  flea  the  face  or  hands  ? 
"  Though  the  idea's  not  fo  taking, 
"  And  the  fkin  feems  but  odd  in  making, 
"  Yet,  when  'twill  with  ftefli  luftre  fliine, 
"  Her  fpark  will  tell  you  'tis  divine. 
•'  That  pidure  there  your  eyes  does  ftrike  ; 
"  It  is  the  work  of  great  Van  Dycke, 
"  Which  by  a  Roman  would  be  fainted': 
"  What  was't  but  canvas  till  'twas  painted  ? 
"  There's  feveral  things  fhould  not  be  known  :  T 
"  O'er  thefe  thire  is  a  curtain  drawn,  > 

"  Till  'tis  their  feafon  to  be  Ihewn.  j 

"   Your  door  on  fit  occaficns  keep 
"  Faft  fiiut:   who  knows  but  your're  afleep  ? 
"  When  our  teeth,  colour,  hair,  and  eyes,    T 
♦'  And  what  elfe  at  the  toilet  lies,  > 

"  Are  all  put  on,  we're  faid  to  rife.  J 

"  There  was  a  lady  whom  I  knew, 
«  That  muft  be  namelefs,  'caufe  'tis  truc» 
"  Who  had  the  difmalell  mifchancc 
«'  I've  heard  of  fincc  I  was  in  France  : 
•'  I  do  proteft  the  thoughts  of  it 
"  Have  almoft  put  me  in  a  fit. 
"  Old  Lady  Meanwell's  chiiiiber-door, 
"  Jufh  on  the  flairs  of  the  firft  floor, 
"  Stood  open  :  and  pray  who  fliould  come, 
"  But  Knowall  flouncing  in  the  room? 
"  No  fmgle  hair  upon  her  head  : 
'*  I  thought  flie  would  have  fqll  down  dead. 


"  At  lafl;  flie  found  a  cap  of  hair, 

"  Which  flie  put  on  with  fuch  an  air, 

"  That  every  lock  was  out  of  place, 

"  And  all  hung  dangling  down  her  face. 

"  I  would  not  mortify  one  fo, 

"  Except  fome  twenty  that  I  know. 

"  Her  careleflhefs  and  her  defeft 

"  Were  laid  to  Miflrefs  Prue's  negle<5l 

"  And  much  ill-nature  "was  betray 'd, 

"  By  noife  and  fcolding  with  the  aiaid. 

"  The  )  oung  look  on  fuch  things  as  fl:ufF,  ■ 
"  Thinking  their  bloom  has  art  enough. 
"  When  fmooth,  we  matter  it  nof  at  all; 
"  '  ris  when  the  Thames  is  rough,  we  fqualL 
"  But,  whate'cr  it  is  may  be  pretended, 
"  No  face  or  fliape  but  may  be  mended. 
"  All  have  our  faults,  and  mufl;  abide  them, 
"   We  therefore  ftiould  take  care  to  hide  them. 
"   You're  fliort ;  fit  ftill,  you'll  taller  feeni : 
"  You're  only  fhorter  from  the  ftem. 

"  By  lofer  garb  your  leannefs  is  conceal'd  ; 

"  By  want  of  fl;ays  thegrofler  fhape's  reveal'd. 

"  The  more  the  blemiflies  upon  the  feet, 

"  The  greater  care  the  lace  and  flioes  be  neat. 
"  Some  backs   and   fides    are    wav'd  like   bil- 
lows : 
"  Thefe  holes  arebeft  made  up  with  pillows. 
"  Thick  fingers  always  fliould  command 
"   Without  the  ftretching  out  the  hand. 
"  Who  has  bad  teeth  fliould  never  fee 
"  A  play,  unlefs  a  tragedy  : 
"  For  we  can  teach  you  how  to  fimper, 
"  And  when  'tis  proper  you  fliould  whimper. 
"  Think  that  ycur  grace  and  wit  is  now 

"  Not  in  your  laughing  at  a  thing,  but  how. 
"  Let  room  for  I'omething  more  than  breath 
*'  Jufl;  (hew  the  ends  of  milk-white  teeth. 
"   There  is  a.Je  n  fcm  quoi  is  found 
"   In  a  foft  fmooth  affevSted  foiJnd  : 
"  But  there's  a  fhrieking  crying  tone, 
"   Which  I  ne'er  Jik'd,  when  all  is  done  ; 
"  And  there  are  fome,  who  laugh  like  men,. 
"  As  ne'er  to  fliut  their  mouths  again; 
"   So  very  loud  and  mal-propo!, 
"  They  feem  like  hautboys  to  a  fliew. 
"  But  now  for  the  reverfe  :   'tis  Ikill 
"  To  let  your  tears  flow  wheji  you  will. 
"  It  is  of  ufe  when  people  die ;  "y 

"  Or  elfe  to  have  the  fpleen,  and  cry,  ' 

"  Becaufe  you  have  no  reafon  why.  ^ 

"  Now  for  your  talk — Come,  let  me  fee  : 
"   Here  lofe  your  H,  here  drop  your  T, 
"  Defpife  that  R :  your  fpeech  is  better 
"  Much  ftir  deftroying  of  one  letter. 
"   Now  lifp,  and  have  a  fort  of  pride 
"  To  ftem  as  if  ycur  tongue  were  tied  : 
'•  This  is  fuch  a  becoming  fault, 
"  Rather  than  want,  it  fliould  be  taught. 

"  And  now,  that  you  have  learnt  to  talk,. 
"   Pray  let  me  fee  if  you  can  walk. 
"  There's  many  dancing  mafters  treat 
"  Of  management  of  ladies  feet. 
"  There's  fome  their  mincing  gait  have  chofe, 
"  Treading  without  their  heel  or  toes. 
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"  She  that  reads  Taflb  or  Malherbe  *, 

*'  Choofes  a  fttp  that  is  fuperhe. 

"  Some  giddy  creatures,  as  if  fhunninp 

"  Something  diflik'd,  arc  always  running. 

"  Some  prance  Hkc  Frenchwomen,  who  ride 

"  As  our  life-guards  men,  all  aftride. 

"  But  each  of  thefe  have  decoration 

"  According  to  their  afTedation. 

"  That  dance  is  graceful,  and  will  pleafc, 

"  Where  all  the  motions  glide  with  eal'e. 

•'  We  to  the  fkiiful  theatre 

"  This  feemiiig  want  of  art  prefer. 

"  'Tis  no  l.mall  art  to  give  dirc(Sion 
«■'  How  to  I'uit  Icncts  to  each  complexion, 
"  How  to  adorn  the  breaft  and  head, 
"   With  blue,  white,  cherry,  pink,  or  red. 
"  As  the  morn  rifcs,  (o  that  day 
♦♦  Wear  purple,  fky-colour,  or  grey  ' 
•'  \our  black  at  lent,  your  green  in  May; 
"  Your  filamot  when  leaves  decay. 
"  All  colours  in  the  fummer  Ihine  : 
"  The  nymphs  fliould  be  like  gardens  fine. 

"   It  is  the  fafhion  now-a-dayo, 
*'  That  almoft  every  lady  plays. 
"  Baffct  and  Piquet  grow  to  be 
"  'I'he  fubjedl  of  our  comedy  : 
"  But  whether  we  diverfioii  feck 
"   In  thefe,  in  comet,  or  in  gieek, 
"  Or  Ombre,  where  true  judgment  can 
"  Difclefe  thj  fentiments  of  man; 
"  Let's  have  a  care  hew  we  difcover, 
"  Efpecially  before  a  lover, 
•'  Some  paflions  which  we  fliouId  conceal, 
"  But  heats  of  of  p'.ay  too  oft  reveal ; 
"  For,  be  the  matter  fmall  or  great, 
"  There's  like  abhorrence  for  a  cheat.    . 
"  There's  nothing  fpoils  a  woman's  graces 
"  Like  peevifhnefs  and  making  laces  : 
"  Then  angry  words  and  rude  difcourfe, 
"  You  may  be  fufe,  become  them  worle. 
"  With  hopes  of  gain  when  we're  befet, 
"  We  do  too  conimonly  forget 
"  Such  guards  as  fcreen  us  from  thefe  eyes 
"  Which  may  obferve  us,  and  defpife. 
"  I'd  burn  the  cards,  rather  than  know 
"  Of  any  of  my  friends  did  fo  : 
"  I've  heard  of  fome  fuch  thitigs ;  but  I, 
«'  Thanks  to  my  ftars,  was  never  by. 

"  Thus  we  may  pafs  our  time  :  the  men 
*'  A  thoufand  ways  divert  their  fpleen, 
"  Whilft  we  fit  pcevifhly  within  ; 
•'  Hunting,  cocking,  racing,  joking, 
•'  Fuddling,  fwimming,  fencing,  fmoking  ; 
«'  And  little  thinking  how  p'lor  we 
•'  Mufl  vent  our  fcandal  o'isr  our  tea. 
"  I  fee  no  reafon  but  we  may 
♦'  Be  brifk,  and  equally  as  gay. 
"  Whene'er  our  gentlemen  would  range, 
•'  We'll  take  our  chariot  for  the  'Chaiige: 
"  If  they're  difpcfing  for  the  play, 
"  We'll  haften  to  the  opera  : 

•  By  the   manner  in  which  Tafib  and  Ma!herbe  are 

ajeiitioned  by  Ur.  King,  tliey  feetrt  not  to  have  been  the 

♦  nntt   falhi;>nabte  authors  of   that  ape.      Our  oUtiior  nas 

tiar.CitcJ  what  iiC  wU*  "  iVa  ailcaUaWe  Odt  uf  l»:3llieibe." 


"  Or  when  they'll  luftily  caroufe, 

"   We'll  lurely  to  the  Indian  houfe  : 

"  And  at  fiich  coft  whilfl  thus  we  roam, 

"  For  cheapntfs  fake  they'll  flay  at  hume. 

"  Few  wife  men's  thoughts  e'er  yet  purfued 

"  That  which  their  eyes  had  never  view'd  ; 

"  And  fo  our  never  being  feen 

•'  Is  the  fame  thing  as  not  t'have  beea. 

"   Grandeur  itfclf  and  poverty 

"   Were  equal  if  no  witnefs  by  : 

'■  And  they  who  always  fing  alone 

"  Can  ne'er  be  priis'J  by  more  than  one, 

"  Had  Danac  been  fliut  up  ftill, 

"   bhe'd  been  a  maid  ag^iufl  her  will, 

"  And  might  have  grown  prodigious  old, 

"  And  never  had  her  {lory  told. 

"   "  lis  fit  fair  maids  fliould  run  a-gadding, 

"  To  let  the  amorous  beaux  a-madding. 

"  To  many  a  fheep  the  wolf  has  gone 

"  Ere  it  can  neatly  feize  on  one  ; 

"  And  many  a  partridge  I'capes  av/ay 

"   Before  the  hawk  can  pounce  its  prey: 

"  Aiid  lb,  if  pretty  damftls  rove, 

"  They'll  iind  out  one  perhaps  may  love; 

"   If  they  uo  diligence  will  fpare, 

"  And  in  their  drefTmg  ftill  take  care. 

"  The  filher  baits  his  hook  all  night, 

'*  In  hopes  by  chance  fomc  eel  may  bite. 

"  Each  with  their  different  grace  appears, 

"  Virgins  with  blufh,  widows  with  tears, 

"  Which  gain  new  hufbanda  tender-hearted, 

"  'I'o  think  how  fuch  a  couple  parted. 

"   But  then  there  are  fome  fappilh  beaux 

"  Like  us  in  all  things  but  their  clothes  ; 

"  That  we  may  feem  the  more  robuft, 

"  And  fitted:  to  accoft  them  firfl  : 

*'  With  powder,  paint,  faife  locks,  and  hair,    , 

"    I'hey  give  themlelves  a  female  air  ; 

«'  Who,  having  all  their  tale  by  rote, 

"  And  harping  flill  on  the  fame  note, 

"  V/ill  tell  us  that,  and  nothing  more 

"  Than  what  a  thoufand  heard  before. 

"  Though  they  all  marks  of  love  pretend, 

"  There's  nothing  which  they  lefs  intend: 

"  And,  'midft  a  thoufand  hideous  oaths, 

"  With  jewels  falfe  and  borrow'd  clothes, 

"  Our  ealinei's  may  give  belief 

"  To  one  that  is  an  arrant  thief." 

The  fpark  was  coming  ;  fhe,  undrefl. 
Scuttles  away  as  if  poflcll. 
The  governcfs  cries,  "  Where  d'ye  run  ?" 
"  Why,  Madam,  I've  but  juft  begun." 
She  bawls;  the  other  nothing  hears. 
But  leaves  her  prattling  to  the  chairs. 

Virtue,  without  thefe  little  arts. 
At  firfl  fubdues,  then  keeps  our  hearts ; 
And  though  more  gracefully  it  (hews 
When  it  from  lovely  perfons  flows, 
Yet  often  goodnefs  mofl  prevails 
Wiieii  beauty  in  »jerfedlion  fuils. 
'I'hough  every  feature  rnay'nt  be  well. 
Yet  altogether  may  excel. 
There's  nothing  but  will  eafy  prove, 
Whe:i  all  the  reik's  made  up  by  love. 
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PART      XIII, 

Virgins  fliould  not  unlkill'd  in  mufic  he ; 
For  what's  more  like  themfclvcs  than  harmony  ? 
Let  not  vice  ufc  it  only  to  betray, 
As  Syrens  by  their  fongs  entice  their  prey. 
Let  it  with  lenfe,  with  voice,  and  beauty  join, 
Grateful  to  eyes  aBd  ear,  wid  to  the  mind  divine 
For  there's  a  double  grace  when  pleafing  firings 
Aie  touch'd  by  her  that  more  delightful  fings. 
Thus  Orpheus  did  the  rage  of  defcrts  quell, 
And  charm'd  the  monftrous  inftruments  of  hell. 
New  walls  to  Thebes  Amphion  thus  began, 
Vhilft  to  the  work  officious  marble  ran. 
Thus  with  his  harp  and  voice  Arioo  rode 
On  the  mute  fiih  fafe  through  the  rolling  flood. 

Nor  arc  the  effays  of  the  female  wit 
Lcfs  charming  in  the  verfes  they  have  writ. 
From  ancient  ages,  lovc  has  found  the  way 
Its  bafhful  thoughts  by  letters  to  convey  ; 
Which  fometimes  run  in  fuch  engaging  drain. 
That  pity  makes  the  fair  write  back  again. 
Vk'hat's  thus  intended,  fonic  fmall  time  delay: 
His  paflion  ftreagthens  rather  by  our  (lay. 
Then  with  a  cautious  wit  your  pen  withhold, 
Left  a  coo  free  expreflion  make  him  bold ; 
Create  a  mixture  'twixt  liis  hope  and  fear. 
And  in  reproof  let  tendernefs  appear. 
As  he  dcftrvcs  it,  give  him  hopes  <  f  life  : 
A  cruel  miftrels  makes  a  froward  wife. 
AfTcCl  not  foreign  words :    Lovc  will  impart 
A  gentle  ityle  more  excellent  than  art. 
Aftrca's  '  lines  fl  'W  on  with  fo  much  eafe. 
That  (he  who  writes  like  them  muft  furely  pleafe. 
Orinda's  f  works,  with  courtly  graces  ftor'd, 
True  fcnfe  in  nice  expr^fliuns  will  afford  : 
Whilft  Chudlcigh's  y  words  feraphic  thoughts  ei- 

prefs 
In  lofty  grandeur,  but  without  excefs. 
Oh,  had  not  beauty  parts  enough  to  wound, 
But  it  muft  pierce  us  with  poetic  found  ; 
Whilft  Phoebus  fuffers  female  powers  to  tear 
Wreaths  from  his  Daphie,  which  they  juftly  wear  ! 

If  greater  things  to  leffer  we  compare, 
The  (kill  of  love,  is  like  the  art  of  war. 
The  general  fays,  "  Let  him  the  horfe  command  : 
*'  You  by  that  enfign,  you  that  cannon  ftand  : 
"  Where  danger  calls,  let  t'other  bring  fupplies." 
With  pleafurc  all  obey,  in  hopes  to  rile. 
So,  if  you  have  a  fervant  (kill'd  in  laws. 
Send  him  with  moving  fpeech  to  plead  your  caufe. 
JHe  that  has  native  unafrc(f):ed  voice, 
In  (ingiiig  what  you  bid  him,  will  rejoice. 

*  A  name  afTumed  by  Mrs.  AphraBeha.  Sliewasau- 
tlu^refaot  fcventeen  plays,  two  volumes  ot  novels,  fcvcr^I 
traiiflation^,  ind  many  pocmt. 

+  '1  he  poetical  name  ot  Mrs,  Catharine  Philips.  She  w.i« 
born  in  Lundun  i6;i  j  was  ir.arrieU  to  Jamc:"  I'hilips,  of 
the  [riory' ol  Cariligan,  Lfq.  about  the  year  1647;  and 
died  June  1664,  Her  poems  have  been  Tevsral  times 
printed.  She  was  .ilfo  the  writer  of  a  volume  of  letters, 
intituled,  "  Letters  from  Oriiida  to  Poliarchus." 

II  'I'his  lady  wus  the  wife  of  Sir  George  Chudleit;*'. 
Bart,  of  Alhton,  Deviinlhire.  jShe  died  Dec.  15.  i7iO. 
Hcr)(iein»  were  twice  printed  in  her  lifetime  in  one  vo- 
lume 8vo.  the  Cecord  edition  in  I70y.  bhe  aifo  publilWtJ 
^  volume  of  tSiyi  upon  feveral  rubj:Cts,  in  pioie  and  vcrfe, 
17*0. 


And  wealth,  as  beauty  orders  it  beftow'd, 
Would  make  ev'n  mifers  in  expetices  proud. 
But  they,  o'er  whom  Apollo  rules,  have  hearts 
The  moft  ftifccptible  of  lovers'  fmarts. 
And,  like  their  god,fo  they  feel  Cupid's  darts: 
The  gods  and  kings  are  by  their  labours  prais'd ; 
And  they  again  by  them  to  honour  rais'd  : 
for  none  to  heaven  or  majcfty  expreft 
Their  duty  well,  but  in  return  were  bleft. 
Nor  did  the  mighty  Scipio  think  it  fcorn. 
That  Ecnius,  in  Calabrian  mountains  born. 
His  wars,  retirements,  councils,  (hould  attend. 
In  all  diftinguifh'd  by  the  name  of  friend. 
He  that,  for  want  of  worlds  to  conquer,  wept. 
Without  confulting  Homer  never  flept. 
The  poet's  cares  all  terminate  in  fame; 
As  they  obtain,  they  give,  a  lafting  nam.e. 
Thus  from  the  dead  Lucrece  and  Cynthia  rife, 
And  Berenice's  hair  adorns  the  Ikies.    , 
The  facred  bard  no  treacherous  craft  difplays, 
But  virtuous  adtions  crowns  with  his  own  bay*. 
Far  from  ambition  and  wealth's  fordid  care, 
In  him  good-nature  and  content  appear: 
And  far  from  courts,  from  ftudious  parties  free 
He  fighs  forth  Laura's  charms  beneath  fome  tree  - 
Defpairing  of  the  valued  prize  he  loves. 
Commits  his  thoughts  to  winds  and  echoing  groves. 

Poets  have  quick  defirc  and  paiTion  ftrong ; 
Where  once  it  lights,  there  it  continues  long. 
They  know  that  truth  is  the  perpetual  band. 
By  which  the  world  and  heaven  of  love  mull  ftand. 
The  poet's  art  foftens  their  tempers  fo, 
That  manners  eafy  as  their  verfes  flow. 
Oh  could  they  but  juft  retribution  find, 
And  as  themfelves  what  they  adore  be  kind  ! 
In  vain  they  boaft  of  their  celeftial  (ire,      [afpirc  '. 
Whilft  there  remains  a  heaven  to  which  they  can': 
ApcUes  firft  brought  Venus  to  our  view, 
With  blooming  charms  and  graces  ever  new. 
Who  elfe  unknown  to  mortals  might  remain. 
Hid  in  the  caverns  of  her  native  main  : 
And  with  the  painter  now  the  poets  join 
To  make  the  mother  and  her  boy  divine. 
Therefore  attend,  and  from  their  mufic  learn 
That  which  their  minds  infpir'd  could  beft  difcern. 
Firft  fee  how  Sidney,  then  how  Cowley  mov'd 
And  with  what  art  it  was  that  Waller  lov'd. 
Forget  not  Dorfet,  in  whofe  generous  mind 
Love,  fenfc,  wit,  honour,  every  grace  combin'd  • 
And  if  for  me  you  one  kind  wi(h  would  fpare, 
Anfwcr  a  poet  to  his  friendly  prayer. 
Take  Stepney's  vcrfe,  with  candour  ever  bleft- 
For  love  will  there  ftill  with  his  afhes  reft. 
There  let  warm  fpicc  and  fragrant  odours  burn. 
And  everlaft.»ig  fwects  perfume  his  urn. 

Not  that  the  living  Mufe  is  to  be  Icbrn'd  : 
Britain  with  equal  worth  is  ftill  adorn'd. 
See  Halifax,  where  fenfe  and  honour  mixt 
Upon  the  merits  juft  reward  have  fixt : 
And  read  their  works,  who,  writing  in  his  praife. 
To  their  own  verfe  immortal  laurels  raife. 
Learn  prior's  lines  •  for  they  can  teach  you  more 
Than  facred  Ben,  or  Spenfer,  did  before : 
And  mark  him  well  that  uncouth  phyfic's  art 
Can  in  the  fofteft  tune  of  wit  impart. 
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See  Paftorella  o'er  Florello's  grave,  ") 

See  Tamerlane  make  Bajazet  his  flave :  > 

And  Phsedra  with  her  ancient  vigour  rave.  J 

Through  Rapin's  nurferies  and  gardens  walk, 
And  find  how  nymphs  cransform'd   by  amorous 

colours  .talk. 
Pomona  fee  with  Milton's  grandeur  rife, 
The  moft  delicious  fruit  of  Paradife, 
With  apples  might  the  firflr-born  man  deceive. 
And  more  perfuafive  voice  than  tempting  Eve, 
Not  to  confine  yon  here  ;  for  many  more 
Britain's  luxuriant  wealth  has  flill  in  Itore, 
Whom  would  I  number  up,  I  mufl.  outrun 
The  longeft  courfe  ef  the  laborious  fun. 
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Our  manners  like  our  countenance  Ihould  be; 

They  always  candid,  and  the  other  free  : 

But,  when  our  mind  by  anger  is  poffeft. 

Our  noble  manhood  is  transform'd  to  beaft. 

No  feature  then  its  wonted  grace  retains, 

When  the  blood  blackens  in  the  fwelling  veins  : 

The  eye-balls  fhoot  out  fiery  darts,  would  kill 

Th'  oppofer,  if  the  gorgon  had  its  will. 

When  Pallas  in  a  river  faw  the  flute 

Deform'd  her  cheeks,  {he  let  the  reed  be  mute. 

Anger  no  more  will  mortify  the  face. 

Which  in  that  paflion  once  confults  her  glafs. 

Let  beauty  ne'er  be  with  this  torment  ieiz'd, 

But  ever  reft  ferene,  and  ever  plcas'd. 

A  dark  and  fullen  brow  feems  to  reprove 

The  firft  advances  that  are  made  to  love. 

To  which  there's  nothing  more  averfe  than  pride. 

Men  without  fpeaking  often  are  denied  ; 

And  a  difdainful  look  too  oft'  reveals 

Thofe  feeds  of  hatred  which  the  tongue  conceals. 

When  eyes  meet  eyes,  and  fmiles  to  fmiles  return, 

'Tis  then  both  hearts  with  equal  ardour  burn, 

And  by  their  mutual  paflion  i'oon  will  know 

That  all  are  darts,  and  fhot  from  Cupid's  bow. 

But,  when  fome  lovely  form  does  ftrike  your  eyes, 

Be  cautious  flill  how  you  admit  furprife. 

What  you  would  love,  with  quick  difcretion  view : 

The  objcifl:  may  deceive  by  being  new. 

"You  may  fubmit  to  a  too  hafty  fate. 

And  would  fliake  off  the  yoke  when  'tis  too  late  : 

We  often  into,  our  deftruiSion  fink, 

By  not  allowing  time  enough  to  think. 

Refill  at  firft  :  for  help  in  vain  we  pray, 

When  ills  have  gain'd  full  ftrength  by  long  delay. 

Be  fpeedy  ;  left  perhaps  the  growing  hour 

Put  what  is  now  within,  beyond  our  power. 

Love,  as  a  fire  in  cities  finds  increafe, 

Proceeds,  and  till  the  whole's  deftroy'd  won't  ceafe. 

It  v.'ith  allurements  does,  like  rivers,  rife 

Froni  little  fprings,  enlaig'd  by  vaft  fupplies. 

Jiad  Mirrha  kept  this  guard,  jhe  had  not  ftood 

A  monumental  crime  in  weeping  wood. 

Becaiife  that  love  is  pleafing  in  its  pain, 

We  not  without  relu6tance  health  obtain. 

Phyfic  may  tarry  till  to-morro\v's  fun, 

VVhilft  the  curs'd  poifons  through  the  vitals  run. 


The  tree  not  to  be  fliook  has  pierc'd  the  ground  j 
And  death  muft  follow  the  negle(5ted  wound. 

O'er  different  ages  love  bears  different  fway. 
Takes  various  turns  to  make  all  forts  obey. 
The  colt  unback'd  we  footh  with  gentle  trace ; 
We  feed  the  runner  deftin'd  for  the  race  ; 
And  'tis  with  time  and  mafters  we  prepare 
The  manag'd  courfers  rufhing  to  the  war. 
Ambitious  youth  will  have  fome  fparks  of  pride. 
And  not  without  impatience  be  denied. 
If  to  his  love  a  rival  yeu  afford, 
You  then  prefent  a  trial  for  his  fword  : 
His  eager  warmth  difdains  to  be  perplext, 
And  rambles  to  the  beauty  that  is  next. 
Maturer  years  proceed  with  care  and  fenfe. 
And,  as  they  feldom  give,  fo  feldom  take  offence  : 
For  he  that  knows  rcfiftance  is  in  vain. 
Knows  likewife  ftruggling  will  increafe  his  pain. 
J. ike  wood  that's  lately  cut  in  Paphian  grove, 
Time  makes  him  a  fit  facrifice  for  love. 
By  flow  degrees  he  fans  the  gentle  fire, 
Till  perfeverancc  malies  the  flame  afpire. 
This  love's  more  fure,  the  other  is  more  gay ; 
But  then  he  roves,  whilft  this  is  forc'd  to  ftay. 
There  arc  fome  tempers  which  you  muft  oblige. 
Not  by  a  quick  furrender,  but  a  fiege  ; 
That  moft  are  pleas'd,  when  driven  to  defpair 
By  what  they're  pleas'd  to  call  a  cruel  fair. 
They  think,  uulefs  their  ufage  has  been  hard, 
Their  conq^ieft  lofes  part  of  its  reward. 
Thus  fome  raife  fpleenfrom  theirabounding  wealth. 
And,  clog'd  with  fweets,  from  acids   feek  their 

health. 
And  many  a  boat  does  its  deftrudlion  find 
By  having  fcanty  fails,  too  full  of  wind. 
Is  it  not  treachery  to  declare 
The  feeble  parts  we  have  in  war  ? 
Is  it  not  folly  to  afford 
Our  enemy  a  naked  fword  ? 
Yet  'tis  my  weakncfi  to  confefs 
What  puts  men  often  in  diftrefs  ; 
But  then  it  is  fcich  beaux  as  be 
Poffdft  with  fo  much  vanity. 
To  think  that  wherefoe'er  they  turn. 
Whoever  looks  on  them  muft  burn. 
What  they  defire  they  think  is  true. 
With  fmall  encouragement  from  you. 
They  will  a  fingle  look  improve, 
And  take  civilities  for  love. 

"  We  all  expected  you  to  play  : 
"  Was't  not  a  miftrefs  made  you  ftay  ?'' 
The  beau  is  fir'd,  cries,"  Now  I  find 
"  I  out  of  pity  muft  be  kind  : 
•'  She  figh'd,  impatient  till  I  came." 
Thus,  foaring  to  the  lively  flame. 
We  fee  the  vain  ambitious  fly 
Scorch  its  gay  wings,  then  unregarded  die. 
Both  fexes  have  their  jealoufy. 
And  ways  to  gain  their  ends  thereby. 
But  oftentimes  too  quick  belief 
Has  given  a  fudden  vent  to  grief, 
Occafion'd  by  fome  perfons  lying, 
To  fct  an  eafy  wife  a-crying  : 
And  Procris  long  ago,  alas! 
Exf  erienc'd  this  unhappy  cafc» 
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There  is  a  Mount,  Hymettus  fryl'd, 
Where  pinks  and  rofemary  are  wild, 
Where  ftrawberries  and  myrtles  g|^w, 
And  violets  make  a  purple  {how  ; 
Where  the  fweet  bays  and  laurel  fliine, 
All  fhaded  by  the  lofty  pine  ; 
Where  Zephyrs,  with  their  wanton  motion, 
Have  all  the  leaves  at  their  devotion. 
Here  Cephalus,  who  hunting  lov'd, 
When  dojis  and  men  were  both  remov'd. 
And  all  his  dufty  labour  done, 
In  the  meridian  of  the  fun, 
Into  fome  iecret  hedge  would  creep. 
And  fing,  and  hum  himfelf  afleep. 
But  commonly  being  hot  and  dry. 
He  thus  would  for  fome  cooler  cry  : 

"  O  now,  if  fome 

"  Cooler  would  come  ! 
"  Dearefl,  rarefl:, 
"  Lovclieft,  faireft, 

"  Cooler,  come  ! 
"  Oh,  Air, 

*'  Frefh  and  rare  ; 

"  Deareft:,  rarefV, 

"  Lovcliefl,  faired,  [come'." 

"  Cooler,  come ;  coUer,  come  ;   cooler, 
A  woman,  that  had  heard  him  fing. 
Soon  had  her  malice  on  the  wing : 
For  females  ufually  don't  want 
A  fellow-goflip  that  will  cant ; 
Who  fbill  is  pleas'd  with  others  ails, 
And  therefore  carries  fpiteful  tales. 
She  thought  that  fhe  might  raife  fome  flrife 
By  telling  fomething  to  his  wife  : 
That  once  upon  a  time  fhe  flood 
Infuch  a  place,  in  fuch  a  wood. 
On  fuch  a  day,  and  fuch  a  year, 
There  did,  at  leaft  there  did  appear 
('Caufe  for  the  world  fhe  would  not  lye. 
As  (he  muft  tell  her  by  the  bye") 
Herhufband  ;  lirft  more  loudly  hauling. 
And  afterwards  more  foftly  calling 
A  perfon  not  of  the  befl  fame. 
And  Miflrefs  Cooler  was  her  name. 
"  Now,  Goffip,  why  fhould  Ihe  come  thither? 
"  But  that  they  might  be  naught  together  ?" 

When  Cris  heard  all,  her  colour  turn'd. 
And  though  her  heart  within  her  buin'd, 
And  eyeballs  fent  forth  ludden  flafhes, 
Her  cheeks  and  lips  were  pale  as  afhes. 
Then,  "  Woe  the  day  that  fhe  was  born  !" 
']  he  nightrail  innocent  was  torn  : 
Many  a  thump  was  given  the  breaft, 
>'  And  fhe,  oh,  llae  fhould  never  reil '. 


6^ 

"  She  ftraight  would  heigh  hrr  to  the  wood, 
"  And  he'd  repent  it — that  he  fhould." 
With  eager  hafte  away  (he  moves, 
Never  regarding  fcarf  or  gloves  : 
Into  the  grotto  fnon  fhe  creeps, 
And  into  every  thicket  peeps, 
And  to  her  eyes  there  did  appFai" 
Two  prints  of  bodies — that  was  clear  : 
"  And  now  ((he  cries')  I  plainly  fen 
"  How  time  and  place,  and  all  agree  : 
"  But  here's  a  covert,  where  I'll  lie, 
"  And  i  (hail  have  them  by  and  by." 

'Twas  noon  ;  and  Cephala?,  as  laft  time, 
Heated  and  ruffled  with  his  paftime. 
Came  to  the  very  felf-faine  place 
Where  he  was  us'd  to  waih  his  face  ; 
And  then  he  fung,  and  then  he  hum'd. 
And  on  his  knee  with  fingers  thrum'd. 
When  Criffy  found  all  matters  fair. 
And  that  he  only  wanted  air. 
Saw  what  device  vva<  took  to  fool  her. 
And  no  fuch  one  as  Miitrefs  Cooler  ;  ~ 
Miftrufting  then  no  future  harm^. 
She  v/ould  have  rufh'J  into  his  arms; 
But,  as  the  leaves  began  to  riiftle. 
He  thought  fnme  beaft  had  made  the  bufile. 
He  fhot,then  cried,'-  I've  kill'd  my  deer." — -\ 
"  Ay,fo  you  have,"  (fays  Cris) ''  I  fear." — C 
"  Why,  CrifTy.pray  what  made  you  here?"3 
"  By  Goirip  Trot,  I  undsrftnod 
"  You  kept  a  fniall  giil  in  this  wood  " 
Qi:oth  Csph,  "  'Tis  pity  thou  (hould'ft  die 
"  for  this  thy  foolifh  jealoufy  ; 
"For  'til  apaffion  that  does  move 
"  Too  often  from  excefs  of  love." 
But,  when  they  fought  for  wound  full  fore. 
The  petticoat  was  only  tore. 
And  flie  had  got  a  lui^y  thump, 
V/hich  in  fome  meafiire  bruis'd  her  rump. 
Then  home  mofb  lovinjj'y  they  went :  "y 

Neither  had  reafon  to  repent.  v 

Their  following  years  pafs'd  in  content;      j 
And  Criffy  made  him  the  beft  wife 
For  the  remainder  of  his  life.  [trude. 

The  Miife  has  done,  nor  will  more  laws  ob- 
Lefl  (he,  by  being  tedious,  fhould  be  rude. 
Unbrace  love's  fwans,  let  them  unharnefn'd  flray. 
And  eat  anibrofia  through  the  milky  way. 
Give  liberty  to  every  Paphian  dove, 
And  let  then;  freely  with  the  Cupids  rove.        i 
But,  when  the  Amaznni.m  trophies  rife 
With  monuments  of  their  pad  viiSories; 
With  what  difcretinn  and  what  are  they  fought ; 
Let  them  record,"  They  were  by  Ovib  tiuglu." 


AN  INCOMPARABLE  ODE 


OF 


MALHERBE'S*. 

Written  by  him  when  the  Marriage  was  on  foot  between  the  King  of  France  f 

and  Anne  of  Auftria. 

V 

Tranflated  by  a  great  admirer  of  the  Eafmefs  of  French  Poetry. 


Cette  Anne  fi  belle, 

^u'oi  iianteft  fort, 
Tour  quay  ne  -uient  elle  ? 

Fragment,  elle  a  tort! 
Son  Louis  fottpire 

Apreifes  afpas : 
^ue  -veut  elle  dire, 

^ue  elle  ne  -vient  pas  ? 
Si  il  ne  la  pojfede, 

11  s'en  -ua  mourir  ; 
JDonnons  y  remede, 

Allans  la  querir. 


This  Anna  fo  fair. 

So  talk'd  of  by  fame. 
Why  don't  (be  appear  ? 

Indeed,  fhe's  to  blame  I 
Lewis  fighs  for  the  fake 

Of  her  charms,  as  they  fay ; 
What  excufe  can  flie  make 

For  not  coming  away  ? 
If  he  does  not  poflefs, 

He  dies  with  uefpair; 
Let's  give  him  redrefs, 

And  go  find  out  the  fair. 


*  The  Tranflator  propofed  to  turn  this  Ode  with  all  imaginable  exaftnefs ;  and  he  hopes  he  has 
been  pretty  juft  to  Malherbe  :  only  in  the  fixth  line  he  has  made  a  fmall  addition  of  thcfe  three 
TTords,  "  as  they  fay ;"  which  he  thinks  is  excufable,  if  we  confider  the  French  poet  there  talks  a 
little  too  familiarly  of  the  king's  paffion,  as  if  the  king  himfelf  had  owned  it  to  him.  The  Tranfla- 
tor thinks  it  more  mannerly  and  refpeiSful  in  Malherbe  to  pretend  to  have  the  account  of  it 
anly  by  hearfay. 

f  Lewis  the  Fourteenth. 


THE   FURMETART, 

A  VERY  INNOCENT  AND  HARMLESS  POEM% 


IN     THREE    CANTOS. 


TIRST  PRINTED  IN  1699. 


PREFACE. 


1  HI  author  of  the  following  poem  may  be  thought 
to  write  for  fame,  and  the  appJaufe  of  the  town  : 
but  he  wholly  difowns  it;  for  he  writes  only  for 
the  public  good,  the  benefit  of  his  country,  and 
the  itianufadlure  of  England.  It  is  well  known, 
that  grave  fenaiors  have  often,  at  the  palace-yard, 
refrefhed  themfelves  with  barley-broth  in  a  morn- 
ing, which  has  had  a  very  folid  influence  on  their 
counfels ;  it  is  therefore  hoped  that  other  perfons 
may  ufe  it  with  the  like  fuccefs.  No  man  can  be 
ignorant,  how  of  late  years  coffee  and  tea  in  a 
morning  has  prevailed  ;  nay,  cold  waters  have  ob- 
tained tlveir  commendation;  and  wells  are  fprung 
up  from  A(Aon  to  Iflington,  and  crofs  the  water 
to  Lambeth.  Thefe  liquors  have  feveral  eminent 
champions  of  all  profeflions.  But  there  have  not 
been  wanting  perfons,  in  all  ages,  that  have  Ihewn 
a  true  love  for  their  country,  and  the  proper  diet 
of  it,  as  water-gruel,  miik-porridge,  rice-milk,  and 
cfpecially  furmetary  both  with  plums  and  without. 
To  this  end,  feveral  worthy  perfons  have  encou- 
raged the  eating  fuch  wholefomediet  in  the  morn- 
ing ;  and,  that  the  poor  may  be  provided,  they 
have  defired  feveral  matrons  to  ftand  at  Smithfield- 
bars,  Leadenhall-market,  Stocks-market,  and  di- 


*  Written  lop?eafe  a  gentleman  who  thought  nothing 
iirooth  or  lofty  couUl  be  written  upon  a  mean  fubjedl ;  but 
had  no  intent  of  tnakinK  any  reflection  upon  "  The  Dif. 
''  penCary,"  wtuch  lias  delcrvedly  gained  a  Ufting  repu- 
tation. 


Ters  other  noted  places  in  the  city,  cfpecially  ^ 
Fleet-ditch  ;  there  to  di/ftn/i  furmetary  to  labour- 
ing people,  and  the  poor,  at  reafonable  rates, 
at  three-half-pence  and  two-pence  a  difh,  which  is 
not  dtar,  the  plums  being  confidered. 

The  places  are  generally  llyled  furmetaries,  be- 
caufe  that  food  has  got  the  general  efteem ;  but 
that  at  Fleet-ditch  I  take  to  be  one  of  the  moft  re- 
markable, and  therefore  I  have  flyled  it,  "  The 
"  Furmetary  ;"  and  could  eaCly  have  had  a  certifi- 
cate of  the  ufefulnefs  of  this  furmetary,  figned  by 
feveral  eminent  carmen,  gardeners,  journeymen- 
taylors,  and  bafket-women,  who  have  promifed  to 
contribute  to  the  maintenance  of  the  fame,  in  cafe 
the  coffee-houfcs  Ihould  proceed  to  oppofe  it. 

I  have  thought  this  a  very  proper  fubjeA  for  an 
heroic  poem;  and  endeavoured  to  be  as  fmooth 
in  my  verfe,  and  as  inoffenfive  in  my  charadter,  as 
was  poflible.  It  is  my  cafe  with  Lucretius,  that 
I  write  upon  a  fubjed  not  treated  of  by  the  an- 
cients.    But,  "  the  greater   labour,  the  greater 

"  glory-" 

Virgil  had  a  Homer  to  imitate;  but  I  ftand  up- 
on my  own  legs,  without  any  fupport  from  abroad, 
I  therefore  Ihall  have  more  occafion  for  the  reader'* 
favour,  who,  from  the  kind  acceptance  of  this,  may 
expedi  the  defcription  of  other  furmetaries  abouc 
this  city,  from  his  moft  humble  fervant, 

And  per  3e  Anc 
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:\  a.  V 


C  A  N  T  O     I. 

rNo  fooner  did  the  grey-ey'd  morning  peep, 
And   yawning   mortals   ilrclch   thenifelves   from 

fleep  ; 
Tinders  of  gold  were  now  but  riewly  paft» 
And  baflcet-women  did  to  market  liaile  ; 
The  watchmen  were  but  juft  returning  home. 
To  give  the  thieves  more  liberty  to  roam  ; 
"When  from  a  hill  by  growing  beams  of  light, 
A  ftately  pile  was  ofTcr'd  to  the  fight ; 
Three  fpacious  doors  let  pafllngers  go  through, 
And  diftant  ftones  did  terminate  their  view  : 
Juft  here,  as  ancient  poets  fing,  theie  ftood 
The  noble  palace  of  the  valiant  I.ud  ; 
His  image  now  appears  in  Portland  ftone, 
Each  fide  fupported  by  a  god-like  f.n  *  : 
But,  underneath,  all  the  three  heroes  fhrne,         -\ 
In  living  colours,  drawn  upon  a  fij^n,  C 

Which  (hews  the  way  to  ale,  but  not  to  wine.     J 

Near  is  a  place  enclos'd  with  iron  bars, 
Where  many  mortals  curfc  their  cruel  ftars^ 
Wlien  brought  by  ufurersintodiftrtfs, 
For  having  little  ftill  muft  live  on  lefs : 
;5terjj  avarice  there  keeps  the  relentlefs  door. 
And  bids  each  wretch  eternally  be  poor. 
Hence  hunger  rifcs,  difmally  he  ftalks. 
And  takes  each  finglc  prifoner  in  his  walks : 
This  duty  done,  the  meagre  monfter  flares, 
Jdolds  up  his  bones,  and  thus  begins  his  priyers  : 
"  Thou,  Goddcfs  Famine,   that  canft  fend  us 

"  blights, 
"  With  parching  heat  by  day,  and  (lorm  by  nights, 
••  Aflill  me  now :  fo  many  lands  be  thine, 
'»  And  fhoals  of  orphans  at  thy  altars  pine  ! 
"  Long  may  thy  reign  continue  on  each  Ihore, 
"  Where-ever  peace  and  plenty  reign'd  before  ! 
'*  I  muft  confcfs,  that  to  thy  gracious  hand 
•'  I  widows  owe,  that  are  at  my  command ; 
"  I.  joy  to  hear  their  numerous  children's  cries; 
"  And  blefsthy  power,  to  find  they've  no  fupplies. 
"  I  thank  thee  for  thofe  martyrs,  who  would  flee 
"  From  fuperftitious  rites  and  tyranny, 
"  And  find  their  fullncfs  of  reward  in  me. 
".  But  'tis  with  much  humility  I  own, 
".  That  generous  favour  you  have  lately  fhown, 
"  When  men,  that  bravely  have  their  country 

"  ferv'd, 
•«  Receiv'd  the  juft  reward  that  they  defcrv'd 
;•  And  arc  preferr'd  to  me,  and  fhall  be  ftarv'd., 
*  Ludgate. 


I  can,  hut  with  regret,  I  caa  «I»fpif«      , 

Innumerable  of  the  London  cries.  [found 

When  peafe,  and  mackarel,  with  their  harfher 

The  tender  organs  of  my  cars  confound  ; 

But  that  which  makes  my  projedls  all  mifcarry, 

Is  this  inhuman,  fatal  FuRMcrARr. 

"  Not  far  from  hence,  juft  by  the  bridge  of  Fleet, 

With  fpoons  and  porringer*,  and  napkin  neat, 

A  faithlcfs  Syren  does  entice  the  fenfe, 

By  fumes  of  viands,  which  ftie  dr>es  di/ 

To  mortal  ftomachs,  for  rewarding  pe 

Whilft  each  man's  earlicft  thoughts  would  ba.. 

"  nifli  me, 
Who  have  no  other  oracle  but  thee." 


lifpenfe     C 

pence;       j 


C  A  N  T  o   ir. 

Whilst  fuch-like  prayers  keen  hunger  would  ad- 
vance, 
Fainfing  and  weaknefs  threw  him  in  a  trance: 
Famme  took  pity  on  her  careful  flave, 
And  kindly  ro  him  tliis  afliftance  gave. 
She  took  the  figure  of  a  thin  parch'd  maid,  ") 

Who  many  years  had  for  a  huftjand  ftaid  ; '  C 

And,  coming  near  to  hunger,  thus  (he  faid  :         S 
"  My  darling  fon,  whilft  peace  and  plenty  fmile, 
"  And  happinefs  would  over-run  this  ifle,  ' 
"  I  joy  to  fee,  by  this  thy  prefent  care, 
"  I've  ftill  fome  friends  remaining  fince  the  war: 
"  In  fpite  of  us,  A  does  on  vcnifon  feed, 
"  And  bread  and  butter  is  for  3  decreed ; 
"CD  combines  with  E  F's  generous  foul, 
"  To  pafs  their  minutes  with  the  fparklin'g  botvl  • 
"  H  I's  good  nature,  from  his  endleCs  ftore,  V 

''   Is  ftill  conferring  bleiTings  on  the  poor,  C 

"  For  none,  except 'tis  K,  regards  them  more.    \ 
«  L,  M,  N,  O,  P,  Q^,  is  vainly  great, 
"  And  fquanders  hall  his  fubftance  in  a  treat. 
"  Nice  eating  by  R,  S,  is  underftood  ; 
"  T^s  fupper,  though  but  little,  yet  is  good  ; 
"  U"s  converfation's  equal  to  his  wine, 
"  Yc  u  fup  with  W.  whene'er  you  dine  : 
"  X,  Y,  and  Z,  hating  to  be  confin'd, 
"  Ramble  to  the  next  eating-houfe  they  find; 
"   Fleafanc,  good-humour'd,  beautiful,  and  gay,  -) 
"  Sometimes  with  mufic,  and  fometimes  with/ 
"  P'^'/i  f 

"  Prolong thcirpleafurcstillth'approachi.'^g day. J 
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"  And  per  sr  And  alone,  as  poets  ufe, 
"  The  ftarviiig  dictates  of  n-.y  rules  purfues  ; 
"  No  fwinging  coachman  does  afore  him  fhine,  '^ 
"   Nor  has  he  any  conftant  place  to  dine,  > 

"   But  all  his  notions  of  a  meal  are  mine.  _) 

"  Hafte,  hafte,  to  him.  a  bkfling  give  from  me, 
"  And  bid  him  write  fharp  things  on  Furmetry. 
"  But  I  would  have  thee  to  Coffedro  go, 
"  And  let  Tobacco  too  thy  bufinefs  know ; 
"   With  famous  Tcedrums  in  this  cafe  advifc, 
"  Rely  on.Sagoe,  who  is  always  wife. 
"  Amidft  fuch  counfel,  banifli  all  defpair; 
"  Truft  me,  you  (hall  fucceed  in  this  affair  : 
''  That  projcdl  which  they  Furmetarv  call, 
"  Before  next  l»:akfan-time  (hailfurely  fall!" 

This  faid,  fhe  quickly  vatiilh'd  in  a  wind 
Had  long  within  her  body  been  con  fin 'd. 
'I'hus  Hercules,  when  he  his  miftrefs  found, 
i>oon  knew  her  by  her  fcent,  and  by  her  found. 


CANTO    III. 


Hunger  rejoic'd  to  hear  the  bleft  command. 
That  FuRMETARY  fhould  no  longer  ftand  ; 
With  fpeed  he  to  Coffcdro's  manfion  flies. 
And  bids  the  pale-fac'd  mortal  quickly  riie. 

"  Arife,  my  friend;  for  upon  thee  do  wait 
"  Difmal  events  and  prodigies  of  fate  1 
•'  ' Tis  break  of  day,  thy  footy  broth  prepare, 
"  And  all  thy  other  liquors  for  a  war  : 
'  '  Roufe  up  Tobacco,  whofe  delicious  fight,  ") 

"   Illuminated  round  with  beaips  of  light,  > 

"  To  my  impatient  mind  will  caufe  delight.       j 
"   How  will  he  conquer  noflriU  that  prefume 
"  To  ftand  th'  attack  of  his  inipetumis  fume  I 
*'  Let  handfome  Teedrum*  too  be  call'd  to  aroiii, 
"   For  he  has  courage  in  the  midft  of  charms  ; 
"  Sagoe  with  counfel  fills  his  waktful  brains, 
"   But  then  his  wifjom  countervails  his  pains; 
"   'Tis  he  fhall  be  your  guide,  he  (hall  effeifl 
"  That  glorious  conqucil  which  we  all  expetfl  : 
"  The   brave    Hedlorvus   fliaU  comoiaod   this"^ 
"  force ;  [worfc,/. 

"  Ke'U  meet   Tubcarrio's  foot,    or,    whidi  i«f' 
'•  Oppofe  the  fury  of  Carmaniiiel's  horfc.  3 

"    For  Iiis  reward,  this  lie  Ihall  have  each  day, 
"    Drink  cofficy  then  Jit  ut  out,  and  never  fay^' 

It  was  not  lung  ere  the  grandees  were  met, 
And  round  ne-d-s-paf^en  in  full  order  fet. 
Then  Sagoe,  rifaig,faiil,  "4  hope  you  hear 
"   Hunger's  advice  with  an  obedient  ear; 
*'  Our  great  defign  admits  of  no  delay, 
■■'  Famine  commands,  and  we  muft  all  obc/  : 


"  That  Syren  which  does  Formetart  keep 
"  J.ong  fince  is  rifen  from  the  bands  of  fleep; 
"   Her  fpoons  and  porringers,  with  art  difplay'd, 
"  Many  of  Hunger's  fubjeds  have  betray'd." 

"  To  arms,"  Heiftorvus  cried  :  "  Coffedro  flout, 
"  Iffue  forth  liquor  from  thy  fcalding  fpout ." 

Great  One-and-all-i  gives  the  firfl;  alarms  \ 
Then  each  man  fnatches  up  ofFenfive  arms. 
To  Ditch  of  Fleet  courageoufly  they  run. 
Quicker  than  thought ;  the  battle  is  begun  : 
Hcdorvus  firfl  Tubcarrio  does  attack, 
And  by  furprife  foon  lays  him  on  his  back ; 
Thirflo  and  Drowtho  then,  approaching  near, 
Soon  overthrow^  two  magazines  of  beer. 

The  innocent  Syrena  little  thought 
That  all  thefc  arms  againft  herfelf  were  brought ; 
Nor  that  in  her  defence  the  drink  was  fpilt : 
How  could  (he  fear,  that  never  yet  knew  guilt  ? 
Her  fragrant  juice,  and  her  delicious  plums, 
.She  does  d'fpenfe  (with  gold  upon  her  thumb*)  : 
Virgins  and  youths  around  her  ftood;  (he  fate, 
Environ'd  with  a  wooden  chair  of  (late. 

In  the  mean  time,  Tobacco  (Irives  to  vex 
A  numerous  fquadion  of  the  tender  fex  ;     [breath. 
With  what  ftrong  fmoke,  and  with  his  llronger 
He  funks  Bafkeiia  and  her  fon  to  death. 

Coffedro  then,  witJi  Teedrums  and  the  band 
Who  carried  fcalding  liquors  in  their  hand, 
Throw  watery  amunition  in  their  eyes; 
On  which  Syrcna's  party  frighten'd  flies  : 
Carniannio  ftraight  drives  up  a  bulwark  ftrong, 
And  horfe  oppafes  to  Coffcdro's  throng. 
Coledrivio  ftands  for  bright  Syrena's  guard, 
And  all  her  rallied  forces  are  prepar'd  ; 
Carmannio  then  to  Teedrums'  fquadron  makes, 
And  the  lean  mortal  by  the  buttons  takes; 
Not  Teedrums'  arts  Carmannio  could  befecch, 
But  his  rough  valour  throws  him  in  the  ditch. 
Syrena,  though  fqrpris'd,  refolv'd  to  be 
The  great.  Bonduca  of  her  Fi;rmetr  y  : 
Before  her  throne  courageoufly  (lie  (lands. 
Managing  ladles-full  with  both  her  hands. 
The  numerous  plums  like  hail-lhot  flew  about. 
And  plenty  foun  difpers'd  the  meagre  rout. 

So  have  I  fecn,  at  fair  that's  nam'J  from  Horn, 
Many  a  ladle's  blow  by  prentice  borne; 
In  vain  ha  drives  their  pafllons  to  affuagc,     [gage ; 
With  threats  would  frighten,  with  foft  words  tii- 
Untii,  tbrough  njilky  gauntlet  foundly  beat, 
His  prudent  heels  fecurc  a  quick  retreat. 

"  Jamque  opus  cxegi,  quod  nee  Jovis  Jr'aj  nttlgtui^ 
"  Nee  poterit  ferruni,  ncc  cdax  abolerc  vetuftas  ." 


MULLT  OF  MOUNTOWN*. 
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MouNTowNf !  thou  fwcrt  retreat  from  Dublin 

cares, 
Be  famous  for  thy  apple*  and  thy  pears ; 
For  turnips,  carrots,  lettuce,  beans,  and  peafe ; 
For  Peggy's  butter,  and  f-ilr  Peggy's  chcefe. 
JVIay  clouds  of  pigeons  round  about  thee  fly  ! 
But  condefcend  fometimes  to  make  a  pye. 
'iAa.y  fat  geefe  gaggle  with  melodious  voice, 
And  ne'er  want  goofeberries  or  applc-fauce  ! 
Ducks  in  thy  ponds,  and  chicki'.n  in  thy  pens, 
And  be  thy  turkeys  numerous  as  thy  hens  1 
May  thy  black  pigs  lie  warm  in  little  ftye, 
And  have  no  thought  to  grieve  them  till  they  die  ! 
IMountown  1  the  mufe's  moft  delicious  theme  ; 
Oh!  may  thy  codlins  ever  fwim  in  crsam  '. 
The  rafp  and  ftraw-bcrries  in  Bourdeaux  drown, 
To  add  a  redder  tinflure  to  their  own  1 
Thy  white-wine,  fugar,  milk,  together  club. 
To  make  that  gentle  viand  fyllabub. 
Thy  tarts  to  tarts,  cheefe-cakes  to  cheefe-cakes  join. 
To  fpoil  the  relifh  of  the  flowing  wine. 
But  to  the  fading  palate  bring  relief. 
By  thy  Weftphalian  ham,  or  Belgic  beef; 
And,  to  complete  thy  blcfllngs,  in  a  word. 
May  ftill  thy  foil  be  generous  as  its  lord  ||. 
II. 
Oh  1  Peggy,  Peggy,  when  thou  goeft  to  brew, 
Confider  well  what  you're  about  to  do  ; 
Be  very  wife,  very  fedately  think 
That  what  you're  going  now  to  make  is  drink  ; 
Confider  who  muft.drinlc  that  drink ;  and  then, 
What  'tis  to  have  the  praife  of  honefl  men  : 
For  furely,  Peggy,  while  that  drink  does  laft, 
'Tis  Peggy  will  be  teajied  or  difgrac'd. 
Then,  if  thy  ale  in  glafs  thou  would'fl  confine, 
To  make  its  fparkling  rays  in  beauty  fhine. 
Let  thy  clean  bottle  be  entirely  dry. 
Left  a  white  fubftance  to  the  furface  fly. 
And,  floating  there,  difturb  the  curious  eye, 


■  S 


#  It  wa«  taken  for  a  flat?  poem,  and  to  have  many 
snyfteries  In  it ;  though  it  was  only  made,  as  well  as  *'  Or- 
"  pheus  and  turydice,"  for  country  diverlicn. 

t  A  plcarant  villa  to  the  fouth  ofDublin,  n«ar  thcfea. 

I!  Judge  Upton, 


Bu^  fhi's  grer.t  martini  inuft  be  underfiood, 
"   Be  fure,  nay  very  furc,  thy  cart  be  good  '." 
Then  future  apes  {hall  of  t'egey  tell. 
That  n)'niph  that  bre-w'd  and  bottled  ale  fo  well. 
III. 
How  fleet  is  air  I  how  many  things  hav<  breath.: 
Which  in  a  moment  they  rcfign  ^t^  death  ; 
Depriv'd  of  I'ght,  and  all  their  happieft.  ftate. 
Not  by  their  fault,  but  fome  o'er-nding  fate  I 
Although  fair  flowtrs,  that  juftly  might  invite. 
Are  cropr,  nay  torn  away,  for  man's  delight; 
Yet  flill  thofe  flowers,  alas  I   can  make  no  moan. 
Nor  has  Narciffus  now  a  power  to  groan  I 
But  all  thofe  things  which  breathe  in  difTerenc 

frame. 
By  tie  of  common  breath,  man's  pity  claim. 
A  gentle  lamb  has  rhetoric  to  plead. 
And,  when  flie  fees  the  butcher's  knife  decreed. 
Her  voice  entreats  him  not  to  make  fier  bleed  : 
But  cruel  gain,  and  luxury  of  tafle. 
With  pride,  ftill  lays  man'i/eflo'w  mortals  wafte  : 
What  earth  and  waters  breed,  or  air  infpires, 
Man  for  his  palate  fits  by  torturing  fires. 

MuUy,  a  cow,  fprung  from  a  beauteous  race. 
With  fpreading  front,   did   Mountown's  pafture 

grace. 
Gentle  flie  was,  and,  with  a  gentle  ftream, 
Each  morn  and  night  gave  milk  that  equal'd  cream. 
Offendmg  none,  of  none  (he  flood  in  dread, 
Much  lefs  of  perfons  wiiich  flic  AaWy  fed: 
"   But  innocence  cannot  itfelf  defend 
"  'Gainft  treacherous  arts,  veil'd  with  the  name  of 

"  friend." 
Robin  of  Derby-fhire,  whofe  temper  fliocks 
The  cOnftitution  of  his  native  rocks ; 
Born  in  a  place  §,  which'  if  it  once  be  nam'd, 
Would  make  a  bluftiing  modefty  alham'd  : 
Hs  with  indulgence  kindly  did  appear 
To  make  pour  Mully  his  peculiar  care  ; 
But  inwardly  this  fullen  churlifli  thief 
Had  all  his  mind  plac'd  upon  Mully's  beef; 
His  fancy  fed  on  her;  and  thus  he'd  cry, 
"   Mully,  as  fure  as  I'm  alive,  you  die  1 

i  The  Devil's  Ane  of  Teak, 


"  'TIs  a  brave  cow.    O,  Sirs,  when  Chriftmas 
.,  ^^    ""'""•    ,  [plums; 

Thefe  fliins  (hall  make  the  porridge  prac'd  with 
"  Then,  'midft  our  cups,  whilft  we  profufely  dine 
*'  This  blade  fhall  enter  deep  in  Mully's  chine. 
♦'  What    ribs,   what  rumps,  what  bak'd,  boil'd 
"  flewd,  and  road !  * 

"  There  fhan't  one  fingle  tripe  of  her  be  loft  :" 
When  Pegg7,  nymph  of  Mountown,  heard  thefe 
founds, 
She  griev'd  to  hear  of  Mully's  future  wounds. 
"  What  crime,"  faid  fhe,  "  has  gentle  MulJy  done  > 
"  Witnefs  the  rifing  and  the  ferting  fun, 
"  That  knows  what  milk  flie  conftantly  would  give ! 
"  Let  that  quench  Robin's  rage,  and  Mully  live." 

Daniel,  a  fprightly  fwain,  that  us'd  to  flafh 
The  vigorous  fteeds  that  drew  his  lord's  caiafh. 
To  Peggy's  fide  inclin'd;  for  'twas  well  known 
How  well  he  lov'd  thofc  cattle  of  bis  own. 
Vol.  Vf. 


MULLY    OF    MOUNTOWN. 


Then  Terence  fpoke,  oraculous  and  fly, 
He'd  neither  grant  the  queftion  nor  deny';  i 

Pleading  for  milk,  his  thoughts  were  on  mince-  ( 

pye  : 
But  all  his  arguments  fo  dubious  were. 
That  Rlully  thence  had  neither  hopes  nor  fear. 
"  You've  fpoke,"  fays  Robin;  "  but  now,  iet'ma 
"  tell  ye, 
"   'Tis  not  fair  fpoken  -werds  that  fill  the  belly  : 
'I  Pudding  and  beef  I  love;  and  cannot  ftoop 
To  recommend  your  bonny-clapper  foup. 
You  fay  (he's  innocent:   but  what  of  that  ? 
"  'Tis  more  than  crime  fufficient  that  flie's/j.'/ 
"  And  that  which  is  prevailing  in  this  cafe 
"  Is,  there's  another  cow  tf)  fill  her  place. 
•|  And,  granting  Mully  to  have  milk  in  ftore. 

Yet  ftill  this  other  cow  will  give  us  more. 
"  She  dies."— Stop  here,  my  mufe :  forbear  the  reft  i 
And  veil  that  grief  which  cannot  be  expreft  ' 
Yy 
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As  poets  fay,  one  Orpheus  went 
To  hell  upon  an  odd  intent. 
Firft  tell  thi:  flory,  then  let's  know. 
If  any  one  will  do  f<>  now. 

This  Orpheus  was  a  jolly  hoy. 
Born  long  before  the  ficge  of  Troy; 
Hi^  parents  found  the  lad  was  flidrp, 
And  taught  him.  on  the  Irifh  harp  ; 
And,  when  grown  fit  for  marriage-life, 
Gave  him  Eurydice  for  wife ; 
And  they,  as  foon  as  match  was  made, 
Set  up  the  ballad-finging  trade. 

The  cunning  varlet  could  devife, 
For  country  folks,  ten  thoufand  lies ; 
Affirming  all  thofe  monflrous  things 
Were  done  by  force  of  hai-p  znd  Jtrings  ; 
Could  make  a  tiger  in  a  trice 
Tame  as  a  ca',  and  catch  your  mice; 
Could  ma];e  a  lion's  courage  fla>j. 
And  ftraight  could  aninia'e  a  (lag. 
And,  by  the  help  of  plcfing  ditties, 
Make  mill-flones  run,  and  bu  Id  up  cides  ; 
Iiach  had  ihe  ufe  of  fluent  t-  ngue, 
If  Dice  Tcolded,  Orpheus  fi  ng 
And  fo.  by  difcord  with(  ut  flrife, 
Cumpos'd  one  harmony  of  life; 
And'thus,  as  all  their  matters  flood, 
They  got  an  honcft  livelihood. 

Happy  were  mortal-,  could  they  be 
From  any  fudden  danger  free  ! 
Happy  were  poets,  could  theii  fong 
The  tcehle  thtead  of  life  prolong  ! 

But,  as  thefe  two  went  flroliing  on, 
Poor  Dice's  fcene  of  life  was  done  : 
Away  her  fleeting  brdath  mull  fly, 
Yet  no  one  knows  wherefore,  or  why. 
This  caus'd  the  general  lamentation, 
To  all  that  knew  her  in  her  ftation  ; 
I  low  brifli  (lie  was  ftill  ro  advance 
The  harper's  gain,  and  lead  the  dance, 
In  every  tune  obferve  her  tl  rill. 
Sing  on,  yet  change  the  money  flilU 


Orpheus  heft  knew  what  lofs  he  had. 
And,  thinking  on't,  fell  almoft  mad, 
And  in  defpair  to  Linus  ran. 
Who  was  efteem'd  a  cunning-man  ; 
Cried,  "  He  again  mull  Dice  liave, 
"  Or  elfe  be  buried  in  her  grave." 

Quoth  Linus,  ''  S;  ft.  refrain  your  forrow  : 
"   What  fails  to-day,  may  fpced  to  morrow. 
"  Thank  you  the  gods  for  whate'er  happens, 
"   But  don't  fall  oi.t  with  your  fat  capons. 
"  *Tis  many  an  honeft  man's  petiti:  11, 
"  That  he  may  be  in  your  condition. 
"  If  fuch  a  bleffipg  mijjht  be  had, 
"  To  change  a  living  wife  for  dead, 
"   I'd  be  your  chapman  ;  nay^  I'd  do'f, 
"  Though  J  gave  forty  pounds  to  boot. 
"   Confidor  firfb   y.  u  fave  her  aiet ; 
"  Confider  next,  you  keep  her  quiet : 
"   For,  pray,  what  was  Ihe  all  al  .ng, 
"  Jixcept  the  burthen  of  your  fong  .' 
"  What   tliough  your  Dice's  under  ground; 
"   Yet  many  a  woman  may  be  found, 
"   Who,  in  yo!  r  gains  if  fhe  may  part  take, 
"  Truft  nie,  wi:l  quickly  make  your  heart  ach 
"  Then  reft  content,  as  widowers  Ihoukl — 
"  The  gods  bcft  know  what's  for  our  good  !" 

Orplijusno  loijger  could  endure 
Such  wounds  where  he  exped:cd  cure. 

"  Is't  p  ifllhle  '."  cried  he  :  "  and  can 
"    rhat  noble  cieature,  married  man, 
"  In  fuch  a  caufe  be  fo  profane  .' 
"  I'll  fly  thee  far  as  I  would  death, 
"  Who  from  my  Dice  tooK  her  breath." 

Which  faid,  he  focn  outftript  the  wind, 
Whilft  puffing  B  .reas  lagg'd  behind  ; 
And  to  Urganda's  cave  he  came, 
A  lady  .>f  prodigious  fame, 
Whole  hollow  eyes  and  hopper  breech 
Made  common  people  call  her  witch  ; 
Down  at  her  feet  he  proftrate  lies. 
With  trembling  heart  and  blubber'd  eyes. 


ORPHEUS    AND    EURYDICE. 


/O? 


"  Teii  me,"  faid  he,  "  for  Aire  you  know 
"  The  powers  above,  and  ihofe  below, 
"  Where  dues  Eurydicc  remain  ? 
"  How  fliall  I  fetch  her  back  again  ?" 

She  fmiUngly  replied,  "  I'll  tell  "^ 

"  Thiseafily  without  a  fpell :  C 

"  The  wife  you  look  for's  gone  to  hell—         j 
"  Nay,  never  ftart,  man,  for  'tis  fo  ;  ^ 

"  Except  one  ill-bred  wife  or  two,  > 

"  The  fafliion  is,  for  all  to  go.  J 

•'  N(it  that  flie  will  be  damn'd ;  ne'er  fear 
"  But  fhe  may  get  preferment  there. 
"  Indeed,  flie  might  bs  fried  in  pitch, 
"   If  fhe  had  been  a  bitter  bitch  ; 
"  If  fhe  had  leapt  athwart  a  fword, 
"  And  afterwards  had  broke  her  word. 
"  But  your  Eiirydice,  poor  foul  1 
"  Was  a  good-natur'd  harmlefs  fool ; 
"  Except  a  little  catervavvling, 
"  Was  always  painful  in  her  calling; 
"  And,  I  dare  truft  old  Pluto  for't, 
"  She  will  find  favour  in  his  court : 
•'  But  then  to  fetch  her  back,  that  flill 
"  Remains,  and  may  be  paft  my  Ikill ; 
"   For,  'tis  too  fad  a  thing  to  jeft  on, 
"  You're  the  firft  man  e'er  aik'd  the  queflion  ; 
"  For  hufbandg  are  fuch  felfilh  elves, 
"  They  care  for  little  but  themfelves. 
"  And  then  one  rogue  cries  to  another, 
"  Since  this  wife's  gone,  e'en  get  another: 
"  Though  moft  men  let  fuch  thoughts  aloncj 
"  And  fwear  they've  had  enough  of  one. 
"  But^  fmce  you  are  fo  kind  to  Dice, 
"  Follow  the  courfe  which  I  adviie  ye ; 
"  E'en  go  to  hell  yourfelf,  and  try 
"  Th'  effeft  of  mufic's  harmony ; 
"  For  you  will  hardly  find  a  friend, 
"  Whom  you  in  fuch  a  cafe  might  fend  ; 
"  Befides,  their  Proferpine  has  been 
"  The  briflceft  dancer  on  the  green, 
"  Before  old  Pluto  ravilh'd  her 
"  Took  her  to  Hell — and  you  may  fwear 
"  She  had  but  little  mufic  there; 
"  For,  fmce  ftie  laft  beheld  the  fun, 
"  Her  merry  dancing  days  are  done ; 
"  She  has  a  colt's-tooth  flill,  1  warrant, 
"  And  will  not  difapprove  your  errand. 
"  Then  your  requeft  does  reafon  feeni, 
"  For  what's  onefmgle  gholl  to  them  ? 
"  Though  thoi\ta.T\A  fhantoms  fhould  invade  yc, 
"  Pafs  on — Faint  heart  ne'er  won  fair  lady  1 
"  The  bold  a  way  will  find,  or  make ; 
"  Remember,  'tis  for  Dice's  fake." 

Nothing  pleas'd  Orpheus  half  fo  well, 
As  news  that  he  mull  go  to  hell. 
Th'  impatient  wight  l.>ng'd  to  be  going, 
As  moft  folks  feek  their  own  undoing  ; 
Ne'er  thought  of  what  he  left  behind ; 
Never  confider'd  he  Ihould  find 
Scarce  any  paffenger  befide 
Himfelf,  nor  could  he  hire  a  guide. 

"  Will  mufic  do't  ?"  cried  he.     "  Ne'er  heed : 
"  My  harp  fhall  make  the  marble  bleed; 
"  My  harp  all  dangers  fhall  remove, 
••  And  dare  all  flames,  but  thofe  of  Jove." 


■■} 


Then,  kneeling,  begs,  In  terms  mofi;  civil, 
Urganda's  paffport  to  the  devil. 
Her  pafs  Ihe  kindly  to  him  gave. 
Then  bade  him  'noint  himfelf  with  falve ; 
Such  as  thofe  hardy  people  ufe. 
Who  walk  on  fire  without  their  ftioes. 
Who,  on  occafion,  in  a  dark  hole. 
Can  gormandize  on  lighted  charcoal, 
And  drink  eight  quarts  of  flaming  fuel. 
As  men  in  flux  do  water-gruel. 
She  bade  him  then  go  to  thofe  caves. 
Where  conjurers  keep  fairy  flaves, 
Such  fort  of  creatures  as  will  bafl:e  ye  ■ 

A  kitchen  wench,  for  being  nafly. 
But,  if  fhe  neatly  fcour  her  pewter, 
Give  her  the  moncry  that  is  due  t'her. 
Orpheus  went  down  a  narrow  hole, 
That  wa:  as  dark  as  any  coal ; 
He  did  at  length  fome  glimmering  fpy. 
By  which,  at  leaft,  he  might  dcfcry 
Ten  thoufand  little  fairy  elves. 
Who  there  were  folacing  themfelves. 
All  ran  about  him,  cried,  "  Oh,  dear  I 
•  "  Who  thought  to  have  feen  Orpheus  here  ? 
"  'Tis  that  queen's  birth  day  which  you  fee 
"  And  you  are  come  as  luckily  ; 
"   You  had  no  ballad  but  we  biiught  it, 
"  Paid  Dice  when  Ihe  little  thought  it ; 
"  When  you  beneath  the  ewe-tree  fat, 
"  We've  come,  and  all  danc'd  round  your  hat; 
"  But  whereabouts  did  Dice  have  ye  ? 
"  She  had  been  welcon\e.  Sir,  believe  me." 

"  Thfife  little  chits  would  make  one  fwear." 
"  Quoth  Orpheus,  'twixt  difdain  and  fear. 
"  And  dare  thefe  urchins  jter  my  croffes, 
"  And  laugh  at  mine  and  Dice's  lofles  .' 
"  Hands  off" — the  monkeys  hold  the  fafter ;        . 
"  Sirrahs,  I'm  going  to  your  mafter  ." 

"  Good  words,"  quoth  Oberon, ''  don't  flinch' 
"  For  every  time  you  ftir,  I'll  pinch  ; 
"  But,  if  you  decently  fit  down, 
"   I'll  firft  equip  you  with  a  crown;  e 

"  Then  for  each  dance,  and  for  each  fong, 
"  Our  pence  a- piece  the  whole  night  long." 

Orpheus,  who  found  no  remedy. 
Made  virtue  of  necefilty  ; 
Though  all  was  out  of  tune,  their  dance 
Would  only  hinder  his  advance. 
Each  note  that  from  his  fingers  fell 
Seem'd  to  be  Dice's  pafiing  bell; 
At  laft,  night  let  him  eafe  his  crupper. 
Get  on  his  le^s  ro  go  to  fupper. 

Quoth  Nab,  "  We  here  have  ftrangers  feldom, 
"  But.  Sir,  to  what  We  have  you're  welcome." 

"   iVladam,  they  feem  of  light  digeftioj). 
''  Is  it  not  rude  to  alk  a  queflion, 
"  What  they  may  be,  fifti,  flelh,  or  fruit  ? 
"  For  I  ne'er  faw  things  fo  minute." 

"  A  roailed  ant,  that's  nicely  donej 
"  By  one  fr.a'l  atom,  of  tlie  fun. 
"    rhel'e  a!  e  flies' eggs,  in  mocn-fhine  poach'd; 
"  This  3  flea's  thigli  in  coUops  fcctch'dj 
^  Y  ij 
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"  'Twas  hunted  yefterday  i'  th'  park, 

"  And  like  t'  have  Tcap'd  us  in  the  dark. 

"  This  is  a  difh  entirely  new, 

"  Butterflies'  brains  dilTolv'd  in  dew ; 

"  Thefe  lovers'  vows,  thefe  courtiers'  hopes, 

*'  Things  to  be  eat  by  microfcopes  ; 

"  Thele  fucking  mites,  a  glow-worm's  heart, 

"   This  a  delicious  rainbow-tart  1" 

"  Mariam,  I  find  they're  very  nice, 
"  And  will  digcft  within  a  trice  ; 
"   I  fee  there's  nothing  you  efteeni, 
"  That's  half  fo  grofs  as  our  whipt  cream  ; 
"  And  I  infer,  from  all  thefe  meats, 
"  That  fuch  li^ht  Aippers  keep  clean  fheets." 

"  But,  Sir,"  faid  flie,  "  perhaps  you're  dry  !" 
*'  Thtn,  fpe^king  to  a  fairy  by,' 
"  You've  taken  care,  my  dear  Endia, 
•'  All's  ready  for  my  Ratifia." 

"  Sir, 

"  A  drop  of  water,  newly  torn 
"  Frefh  from  the  rofy-finger'd  morn  ; 
"  A  pearl  of  milk,  that's  gently  preft 
"  From  blooming  Hebe's  early  breafl ; 
"  With  half  a  one  of  Cupid's  tears, 
"  When  he  in  embryo  firft  appears; 
"  And  honey  from  an  infant  bee  : 
"  Makes  liquor  for  the  gods  and  me  !" 

"  Madam,"  fays  he,  "an't  pleafe  your  Grace, 
"  I'm  going  to  a  droughty  place  ; 
"  And  if  1  an't  too  bold,  pray  charge  her, 
*'  The  draught  I  have  be  fomewhat  larger." 
"  Fetch  me,"  faid  fhe,  "  a  mighty  bowl, 
"  Like  Oberon's  capacious  foul, 
"  And  then  fill  up  the  burnilh'd  gold 
t'  With  juice  that  makes  the  Britons  bold. 
"  This  from  feven  barley-corns  I  drew,  "^ 

"   Its  years  are  feven,  ar.d  to  the  view  > 

"  '  Jis  clear,  and  fparkles  fit  for  you.  j 

"  But  ftay 

«<   When  1  by  late  waslaft  time  hurl'd, 
"  'I'o  aiSt  my  pranks  in  t'  other  world, 
"   1  rnw  fome  fpr.rks,  as  they  were  drinking, 
''■  With  mighty  mirth  and  little  thinking, 
"  1  heir  jefts  were  f::[iert<acc.lum, 
"  And  fnatfh'd  the  rubies  ftom  each  thumb, 
"  And  in  thi.;  cryfial  have  them  here, 
"   Perhaps  you'll  like  it  mere  than  beer." 
Wine  aijd  late  hours  diffotv'd  tlie  fcaft, 
And  tnf  n  and  fairies  went  to  refl. 

'1  lie  bed  where  Orpheus  was  to  ile 
Was  all  fiufT'd  fulUf  harmony  : 
Purling  fireanis  and  amorous  rills. 
Joying  i'uund  that  never  kills, 
Ze]>h<.rus  breathing,  love  delighting, 
Joy  to  ilumber  loft  inviting, 
'J'rembling  founds  that  make  no  nolfe, 
And  longs  to  pleafe  without  a  voice. 
Were  mixt  wit.h  down  that  fell  from  Jove, 
When  he  became  a  fwan  for  love. 

'Twas  night,  and  nature's  felf  lay  dead," 
Nodding  upon  a  feather-bed  ; 
'J  he  mountains  fecm'd  to  bend  their  tops,       "J 
Ard  fhutters  cios'd  the  millcncrs'  flioj's,  > 

2;..;idiiig  both  the  punks  and  fops;  J 


No  ruffled  ftreams  to  mill  do  comer, 

The  filent  fifli  were  ftill  more  dumb ; 

Look  in  the  chimney,  not  a  fpark  there^ 

And  darknefs  did  itfelf  grow  darker. 
But  Orpheus  could  not  fleep  a  wink, 

He  had  too  many  things  to  think  : 

But,  in  the  dark,  his  harp  he  ftrung. 

And  to  the  fiftening  fairies  fung. 

Prince  Prim,  who  pitied  fo  much  youth 

Join'd  with  fo  much  conftancy  and  truth 

Soon  gave  him  thus  to  underftand ; 
"  Sir,  I  laft  night  receiv'd  commarnd 

"  To  fee  you  out  of  Fairy  Land, 

"  Into  the  realm  of  Nofnotbocai ; 

"  But  let  not  fear  of  fulphur  choke  ye; 

"  For  he's  a  fiend  of  fenfe  and  wit, 

"  And  has  got  many  rooms  to  let." 

As  quick  as  thought,  by  glow-worm  gllmpfe, 

Out  walk  the  fidler  and  the  prince. 

They  foon  arrive,  find  Bocai  brewing 

Of  claret  for  a  vintner's  fiewing. 

"  1  come  from  Oberon,"  quoth  Prince  Prim, 
"  'Tis   well,"   quoth  Bocai,"  "  what  from 

"  him  ?" 
"  Why,foniethingftrange;  this  honeftman 

"  Had  his  wife  died  ■;  now,  if  he  can, 

"  He  fays,  he'd  have  her  back  again." 
Then  Bocai,  fmiling,  cried,  "  You  fee, 

"  Orpheus,  you'd  better  ftay  with  me. 

"  For,  let  me  tell  you.  Sir,  this  place, 

"  Although  it  has  an  ugly  face, 

"  If  to  its  value  it  were  fold, 

"  Is  worth  ten  thoufand  ton  of  gold;      * 

"  And  very  famous  in  all  ftory, 

"  Call'd  by  the  name  of  Purgatory. 

•'  For  when  fome  ages  {hall  have  run, 

"  And  Truth  by  Falfehc^od  be  undone, 

"  Shall  rife  the  Whore  of  Babylon  ; 

"  And  this  fame  whi  re  fhall  be  a  man, 

"  Who,  by  his  lies  and  cheating,  can 

"  Be  fuch  a  trader  in  all  evil, 

"  As  to  outdo  our  friend  the  devil; 

"  He  and  his  pimps  fliall  fay,  that  when 

"   A  man  i'*  dying,  thither  then  - 

"  Ihe  devil  comes  to  take  the  foul, 

"  And  carry  him  down  to  this  hole  ; 

"  But,  if  a  man  have  flore  of  wealth, 

"  To  get  fome  j  rr.ytrs  for  his  foul's  health, 

"  The  devil  has  then  no  more  to  do, 

"  Eut  mufl  be  forc'd  to  let  him  go, 

"  But  we  are  no  more  fools  than  they, 

"  Ihus  to  be  bubbled  rf  our  prey. 

"  By  thefe  fame  pifvs  frauds  and  lies, 

"  Slia'l  many  monalleiies  rife  : 

"   Friars  fhall  get  good  meat  and  beer, 

"  To  pray  folks  out  that  ne'er  came  here ; 

"  Pans,  pots,  and  kettles  Ihall  be  given, 

"  To  fetch  a  man  from  hence  to  heaven. 

"  Suppofe  3  man  has  taken  purfes, 

"  Or  ilolen  flieep,  or  cows,  or  horfes, 

"   And  chances  to  be  hang'd,  you'd  cry, 

"  Let  him  be  hang'd,  and  fo  good-by. 

"  Hold,  fays  the  friar,  let  me  alone, 

«'  He's  but  to  purgatory  gone  : 

"  And  if  you'll  let  our  convent  keep 

••  Thcle  purfes,  cows,  horfes-,  and  flieep. 
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*  The  fellow  Aall  find  no  more. pain, 
"  Than  if  he  were  alive  again." 

Here  Orpheus  figh'd,  began  to  take  on. 
Cried,  "« Could  I  find  the  whore  you  fpake 

"  on, 
"  I'd  give  him  my  beft  flitch  of  bacon : 
"  I'd  give  him  cake  and  fugar'd  faek, 
"  If  he  would%ring  my  Dice  back  : 
"  Rather  than  (he  fhould  longer  ftay, 
"  I'd  find  fome  lufly  man  to  pray. 
"  And  then  poor  Dice,  let  him  try  her, 
"  I  dare  fay,  would  requite  the  friar." 

Great  Nofnotbocai fmil'd  to  fee 
Such  goodnefs  and  fimplicity. 
Then  kindly  led  them  to  a  cell, 
An  outward  granary  of  hell ; 
A  filthy  place,  that's  feldom  fwept. 
Where  feeds  of  villany  are  kept. 

"  Orpheus,"  faid  he,  I'd  have  you  take 
"  Some  of  thefe  feeds  here,  for  my  fake ; 
*'  Which,  if  they  are  difcreetly  hurl'd 
"  Thoughout  the  parts  of  t'other  world, 
"  They  may  oblige  the  fiend  you  fue  to, 
«  And  fill  the  palace  of  old  Pluto. 

"  So  pride-feed  uppermoft ;  then  above 
"  Envy  and  fcandal,  and  plant  felf-love. 
"  Here  take  revenge  and  malice  without  caufe, 
"  And  here  contempt  of  honefty  and  laws; 
"  This  hot  feed's  anger,  and  this  hotter  lull, 
•'  Beft   fown  with  breach  of  friendfhip,  and  of 
"  truft: 
*'  Thefe  ftorm,  hail,  plague,  and  tempeft  ieeds; 
♦'  And  this  aquinteffence  of  weeds; 
"  This  is  the  worft  fort  of  artichoke, 
"  A  plant  that  Pluto  himfelf  befpoke, 
"  Nourifh  it  well,  'tis  ufeful  treachery ; 
"  This  is  a  choice,  though  little  feed,  a  lie  : 
"  Here  take   fome   now   from   thefe   prodigious 
"  loads 
"  Of  tender  things,  that  look  like  toads : 
"  In  future  times,  thefe,  finely  dreft, 
•'  Shall  each  invade  a  prince's  breall ; 
"  *Tis  flattery  feed  ;   though  thinly  fown, 
"  ft  is  a  mighty  plant  when  grown, 
ff  When  rooted  deep,  and  fully  blown  ; 


"  Now  fee  thefe  things  like  bubbles  fly  ; 
"  Thefe  are  the  feeds  of  vanity 
"  Take  tyrant  acorns,  which  will  beft  advance, 
"  If  fown  in  caftern  climates,  cr  in  France ; 
"  But  thefe  are  things  of  moft  prodigious  hope?,") 
"  They're  Jefuit  bulbs  tied  up  with  ropes,         C 
"  And  thefe  the  devil's  grafts  for  future  popes,  j 
"  Which  with  fanaticifm  are  join'dfo  clean, 
"  You'd   fcarce   believe  a  knife  had  pafs'd    bee 

tween. 
"   Falfe-witnefs  feed  had  almoft  been  forgot, 
"  'Twill   be   your   making,   fhould    there   be   a 

"  plot. 
"  And  now,  dear  Orpheus,  fcatter  thefe  but  well  j 
"  And  you'll  deferve  the  gratitude  of  Jiell." 
Quoth  Orpheus,'-  You  will  be  obey'd 
"  In  every  thing  that  you  have  laid, 
"  For  milchief  is  the  poet's  trade  : 
"  And  whatfoever  they  fhall  bring, 
"  You  may  affure  yourfcif  I'll  fing. 
"  But  pray  what  poets  fhall  we  have, 
"  At  my  returning  from  the  grave  ?" 

"  Sad  dogs,"  quoth  Bocai, — "  let  me  fee — 
"  But,  fince  what  I  fay  cannot  fhame  them, 
"  I'll  e'en  refolve  to  never  name  them." 

"  But,  now,  "  fays  Bocai,  "  Sir,  you  may 
"  Long  to  be  going  on  your  way, 
"  Unlefs  you'll  drink  fome  arfenic  claret : 
"  'Tis  burnt,  you  fee  ;  but  Sam  can  fpare  it." 

Orpheus  replied,  "  Kind  Sir,  'tis  neither 
"  Brandy  nor  whets  that  brought  me  hither  ; 
"  But  love,  and  I  an  inllance  can  be, 
"  Love  is  as  hot  as  pepper'd  brandy ; 
"   Yet,  gentle  Sir,  you  may  command 
"  A  tune  from  a  departing  hand ; 
"  The  ftyle  and  paffion  both  are  good, 
"    'Tis  Tbs  Three  (^mtdien  in  the  IVovd." 

He  fang  ;  and  pains  themfelves  found  eafe  ; 
For  griefs,  when  well  exprefs'd,  can  pleafe. . 
When  he  defcrib'd  the  children's  lofs, 
And  how  the  robins  cover'd  them  with  mofs  ; 

To  hear  the  pity  of  thofe  birds, 
Ev'n  Bocai's  tears  fell  down  with  Orpheus'  words 
&c.  . 

Y  ii^ 
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Oft,  as  I  wondering  ftand,  a  fecret  doubt 
Puzzles  my  reafon,  und  difturbs  my  thought,' 
VsHiether  this  lower  v/orld  by  chance  does  move, 
Or  guided  by  the  piiaidiian  hand  of  Jove. 

\Vhen  I  furvey  the  world's  harmonious  frame, 
Hov/  Nature  hves  immutably  the  fame; 
How  flatyd  bounds  and  ambient  flaores  reftjain 
'I'he  rolling  furgcs  of  the  briny  main  ; 
How  conftani:  time  revolves  the  circling  year  ; 
How  day  and  iii^ht  alternately  appear; 
Then  am  I  well  coiivinc'd  I'onie  fecret  foul, 
Some  firft  informing  power  diredls  the  whole  ; 
Some  great  intelligeuce,  who  turns  the  fphtres. 
Who  rules  the  fteady  motions  of  the  flars, 
Wlio  decks  with  borrow'd  light  the  waning  moon, 
And  fills  with  native  light  th'  unchanging  fun, 
V/ho  hangs  the  earth  amidil;  furroui.dingflcies, 
And  bids  her  various  fruits  in  various  feafons  rife. 

But,  foon  as  1  rtilecfl  on  human  flate, 
Kow  blind,  how  unproportion'd,  is  our  fate; 
How  ill   men,  crown'd  with  bleffings,  fmonthly 
A  golden  circle  cf  delightful  days;  [pafs 

How  good  men  bear  the  rugged  paths  of  life, 
Condemn'd  to  endlefs  cares,  to  endiefs  ftnfe  ; 
Then  I  am  loft  again  ;  religion  fails; 
Then  Epicurus'  bolder  fcheme  prevails,         [dance, 
Which  through  the  void  makes  wandering  atoms 
And  calls  the  medley  world  the  work  of  chance, 
Which  God's  eternal  Providence  denies. 
And  feigns  hini  nodding  in  the  diflant  ilcies. 

At  length  Rufirus'  fate  my  doubt  removes, 
And  God's  exiilence  and  his  juftice  proves. 
Nor  do  I  longer  undeceiv'd  complain, 
The  wicked  fiourifh,  and  triumphant  reign  ; 
Since  they  to  fortune's  heights  are  rais'd  alone, 
'I'o  rufh  with  greater  ruin  headlong  down. 

*  The  ElTay,  to  wliich  tliis  Poem  was  originally  annex- 
ed, was  written  in  1711,  as  a  luirlh  fat  ire  on  tlieUukeof 
J>iirlborough-  It  is  priiuetl  in  Dr.  King's  Works,  vol,  ii. 
p.iiio.  ■     ■    ,       ■ 


But  here  inftrudJ  thy  bard,  Pierian  dame, 
Whence,  and  of  whom,  the  dire  contagion  cams, 

AletSto's  bread  with  rage  and  envy  glows, 
To  fee  the  world  pofTefs'd  of  fweet  repofe. 
Down  to  the  dreary  realms  below  fhe  bends, 
There  fummons  a  cabal  of  fifter  fiends; 
Thither  unr^umber'd  plagues  diredt  their  flight. 
The  curfed  progeny  of  hell  and  night. 
Firft  difcord  rears  her  head,  the  nurfe  of  war ; 
Next  famine  fiercely  flalks  with  haughty  air; 
Then  age  fcarce  drags  her  limbs,  fcarce  draws  hef 

breath, 
But,  tottering  on,  appf caches  neighbouring  death 5 
Her-j  grows  difcafe,  with  inbred  tortures  worn; 
There   envy   fnarls,     and     others'    good   does 

mourn  ; 
There  forrow  fighs,  her  robe  to  tatters  torn  ; 
Fear  (kulks  behind,  and  tren?bling  hides  her  face. 
But  rafhnefs  headlong  thrufts  her  front  of  brafs; 
Then  luxury,  wealth's  bane,  profufely  fhines, 
Whilfl  want,  attending  in  a  cloud,  repines. 
A  train  cf  fleeplefs  feli-tormenting  cares. 
Daughters  of  meagre  avarice,  appears ; 
Who,  as  round  her  wither'd  neck  they  cling, 
Confefs  the  parent  hag  from  whence  they  fpring. 
Here  ills  of  each  malignant  kind  refort, 
A  thoufand  monfters  guard  the  dreadful  coart. 

Amidft  th'  infernal  crowd,  Aledto  {lands. 
And  a  deep  filence  awfully  commands; 
Then,  in  tumultuous  terms  like  thefe,  exprefs'd 
A  paiTion  long  had  fwell'd  within  her  breaft  : 

"  Shall  we  fupine  permit  thefe  peaceful  days, 
"  So  fmooth,  fo  gay,  fo  undifturb'd,  to  pafs  i 
"  Shall  pity  melt,  fliall  clemency  controul, 
"  A  fury's  fierce  and  unrelenting  foul  ? 
"  What  do  our  iron  whips,  our  brands,  avail ; 
"  What  all  the  horrid  implements  of  hell; 
"  Since  mighty  Jove  debars  us  of  his  fkies, 
"  Since  Theodcfius  too  hi3  earch  denies  I 
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"  Such  were  the  days,  and  fo  their  tenor  ran, 
'♦   When  the  fi'-ft  happy  golden  aj^e  began  : 
••  Virtue  and  concord,  with  their  heavenly  train, 
"   With  pijty  and  faith,  ficurely  nign  ; 
"  Nay,  juftice,  in  imperial  pomp  array'd, 
"  Boldly  explores  this  everlafting  fhade  ; 
"  Me  ihi,  infulting,  menaces  and  awes  ; 
"  Reforms  the  world,  and  vindica*e>  her  laws. 
"   And  Ihali  we  then,  negledled  and  forlorn, 
"   From  every  region  b;inifli'd,  idly  mourn  ? 
"   Affert  yourfelves  ;  know  what,  and  whence") 
"  you  are  .  [care  ;  ( 

"  Attempt  fonie  glorious  niifchief  worth  yourf 
"  Involve  the  univerfe  in  endlefs  war.  j 

"  Oh  '.  that  I  could  in  Stygian  vapour  rife, 
"  Darken  thi  fun,  pollute  the  balmy  fkies  ; 
"  Let  loofc  the  rivers,  deluge  every  plain,  T 

"   Break  dov^n  the  barriers  of  the  roaring  main.  V 
"  And  flatter  nature  into  chaos  once  again  '."     J 

So  rag'd  the  fiend,  and  tofs'd  her  vipers  round. 
Which  hi.ling  pcur'd  their  poifon  on  the  ground. 
A  murmur  through  the  iarring  audience  rung, 
Different  refclvcs  from  different  reafons  fprung. 
So  Vifhen  the  fury  of  the  florm  is  part, 
V/hen  the  rough  winds  in  fcfter  murmurs  wafte  ; 
So  founds  fo  flu6luates,  the  troubled  fea, 
As  the  expiring  tempefl  plows  it-,  way. 

Megara,  rifing  then,  addrtfs'd  the  throng, 
To  whom  fedition.  tumult,  rage   belong  : 
Whofe  food  is  entrails  of  the  guiltlefs  dead, 
Whofe  drink  is  children's  blood  by  parents  fhed. 
She  fcorch'd  Aicides  with  a  frantic  flcnie, 
She  br(ke  the  bow,  the  favage  worid  did  tame; 
She  nerv'd  the  arm,  fhe  flung  the  deadly  dart, 
■When  Athamas  transfix'd  Learchus'  heart  : 
She  prompted  Agamemnon's  monflrous  wife 
To  take  her  injur'd  lord's  devoted  life: 
She  l-.reath'd  revenge  and  rage  into  the  fon. 
So  did  the  mother's  blood  the  fire's  atone  : 
She  bli-;ded  Oedipus  with  kindred  charms, 
Forc'd  him  inceftuous  to  a  mother's  arms  : 
She  ilruiig  Thyeftes,  and  bis  fury  fed  ; 
She  taught  him  to  pollute  a  daughter's  bed. 
Such  was  her  dreadful  fpcech  : 

"  Your  fchemes  nnt  practical  nor  lawful  are, 
"  With  Heaven  and  Jove  to  wage  unequal  war  : 
"  But,  if  the  peace  of  man  you  would  invade, 
"   If  o'er  the  ravag'd  earth  dcilrudlien  fprcad  ; 
"  Then  fliall  Rufinus,  fram'd  for  every  ill, 
"  With  your  own  vengeance  execute  your  willj 
"  A  prodigy  from  f.ivage  parents  fprui'.g, 
"   Impetuous  as  a  tigrefs  nev^r  with  young  ; 
"  Fierce  as  the  hydra,  fickle  as  the  flood, 
"  And  keen  as  meagre  harpies  for  their  food. 

"  Soon  as  the  infant  drew  the  vital  air, 
"  1  firft  rcceiv'd  him  to  my  nurfmg  care; 
"  And  often  he  when  tender  yet  and  young, 
"  Cried  for  the  tear,  and  on  my  bofora  hung  : 
*'   Whilft  my  horn'dfer|'e^t^  roundhis  vilageplay'd, 
"   His  features  forni'd,and  there  their  venom  ihed  ; 
"   Whilft  1,  infufnig,  breath'd  into  his  heart 
"  Deceit  and  craft,  and  every  hurtful  art ; 
"  Taught  him  t'  involve  hi'-  ioul  in  lecret  d^uds, 
"   With  falfe  diffembling  fmiles  to  ved  his  frauds, 

"  X^ot  dying  patri-its'  t.Ttures  can  afTua^e 
f  His  inborn  cruelty,  his  native  rage ; 


"   Not  Tagus'  yellow  torrent  can  fuffice 
"    His  boundlefs  and  unfated  avarice  : 
"   Nor  all  the  metal  of  Paiftoias'  ftreanis, 
"  Nor  Heruius  glittering  as  the  folar  beams. 

"  If  you  the  flratagem  propos'd  approve, 
"  Let  us  to  court  this  bane  of  crowns  remove. 
"  There  fhall  be  foon,  with  his  intriguing  art, 
"   Guide  uncontrouVd  the  willing  prince's  heart. 
"  N't  Numa's  wifdom  fliall  that  heart  defend, 
>'  When    the   falfe   favourite   a6ts   the   fahhful 
"  friend." 
Soon  as  a^  fhe  ended,  ihe  furrounding  crowd 
With  peals  of  joy  tJie  black  defign  applaud. 

Now  with  an  adamant  her  hair  ihe  bound. 
With  a  bice  ferpent  girt  her  veil  around  ; 
l^hen  baftcs  to  to  Phlegethon's  impetuous  ftream, 
Whofe  pitchy  v/aves  are  flakes  of  rolling  flame  ;   ' 
There  lights  a  torch,   and  ilraight,  with  wings 

difp'ay'd, 
Shoots  fvviitly  tlirough  the  dr.n  Tartarian  glade. 

A  place  on  Gallia's  utmo-u  verge  there  lies, 
E\'lended  to  the  fea  and  fouthern  fkies; 
Where  once  Ulyffes,  as  old  fables  tell, 
Invo!;"d  and  rais'd  th'  inhabitants  of  hell; 
Where  oft,  with  flaring  eyes,  the  trembling  hind 
Sees  airy  phantoms  ficim  before  the  wind  : 
Hence  fprings  the  fury  into  upper  fkies, 
infeciing  all  the  regi-n  as  fhe  flies  ; 
She  roar.s,  and  fhakes  the  atmofj^here  around. 
And  earth  and  fea  rebellow  to  the  found, 
Then    ftraight   transform'd    her  fnakes  to   filver 
And  like  an  old  decrepid  fage  appears;  [hairs. 

Slowly  ihe  creeps  along  with  trembling  gait, 
Scarce  can  her  languid  Wmbs  fuftain  Iier  weight. 
At  length,  arriving  at  Rufinus'  cell. 
Which,  from  ids  monflrous  birth,  fhe  knew  fo  well, 
She  mildly  thus  hell's  darling  hope  addrefs'd, 
Sorith'd  his  ambiti'in,  and  inflam'd  his  breall : 

"  Can  floth  diffulve  Rufinus;  canfl  thou  pafs 
"  Thy  fprightly  youth  in  foft  inglorious  eafe  i 
"  Know  that  thy  better  fate,  thy  kinder  ftar, 
"  D  les  more  exalted  paths  for  th.ee  prcjiare. 
"   If  thoii  an  old  man's  cour.-fel  cauft  obey, 
"  The   fubjeifi    woild    fliail   own   thy    idvereign 

"  Iway  : 
"   For  my  enlighten'd  foul,  my  confcious  breaft, 
"  Of  magic's  lecret  fcicnce  is  p'.iflefs'd. 
"  Oft  have  I  forc'd,  with  myitic  midnight  fpells, 
"  Pale  fpeJlres  from  their  lubterranean  cells  ; 
"  Old  Hecate  attends  my  powerful  fong, 
"   Powerful  to  hallen  fate,  or  to  prolong; 
"  Powerful  the  rooted  Ihibboni  oak  to  move, 
"  To  Hop  the  thunder  bu-fting  from  above, 
'  To  make  the  rapid  flood's  dcfcending  itream 
"  Flow  backward  to  the  fountain  whence  it  came. 
"   Nor  doubt  my  truth — behold,  with  j uft  furprife, 
"  An  effort  of  my  art — a  palace  rife." 

She  faid;  and  io  ;   a  palace  toviering  feems, 
With  Parian  pillars  and  metallic  beams. 
Rufinus,  ravifh'd  with  the  vafl  deliglu, 
Gorges  his  avarice,  and  gluts  hi.s  fight. 
Such  was  his  tranfport,  fuch  hi.i  fudden  pride, 
When  Mida-.  firff  his  golden  wifli  enjoy'd  : 
But,  as  his  fliffenii.g  food  to  metal  turn'd, 
lie  found  hie  ralhnefs,  and  his  ruin  niourn'd, 
Y  y  iiij 


7ia 


THE    WORKS    OF   KING. 


"  Be  thoji  or  man  or  goJ,"  Rufinus  fakl, 
"  I  follow  whercfoe'cr  thy  didlates  lead." 

Then  from  his  hut  he  flies,  alTumes  the  (late 
Propounded  by  the' fiend,  prepar'd  by  fate. 
Ambition  foon  began  to  lift  her  head, 
Soaring,  fhe  mounts  with  reftlefs  pinions  fpread; 
But  juftice,  confqious,  fhuns  the  poifon'd  air. 
Where  only  proftifuted  tools  repair  ; 
Where  tJtilico  and  Virtue  not  avail; 
Where  royal  favours  (land  expos'd  to  fale; 
Where  now  Rufinus,  fcandaloufly  great, 
l>oadh  labouring  nations  with  oppreffive  weight ; 
Ivceps  the  obfequious  world  depending  (lill 
On  the  proud  diilates  of  his  lawlefs  will ; 
Advances  thofe,  whofe  fierce  and  fadious  zeal 
Prompts  ever  to  refill,  and  to  rebel ; 
But  thofe  impeaches,  who  their  prince  commend, 
Who,  dauntiefs,  dare  his  facred  rights  defend; 
Expounds  fmall  riots  into  higheft  crimes, 
Brands  loyalty  as  treafon  to  the  times. 
An  haughty  minion,  mad  with  empire  grown, 
Enilaves  the  fubjeds,  and  infultsthe  throne. 

A  thoufand  difemboguing  rivers  pay 
Their  everjafling  homage  to  the  fea  ; 
The  Nile,  the  Rhine,  fhe  Danube,  and  the  Thames, 
!Pour  confiant  down  their  tributary  ftreams  :' 
But  yet  the  fea.  confcffes  no  increafe, 
For  all  is  fwallow'd  in  the  deep  abyfs. 

In  craving,  ftill  Rufinus'  foul  remains,      [gains  ; 
Though  fed  with  (bowers  of  gold,  and  floods  of 
For  he  defpoils  and  ravages  the  land, 
Ko  (late  is  free  from  his  rapacious  hand ; 
Treafures  jmmenfe  he  hoards;  ercdls  a  tower,    ") 
To  lodge  the  plundcr'd  world's  coiletSed  ftore  :  / 
Uiimeafur'd  is   his  wealth,    unbounded   is  hisf 
power.  J 

Oh !  whether  would'fl  thou  rove,  miftaken  man  ? 
Vain  are  thy  hopei-,  thy  acquifitioiis  vain  : 
For  now,  fuppofe  thy  aVarice  pofiefs'd 
Of  all  the  fplendour  of  the  glittt'ring  eaft. 
Of  Croc* fus'' niafs  of  wealth,  of  Cyrus'  crown, 
^iuppl)fe  the  ocean's  treafure  all  thy  own  ; 
yt;ll  would  thy  foul  repino,  (lill  ullc  for  more, 
Dnblell  with  plenty,  wi;h  abundance  poor. 
'    Fabriciu«,  in  liimlelf,  in  virtue  great, 
Difdain'd  s,  monarch's  bribe,  tlei'pis'd  his  (late. 
Kerranus,  as  he  gratr'd'  the  conful's  chair, 
So  could  he  guide  tiie  plough's  laborious  fhare. 
The  fam'd,  the  warlike,  Curii  deign'd  to  dwell 
In  a  poor  lonely  cot  and  hum.ble  cell. 
Such  a  retreat  tf^  me's  more  glorious  far. 
Than  all  thy  pomp,  than  all  thy  triumphs  are  : 
Give  me  my  (olitary  na'ive  home. 
Take  thou  thy  rifin;^  tower,  thy  lofty  dome  ; 
Tliough  thei'e  thy  furniture  of  radiant  dye 
AbftraJls  and  ra'viflies  tlic  curious  eye  ; 
'I'houuh  each  apartment,  every  fpacious  room, 
I^hincs  with,  the  giories  of  the  Tyri,^ii  loom  ; 
Yt't  here  1  view  a  more  delightful  Iccne, 
Where  nature's  frcflied  bloom  and  beauties  reign  ; 
Where  the  warm  Zephyr's  genial  balmy  wing, 
Playin~,  c.iiTirfes  an  ettirnal  Ipring  : 
"I  hr.r.gh  there  thy  lewd  Isfdvious  limbs  are  laid 
On  a  rich  dowi'iy  ctiiuli,  or  gulden  bcJ  ; 
"S'ct  hire,  extended'oii  tlit  (lowfry  graf«, 
?\Ioit  frve  from  c:ire,  my  guihieis' hours  1  pafs : 


Though  there  thy  fycophants,  a  fervilerace, 
Cringe  at  thy  levees,  and  refouiid  thy  pi-aife  ; 
Yet  here  a  murmuring  (Iream,  or  warbling  bird. 
To  rne  does  fweeter  harmony  afford.  . 

Nature  on  all  the  power  of  biifs  bellows, 
Which  from  her  bounteous  fource  perpetual  flows. 
But  he  alone  with  happintfs  is  blefl. 
Who  knows  to  ufe  it  rightly  when  p(  (Ted  : 
A  dodtrine,  if  well  pois'd  in  Reafon's  fcale, 
Nor  luxury  nor  want  w<iu!d  thus  prevail ; 
Nor  would  our  fleets  fo  frequent  plow  the  main, 
Nor  our  embattled  armies  ftrew  the  plain. 

But,  oh  !  Rufinus  is  to  reafon  blind  ! 
A  (Irange  hydropic  thirft  inflames  his  mind. 
No  bribes  his  growing  appetite  can  fate  ; 
For  ncv/  polTeflions  new  defires  create. 
No  fenfc  of  fliame,  no  modefty,  reftrains. 
Where  avarice  or  where  ambition  reigns. 
When  with  (Irid  oaths  bis  profTer'd  faith  he  binds, 
Falfe  are  his  vows,  and  treacherous  his  defigns. 

Now,  fliould  a  patriot  rife,  his  power  oppofc, 
Should  he  affert  a  finking  nation's  caufe, 
He  ftirs  a  vengeance  nothing  can  control. 
Such  is  the  rancour  of  his  haughty  foul; 
Fell  as  a  lionefs  in  Libya's  plain. 
When  tortur'd  with  the  javelin's  pointed  pain  ; 
Or  a  fpurn'd  ferpent,  as  (he  (hoots  along,  [tongue. 
With  lightning  in  her  eyes,   and  poifon  in  her 
Nor  wiil  thofe  families  eraa'd  fuffice; 
But  provinces  and  cities  he  deftroys: 
Urg'd  on  with  blind  revenge  and  fettled  hate. 
Me  labours  the  confufion  of  the  (late  ; 
Subverts  the  nation's  old-eftablifh'd  frame, 
iixplodes  her  laws,  and  tramples  on  her  fame. 

If  e'er  in  mercy  he  pretends  to  fave 
A  man,  purfu'd  by  faction,  from  the  grave ; 
Then  he  invents  new  puniflmient's,  new  pains. 
Condemns  to  Clence,  and  from  truth  reftrains  *  ; 
Then  racks  and  pillories,  and  bonds  and  bars, 
Th.n  ruin  and  impeachments  he  prepares. 

0  dreadful  mercy  1  more  than  death  I'evere! 
That  doubly  tortures  whom  it  feems  to  (pare! 

All  fecm  enflav'd,  all  bow  to  him  alone  ; 
Nor  dare  their  hate  their  juft  refcntmeiits  own  ; 
But  inward  grieve,  their  fighs  and  pangs  confin'dj, 
Which  with  convulfive  forrow  tear  the  mind. 
Envy  is  nuitc — 'tis  treaion  to  difclofe 

1  he  banefiil  fource  of  their  eternal  woes. 

But  ^tilito's  fuperior  foul  appears 
Ui.fuock'd,  unmov'd,  by  bafe  ignoble  fears. 
He  is  the  polar  (lar,  direds  the  (late, 
When  parties  rage,  and  public  ttmpefts  beat; 
He  is  the  fafe  retreat,  the  fweet  repofe. 
Can  footii  and  calm  afilidled  virtue's  woes; 
He  is  the  folid,  iitm,  unlliaken  force, 
That  only  knows  to  ftcm  th'  invader's  courfe. 

So  when  a  river,  fwell'd  with  winter's  rains. 
The  limits  of  its  wonted  fhore  difdains; 
Eritiges,  and  dones,  and  trees,  in  vain  oppofe; 
With  unrtfiiled  rage  the  torrent  flows  : 
But  as  it,  rolling,  meets  a  mighty  rock, 
Whofe  fix'd  foundations  can  repel  the  fliock, 
lUided  fuj-ges  roar  in  eddies  round, 
'I  he  rock,  unmov'd,  reverberates  the  found. 
*  /.)liit:i"!;  to  tlie  l'i;.-.tcncc  then  rccctuly  paffeJ  on  Dr. 
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AN  APOLOaUE; 

Tranflated  from  the  Original  of  ^sop,  written  Two  Thoufand  Years  fince. 
and  now  rendered  in  Familiar  Verfe,  by  H.  G.  L.  mag. 


OooD  precepts  and  true  gold  are  more  valuable 
for  their  antiquity.  And  here  I  prefent  my  good 
reader  with  one,  delivered  by  the  firft  founder  of 
mythology,  ^fop  himfelf.  Maximus  Plinudes 
takes  notice  of  it,  as  a  very  excellent  part  of  his 
produdion  ;  and  Phadrus,  Camerarius,  and  others, 
ieem  to  agree,  that  his  eagle,  and  five  others  not 
yet  tranflated,  are  equal  to  any  of  liis  that  are 
lianded  down  to  us.  Though  Mr  Ogleby  and 
Sir  Rcger  L'Eftrange  had  the  unhappinefs  to  be 
unacquainted  with  them,  yet  1  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  difcove.  them  by  the  removal  i.f  my  old 
library,  which  has  made  me  amends  fur  the  tn  uble 
of  getting  to  where  I  now  teach  They  were 
written,  or  didated  at  leaft,  by  7Efop.  in  the  fifty- 
fcurth  Olympiad  :  and  though  I  dtfigned  thcni 
chiefly  for  the  ufe  of  my  fchooj  (this  being  tranf- 
lated by  a  youth  dcfigned  for  a  Greek  profelTor), 
yet  no  man  is  fo  wife  as  not  to  need  inftriicftion, 
aye,  and  by  the  way  of  fable  too  ;  fince  the  HoJy 


Scriptures  themfelves,  the  beft  inftru<5iors,  teach 
u-  by  way  of  parable,  fymbol,  image,  and  figure; 
and  David  was  more  moved  with  Nathan's  "  ThW 
'■  art  the  man,"  than  all  the  mofl  rigid  leisures  in 
the  world  would  have  done.  Whoever  will  be  at 
the  trouble  of  comparing  this  verfion  with  the 
original,  let  them  begin  at  the  tenth  line,  and  they 
will  find  it  metaphraftically  done,  •uerbum  •verba,  as 
the  beft  wuy  of  juftice  to  the  author.  Thofe  that 
are  mere  adorers  of  -^iAoi  X'oyai  will  not  be  angry 
that  it  is  in  this  fort  of  metre,  for  which  I  gave 
leave,  the  lad  having  a  turn  to  this  fort  of  mea- 
fure,  which  is  pleafant  and  agreeable,  though  not 
lofty.  For  my  o  vn  part,  I  concur  with  my  mailer 
Ariftotle,  that  fv^fih  aai  uf/u-evia  are  very  far  from 
being  unnecefiai  y  or  unplcalant.  May  this  be  of 
ufe  to  thee ;  and  it  will  pleafe  thine  in  all  good 
wifhes, 

HoRAT.  Gram, 


A.  LADY  liv'd  in  former  days. 
That  well  dcferv'd  the  utmofl:  praifc  ; 
For  greatnefs,  birth,  and  juftice  fam'd, 
And  every  virtue  could  be  nam'd  ; 
Which  made  her  courfe  of  life  fo  even, 
That  fhc's  a  faint  (if  dead)  in  heaven. 

This  lady  had  a  little  feat 
Juft  like  a  palace,  'twas  fo  neat. 
From  aught  (but  goodnefs)  her  retreat. 


*  The  political  moral  of  this  little  a pnlogue  is  too  evi- 
dent til  need  any  other  comment,  tlian  b.irclv  metitiD.'iinf; 
that  tlie  ladv  w  isQ^ieen  nine;  delirirg  flie  reader  to  re- 
colka  tliecliange  winch  iiie  madi  in  her  nnimlry  in  1709, 
the  year  in  vihii,ii  lUiS  foeai  wsa  wricieiij  aiu  izMr:^--  ui 


One  morning,  in  her  giving  way, 
As  was  her  cuftom  every  day. 
To  cheer  the  poor,  the  lick,  and  cold. 
Or  with  apparel,  food,  or  gold. 
There  came  a  gazing  ftranger  by, 
On  w  horn  ibe  quickly  caft  an  eye. 

The  man  admiring,  made  a  lland ; 
He  had  a  bird  upon  his  hand  : 
"  What's  that,  fays  Ihe,  that  hangs  its  head^ 
Sinking  and  faint  ?  'Tis  alinoft  dead." 
"  Madam,  a  red-breaft  that  J^f"und, . 
By  this  wer  feafon  almoft  drown'd." 
"  Oh  !  bring  him  in  and  keep  him  warm; 
Robins  do  never  any  harm." 
They  foon  obey'd,  and  chopt  him  meat, 
Gave  him  whatever  hs  would  eat; 
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The  lady  care  herfclf  did  talte, 

And  made  a  neft  for  Robin's  fake: 

But  he  perkt  up  into  her  chair. 

In  which  he  plentenufly  did  fare, 

Affumincr  quite  another  air. 

Ttie  neighbours  tho\ight,  when  this  they  fpy' 

The  world  well  mended  on  his  fide. 

With  well-tun'd  throat  he  whiftled  long. 
And  every  bo.ty  lik'd  his  fong. 
«'  At  laft,  faid  they,  this  lirtlc  thing 
Will  kill  itfelf,  fo  long  to  fing  ; 
We'll  clofet  him  among  the  reft 
Of  tliofe  my  lady  loves  the  beft." 
They  little  thought,  that  faw  him  come,^ 
That  Robins  were  fo  quarrclfonie  : 
Tht  door  they  open'd,  in  he  pops, 
And  to  the  higheft  perch  he  hops  j 
The  party-colour'd  birds  he  chofe. 
The  gold-finches,  and  fuch  as  thofe ; 
With  them  he'd  peck,  and  bill,  and  feed, 
And  very  well  (at  time.-)  agreed  : 
Ca'' ary-birds  were  his  delight. 
With  them  he'd  tetc-a-tete  all  night; 
But  the  brown  linnets  went  to  pot. 
He  kill'd  them  all  upon  the  fpot. 

The  fervants  wert-  employ'd  each  day, 
Inftead  of  work,  to  part  fome  f  ay. 
And  wifh'd  the  aukward  fellow  curft 
That  brought  hhn  to  my  lady  firft. 
At  laft  they  all  refolv'd  upon't, 
Some  way  to  tell  my  lady  on't 

Meanwhile  he'd  had  a  noble  fwing-, 
And  rul'd  juft  like  the  Gallic  king; 
Having  kiU'd  or  wounded  ail, 
Unlefs  the  eagle  in  the  hail ; 
With  whom  he  durfl  but  only  jar. 
He  being  the  very  foul  of  war, 
Bot  hated  him  for  his  defeft. 
And  bore  him  malice  at  his  heart. 
■    This  eagle  was  my  lady's  pride. 
The  guardian  fafety  of  her  fide  : 
He  often  brought  home  f  reign  prey. 
Which  huinbly  at  her  feet  he  lay. 
For  colour,  pinions,  aod  flature. 
The  faireft  worknvanfliip  of  nature ; 
'Twould  do  one  good  to  fee  him  move, 
So  full  of  grandeur,  grace, and  love: 
He  was  indeed  a  bird  for  Jove.^ 
He  foar'd  aloft  in  Brucum's  field, 
A  thoufand  kites  and  vultures  kill'd ; 
Which  made  him  dear  to  all  that  flew, 
Unlefs  to  Robin  and  hi=  en  \v. 

One  day  poor  Bob,  pufF'd  up  with  pride, 
Thinking'the  ombat  to  abide, ^ 
A  goofe-q'iill  on  for  weapon  ty'd. 
Knowing  by  ufe,  that,  now  and  then, 
A  fword  lefs  hurt  docs  than  a  pen. 
As  for  example— What  at  home 
You've  well  contriv'd  to  do  at  Rome, 
A  pen  blows  up— before  you  come. 
You  are  fuppos'd  to  undermine 
The  foe — in  fome  immeife  dtfign. 
A  pen  can  bite  you  with  a  line ; 
There's  forty  ways  to  give  a  f;gn.^ 

Well — all  on  fire  away  he  ftalk'd. 
Till  come  to— where  the  ca2,le  walk'd. 
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B')b  did  not  fhill-I  (hall-I  g<». 
Nor  faid  one  word  of  friend  or  foe ; 
But  flirting  at  him  made  a  blow, 
As  game  cocks  wiih  their  gauntlets  do, 
A*  which  the  eagle  gracefully  "S 

d,  Cafl  adifdaining,  fparklingcye;  > 

As  who  fhould  fay — What's  this,  a  flie  ?  ^ 

But  no  revenge  at  all  did  take, 
He  fpar'd  him  for  their  lady's  fake. 
Who  ponder 'd  thefe  things  in  her  mind. 
And  to'-k  the  condudt  of  the  eagle  kind. 
Upon  refledlion  now— to  fhew 
What  harm  the  leafl  of  things  may  do, 
Mad  Robin,  with  his  curfed  flirt. 
One  of  the  eagle's  *eyes  had  hurt; 
Itiflam'd  it,  made  it  red  and  fore: 
But  the  affront  inflam'd  it  more. 
Oh,  how  tjie  family  did  tear  ; 
To  fire  the  houfe,  could  fcarce  fol-l56ar  : 
With  fcirn,  not  pain,  the  eagle  fir'd, 
Murmur'd  difdain,  and  fo  retir'd. 

Robin,  to  offer  fome  relief, 
Ii;  words  like  thefe  would  heal  their  grief : 
"  Should  th'  eagle  die  (which  heaven  forbid  ') 
We  ought  fome  other  to  provide. 
I  do  net  fay  that  any  now 
Are  fit,  but  in  a  year  or  two  : 
And  fliould  this  mighty  warrior  fall, 
They  fliould  not  want  a  general." 

As  men  have  long  obferv'd,  that  t>ne 
Misfortune  feldom  comes  alone; 
Juft  in  the  moment  this  was  done. 
Ten  thoufand  foes  in  fight  were  come  : 
Vultures,  and  kites,  and  birds  of  prey. 
In  flocks  fo  thick — they  daiken'd  day. 
.\  long  concerted  force  and  ftrnng, 
Vermin  of  all  kinds  made  the  throng  ; 
Foxes  were  in  the  faction  join'd, 
Who  waited  their  approach  to  ground. 

By  every  har.d,  from  common  fame, 
The  frightful  face  cf  danger  came. 
One  cries,  "  What  help  now — who  can  can  tell  ? 
I'm  glad  the  eagle's  here,  and  well !" 
Another  out  of  breath  with  fear. 
Says,  "  Thoufands  more  near  fea  appear; 
'I'hey'll  fwop  our  chicken  from  the  door ; 
AVe  never  were  fo  fet  before  : 
W^e're  glad  the  eagle  will  forget, 
And  the  invaders  kill  or  beat." 

Rcferv'd  and  great,  his  noble  mind. 
Above  all  petty  things  inclin'd, 
Abhorr'd  the  thouj;!its  of  any  thing. 
But  what  his  lady's  peace  could  bring  : 
Who  blefs'd  him  firft,  and  bade  him  do 
As  he  was  wont,  and  beat  the  foe. 

Burning  and  reftlefs  as  the  fun. 
Until  this  willing  work  was  done; 
l:ie  wlutshis  talorts,  ftrctch'd  his  wings, 
His  lightning  darts,  and  terror  flings; 
Towers  with  a  flight  into  the  iky,  " 

Thefe  million  moi.liers  to  defcry,  ) 

Pre]i3t'd  to  conquer,  or  to  die.  J 

1  he  party,  that  fo  far  was  come. 
Thought  not  the  eagle  was  at  home  : 

*  Opia>.fii;  .iT.K  ng(t  the  G: rik',  ligniSss  "Honour, 
"  tend'wf  ai>  thceyc." 
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To  fame  and  danger  us'd  in  field. 
They  knew  he'd  quickly  make  them  yield  : 
But,  on  affurance  he  was  near, 
Incumber'd,  faint,  and  dead  with  fear. 
They  made  with  hurry  towards  the  lakes ; 
And  he  his  pinions  o'er  them  fliakes. 
They  had  not  (with  fuch  horror  fill'd) 
The  courage  to  let  one  be  kill'd  : 
They  fled,  and  left  no  foe  behind, 
Unlefs  it  were  the  fleeting  wind  ; 
Only — a  man  by  water  took 
Two  fine  young  merlins  and  a  rook. 

The  family  had  now  repofe  : 
But  with  the  fun  the  eagle  rofe  ; 
Th'  imperial  bird  purfu'd  the  foe, 
More  toil  than  reft  inur'd  to  know. 
He  wing'd  his  way  to  Latian  land. 
Where  firfl  was  hatch'd  this  murdering  band ; 
He  darted  death  where'er  he  came. 
Some  of  them  dying  at  his  name. 
Their  mighty  foe — a  fatal  pledge, 
Their  bowels  tore  through  every  hedge  : 
They  flutter,  fliriek,  and  caw,  and  hifs; 
Tjicir  ftrength  decays,  and  fears  incrcafe  : 
But  moft  the  chevaliers  the  geefe. 
So  many  flaughter'd  fowl  there  was. 
Their  carcafes  block'd  up  the  ways; 
The  reft  he  drove,  half  fpent,  pell-mell, 
Quite  to  the  walls  of  Pontifell. 

Robin  at  home,  though  mad  to  hear 
He  fliould  fo  conquer  every  where, 
Expoftulated  thus  with  fear  : 
"  Ungrateful  I,  that  fo  have  ftirr'd 
Againft  this  generous,  noble  bird, 
Wafl:  thou  not  firil  by  him  preferr'd  ? 
Let's  leave  him  in  his  gall  to  bum. 
And  back  to  Pontifell  return." 

There  fome  to  chimney-tops  afpire. 
To  turrets  fome  that  could  fly  higher ; 
Some  'bove  a  hundred  miles  were  gone, 
To  rooft  them  at  Byzantium. 
Alas  '.  in  vain  was  their  pretence. 
He  broke  through  all  their  ftrong  defence  : 


Down  went  their  fences,  wires,  and  all ; 
Perches  and  birds  together  fall. 

None  hop'd  his  power  to  withftand, 
But  gave  the  neft  to  his  command  : 
They  told  him  of  ten  thoufand  more. 
In  flocks  along  the  Ganges'  fliore, 
Safe  in  their  furrows,  free  from  trouble, 
Like  partridges  among  the  ftubble. 
He  fpreads  himfelf,  and  cuts  the  air. 
And  fteady  flight  foon  brought  him  there. 
Lord,  how  deceiv'd  and  vex'd  he  was  1 
To  find  they  were  but  mere  jackdaws. 
A  hundred  thoufand  all  in  light. 
They  all  could  chatter,  not  one  fight. 
"  I'll  deal  by  them  as  is  their  due  : 
"  Shough  !  cry'd  the  Eagle ;  off"  they  flew," 
His  flafliing  eye  their  hearts  confounds. 
Though  by  their  flight  fecure  from  wounds, 
Which  was  a  fignal,  fatal  baulk 
To  a  late  fwift  Italian  hawk. 

The  Eagle  would  no  reft  afford, 

Tin  he  had  fcnt  my  lady  word  ; 

Who  when  flie  heard  the  dear  furprife, 

Wonder  and  joy  flood  in  he  eyes. 
"  My  faithful  eagle,  haft  thou  then 

My  mortal  foes  deftroy'd  again  ? 

Return,  return,  and  on  me  wait; 

Be  thcu  the  guardian  of  my  gate ; 

Thee  and  thy  friends  are  worth  my  care, 

Thy  foes  (if  any  fuch  there  are) 

Shall  my  avenging  anger  fliare." 

So — left  new  ills  ftiould  intervene, 

She  turn'd  the  Robin  out  again. 

The  Samians  now,  in  vaft  delight, 

Blefs  their  good  lady  day  and  night ; 

Wifli  that  her  life  might  ne'er  be  done, 

But  everlafting  as  the  fun. 

The  eagle  high  again  did  foar ; 

The  lady  was  difturb'd  no  more. 

But  all  things  flouriih'd  as  before. 


ROBIN    RED-BREAST, 

WITH    THE     BEASTS, 
AN  OLD  CAT'S  PROPHECY  j 

Taken  out  of  an  old  Copy  of  Verfes,  fuffofed  to  be  -writ  by  John  Lidgate,  a  Moni  of  Bury, 


One  that  had  in  her  infant  ftate. 
While  playing  at  her  father's  gate. 
Seen  and  was  moft  hugely  fmitten 
With  young  dog  and  dirty  kitten, 
Had  took  them  up  and  lug'd  them  in, 
And  made  the  fervants  walh  them  clean  *, 

When  (he  to  a  fit  age  was  grown. 
To  be  fole  miftrtfs  of  her  own, 
Then  to  her  favour  and  ftrange  truft 
She  rais'd  thefe  two  :    in  rank  the  firfl: 
The  dog,  who,  with  gilt  collar  grac'd, 
Strutted  about.     The  cat  was  plac'd 

O'er  all  the  houfe  to  domineer, 

And  kept  each  wight  of  her  in  fear ; 

While  he  o'er  all  the  plains  had  power, 

That  favage  wolves  might  not  devour 

Her  flocks.     She  gave  him  charge  great  care 

To  take  •   but  beafl-s  urxertair,  are 
Now  fee  by  theft  what  troubles  rife 

To  rhofe  who  rn  their  choice  unv^ife 

Put  truft  in  Juch  ;  for  he  foon  j'  in'd  T 

With  beaft  of  prey  the  dog  ccmbin'd,  C 

Who  kili'd  the  flieep,  and  tire  the  hind;  J 

While  he  would  ftand,  and  grin,  and  bark, 

Crmcealing  thus  his  dealings  dark, 

A  wolf,  or  fo,  fometimes  he'd  take  ; 

And  then.  O  what  a  noife  he'd  make  1 

But  with  wild  hearts  o'cr-run  yet  are 

The  plains ;    fome  die  for  wart  of  fare, 

Or  torn,  or  kili'd  ;  the  fhty  herds  find 

Jiiach  day  are  loft  of  every  kind. 
Thy  filly  flieep  lament  in  vain  ; 

Of  their  hard  fate,  not  him,  complain. 

*  The  poliiical  ririrt  of  this  pretcnrfcd  prophecy  inftill 
more  evident  than  that  ot  the  picccdliig  pccmj  the  lAlirc 
bting  abundantly  more  perfonal. 


The  fliepherds,  and  the  fervants  all, 
Againft  the  traitor  loudly  bawl : 
But  there  was  none  that  dar'd  to  tell 
Their  lady  what  to  them  befel ; 
For  pufs  a  fox  of  wondrous  art 
Brought  in,  to  help,  and  take  their  part, 
By  whofe  afTiftance  to  deceive. 
She  made  her  every  lie  believe. 

One  iuc^y  day,  when  fhe  was  walking 
In  her  woods,  with  fervants  talking. 
And  ftcpp'd  to  hear  how  very  well 
A  red-breaft  fung,  then  him  to  dwell 
With  her  fhe  caU'd  :    he  came,  and  took 
His  place  next  to  a  favourite  rook ; 
Where  Robin  foon  began  to  fing 
Such  foiigs  as  made  the  houfe  to  ring  : 
He  fung  the  lofs  and  death  of  fheep, 
In  note-  that  made  the  lady  weep  : 
How  for  his  charge  the  dog  unfit. 
Took  part  with  foes,  and  fliepherds  bit ; 
Ev'n  from  his  birth  he  did  him  trace, 
And  fhew  him  cur  of  fnabby  race; 
The  firft  by  wandering  beggars  fed. 
His  fire,  advanc'd,  turn'd  fpit  for  bread  ; 
Hinifelf  each  truft  had  fHll  abus'd  ; 
To  fttal  what  he  ihould  guard,  was  us'd 
From  puppy :  known  where'er  he  came 
Both  vile  and  bafe,  and  void  of  fliame. 

The  cat  he  fung,  that  none  could  match 
For  ven'  ni'd  fpite,  or  cruel  fcratch  ; 
That  from  a  witch  transform'd  fhe  came. 
Who  kitten'd  three  of  equal  fame  : 
This  firft,  one  dead,  of  tabby  fur 
The  third  furvives,  much  noife  of  her 
Had  been  :    a  cat  well  known,  with  eafjc 
On  errands  dirk,  o'er  land  and  leas, 
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She'd  journles  take  to  cub  of  bear, 

From  thefe  intriguing  beafts,  who  fwear 

They'll  bring  him  to  defend  the  wrong 

That  they  have  done,     Ag^n  lie  fung. 

How  Tabby  once,  in  moon-light  night, 

Trotted  with  letter  fox  did  write  ; 

In  which  he  fends  his  beft  refpeds 

To  the  fhe-bear,  and  thus  direAs: 

"  Madam,  faid  he,  your  cub  fafc  fend, 

"  None  fhall  his  worlhip  foon  offend ; 

"  It's  all  I  can  at  prefent  do 

"  To  ferve  him,  as  his  friends  well  know." 

At  this  the  beafts  grew  in  fuch  rage, 
That  none  their  fury  could  affuage  ; 
Nay,  pufsher  lady  would  have  fcratch'd. 
And  tore  her  eyes,  but  fhe  was  watch'd  ; 
For  flie'd  fi;t  up  her  back,  and  mew, 
And  thrice  ev'n  in  her  face  fhe  flew. 
The  dog,  like  an  ungrateful  fpark. 
At  her  would  dare  to  fnarl  and  bark. 
Her  tenants  wondering  flood  to  hear 
That  (he  their  infolence  would  bear  ; 
And  offcr'd  their  affiflance  to 
(Soon  make  them  better  manners  know  : 
But  (he,  to  avoid  all  farther  rout. 
Her  window  opening,  turn'd  Bob  out; 
Hoping  that  then  her  beads  would  live 
In  peace,  and  no  diflurbance  give.         • 

Yet  nothing  (he  can  do  avails. 
Their  rage  againfl  her  ftill  prevails ; 
Though  pufs  was  warn'd  to  fear  their  fate 
In  lines  (by  old  prophetic  cat 
Writ  before  her  transformation. 
When  (he  was  in  the  witch's  ftation) 
Foretelling  thus  :    "  When  beafts  are  grown 
"  To  certain  heights,  before  unknown 
•*  Of  human  race,  fome  (hall  aloud 
••  Inflame  and  arm  a  dreadful  crowd, 
"  Who  in  vaft  numbers  (ball  advance, 
"  And  to  new  tunes  (hall  make  them  dance  : 
"  When  this  begins,  no  longer  hope, 
"  For  all  remains  is  ax  and  rope." 

But,  not  deterr'd  by  this,  they  dar'd, 
With  feme  who  of  their  plunder  fliar'd, 


T'  affront  their  lady,  and  confplre 
To  many  with  her  money  hire ; 
Contemning  her,  to  pay  undue 
Regards  unto  this  beftial  crew  : 
Though  thefe  refembled  human  fhapes. 
They  were  indeed  no  more  than  apes  ; 
Who  fome  in  houfe,  and  fome  in  wood. 
And  others  in  high  boxes  (tood. 
That  chattering  made  fuch  noife  and  flir. 
How  all  was  due  to  fox  and  cur ; 
Till,  by  their  falfe  deluding  way. 
She  found  her  flocks  begin  to  flray. 

Still  Robin  does  for  her  his  care 
And  zeal  exprefs ;  on  whom  yet  are 
His  thoughts  all  fix'd.     On  her  he  dreams 
Each  night.     Her  praifes  arc  his  themes 
In  fongy'airda^    Now  perch'd  on  tree, 
Finding  himfelf  fecure  and  free. 
He  pertly  fhakes  his  little  wings, 
Sets  up  his  throat :    again  he  fings, 
"  That  fhe  had  left  no  other  way 
To  fave  her  flocks,  and  end  this  fray, 
But  foon  to  her  afliftance  take 
One  who  could  make  thefe  monfters  fiiake ; 
A  well-known  huntfman,  who  has  fkill 
The  fierceft  beafts  to  tame  or  kill : 
At  her  command  he'd  come ;  and  he 
Would  make  her  great,  and  fet  them  free  5 
That,  fhould  thefe  beafts  fome  evil  day 
Bring  cub  into  her  grounds,  (he  may 
Depend  that  not  herfelf  they'll  fpare, 
Since  to  infult  her  now  they  dare  i, 
All  fhe  at  beft  can  hope  for  then, 
Is  to  be  fafe  fhut  up  in  den ; 
Since  by  fure  figns  all  thefe  ingrate 
Are  known  to  bear  her  deadly  hate." 

He  ends  his  fong,  and  preys  to  Heaven 
That  fhe  may  have  the  wildom  given, 
Before  it  be  too  late,  to  take  ^ 
Such  refc'Iutions  as  may  make 
Her  fafe,  and  that  thefe  beafts  no  more 
To  ravage  in  the  plains  have  power. 


BRITAIN'S  PALLADIUMS 


OR, 


LORD  BOLINGBROKE'S  WELCOME  FROM  FRANCE*. 


"  Et  thure,  et  fidibus  juvat 

"  Placare,  et  vituli  fanguine  Jebito 
*'  Cuftodes  Nuciida:  Deo5." 

HoR.  lib.  I.  Od.  xxxvl.  ad  Pomponium 
Numidam,  ob  cujus  ex  Hifpania  red- 
ditum  gaudio  exultat. 


"What  noife  is  this,  that  Interrupts  my  fleep  ? 
What  echoing  Ihouts  rife  from  the  briny  deep  ? 
Neptune  a  folemn  feftival  prepares, 
And  peace  through  all  his  flowing  orb  declares  : 
That  dreadful  trident,  which  he  us'd  to  fhake. 
Make  earth's  foundations  and  Jove's  palace  quake, 
Now,  by  his  fide,  on  ouzy  couch  reclin'd. 
Gives  a  fmooth  furface  and  a  gentle  wind  : 
Innumerable  Tritons  lead  the  way, 
And  crowds  of  Nereids  round  his  chariot  play  ■ 
The  ancient  fea-gods  with  attention  wait, 
To  learn  what's  now  the  laft  refult  of  fate  ; 
What  earthly  monarch  Neptune  now  decrees 
Alone  his  great  vicegerent  of  the  feas. 

By  an  aufpicious  gale,  Britannia's  fleet 
On  Gallia's  coaft  this  fhining  triumph  meet : 
Thefe  pomps  divine  their  mortal  fenfe  furprife, 
Loud  to  the  ear,  and  dazzling  to  the  eyes : 
Whilft:  fcaly  Tritons,  with  their  fhells,  prt)claim 
The  names  that  niuft  furvive  to  future  fame ; 
And  nymphs  their  diadems  of  pearl  prepare 
For  monarchs  who,  to  purchafe  peace,  make  war  : 


*  Lord  Rolinsbroke  fct  nut  for  F'ance  (acc(>miianiF(\  by- 
Mr.  Haic,  one  ol  liis  uniler-fccretaries.  Mr.  Wrinr,  ami  the 
Abbe  GauUicr)  Aug.  *i  aiiU  arrived  again  in  London, 
Aug.  :;i,  i7i«. 


Then  Neptune  his  majeftic  filence  broke, 
And  to  the  trembling  failors  mildly  fpoke  : 
"  Throughout  the  world  Britannia's  flag  difplayj 
"  'Tis  my  command,  that  all  the  globe  obey  ; 
"  Let  Britifli  ftreamers  wave  their  head.s  on  high, 
"  And  dread  no  foe  beneath  Jove's  azure  fky  : 
«  The  reft,  let  Nereus  tell" — 

"  If  I  have  truth,"  fays  Nereus,  "  and  forefee 
"  The  intricate  defigns  of  Deftiny  ; 
"  1,  that  have  view'd  whatever  fleets  have  rode 
"  With  fliarpen'd  keeis  to  cut  the  yielding  flood; 
"  I,    that  could  weigh  the  fates  of  Greece  and 

"  Rome, 
"  Phoenician  wealth,  and  Carthaginian  doom; 
"  Muft  furely  know  what,  in  the  womb  of  time, 
"  Was  fore-ordain'd  for  Britain's  happy  clime ; 
"  How  wars  upon  the  watery  realm  ftiall  ccafe, 
"  And  .'\nna  give  the  world  a  glorious  peace; 
"  Reftore  the  fpicy  traffic  of  the  eaft, 
"  And  ftre;ch  her  empire  to  the  diftant  weft : 
"  Her  fleets  dcfcry  Aurora's  purple  bed, 
"  And  P1.ce1>us'  fteeds  after  their  labours  fed* 
"  The  fnuthern  coafts,  to  Britain  fcarcely  known, 
"  Shall  grow  as  hofpitable  as  thsir  own  : 
"  No  nionlleis  fliail  be  fi;ign'd,  to  guard  their  ftorc, 
"  When  Britifh  trade  fecures  their  golden  ore  : 
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*<  The  fleecy  pro^uft  of  the  CntfvTold  field 

"   Shall  equal  what  P<=ruviaii  mountains  yield  : 

"  Iron  iliall  there  intrlnfic  value  fliow, 

*'  And  by  Vulcanirji  ar?  more  precious  grow. 

{'  Britannia's  royal  fifliery  fliail  he 
•'  Improv'd  by  a  kind  guardian  deity  : 
"  That  mighty  talk  to  Ghiucus  we  alTign, 
"  Of  more  importance  than  the  richeft  mine  : 
"  He  {hall  diredl  them  how  to  ftrjlie  the  whale, 
•'  How  to  avoid  the  danger,  when  prevail ; 
"  What  treafure  lies  upon  the  frozen  coaft 
"  Not  yet  explor'd,  nor  negligently  loft. 

"  In    v^ft    Acadia's    plauis,    new    theme    for 
"  fame, 
"  Towns  fhall  be  built,  facred  to  Anna's*  name  : 
"  The  filver  fir  and  lofty  pine  fhall  rife 
*'   From  Britain'^  own  united  colonies, 
*'  Which  tc  the  maft  fnall  canval's-wings  afford, 
"  And  pitch,  to  firengthen  the  unfaithful  board; 
"  Norway  may  then  her  naval  ftores  withhold, 
"  And  proiuily  fl.arve  for  want  of  Britlfli  gold. 

"  O  happy  ifle  !  to  fuch  advantage  plac'd, 
"  That  all  the  world  is  by  thy  counfels  grac'd; 
"  Thy  nation's  genius,  with  induflrious  arts, 
"   Renders  thee  lovely  to  remoteft  parts. 
"  Eliza  firfl  the  fable  fcene  withdrew, 
"   And  to  rhe  ancient  world  difplay'd  the  new; 
"   When  Burleigh  at  the  helm  of  (late  was  feen, 
"  The  trueft  fubjeiSt  to  the  greatefl  queen ; 
"  The  Indians,  from  the  Spanifh  yoke  made  free, 
"  Bieft  the  effedts  of  Englifh  liberty  ; 
"  Drake  round  the  world  his  fovereign's  honour 
"  fpread,  [convey'd  ; 

"  Through  ftraights  and  gulfs  immenfe  her  fame 
"  Nor  refts  inquiry  here;  his  curious  eye 
"  Defcries  new  conflellations  in  the  fliy, 
"  In  which  vail  fpace,  ambitious  mariners 
"   Might  piace  their  names  on  high,  and  choofe 

"  their  flars. 
"  Raleigh,  with  hopes  of  new  difcoveries  fir'd, 
"   And  all  the  depths  of  human  wit  infpir'd, 
•'  R.iv'd  o'er  the  weftern  world  in  fearch  of  fame, 
"  Adding  frefli  glory  to  Eliza's  name; 
"  Subdued  new  empires,  that  will  records  be 
"  Immortal  of  a  queen's  virginity  f. 

"  Bi.t  think  not,    ^Ibion,  that  thy  fons  decay 
"  Or  that  thy  princes  have  lefs  power  to  fway ; 
"  Whatever  in  Eliza's  reign  was  feen, 
"   With  a  redoubled  vigour  fprmgs  again  : 
"  Imperial  Anna  fhall  the  feas  control, 
"  And  fpread  her  naval  laws  from  pole  to  pole : 
"  Nor  think  her  conducSt  cjr  her  ccuulejs  lefs, 
•'   In  arts  of  war,  or  treaties  for  a  pr-ace  ; 
"   In  thrifty  manageme;it  of  Britain's  wealth, 
"   Embezzled  lately,  or  pmloin'J  by  Health. 
"   No  nation  can  fear  want,  or  diead  furprife, 
"   Where   Oxford's  prudence   Burleigh's  lofs  fup- 

'•  plies- 
"   On  him  the  public  moll  fecuiely  leans, 
"  To  eafe  the  burthen  of  trie  bed  of  queens  ; 
"  On  him  the  merchants  fix  their  longing  eyes, 
*'  When  war  fhall  ceafe,  and  Bntifn  commerce 
"  rife. 

*  Annapolis,  the  cap'tal  of  Nova-Scotia. 
t  Alluding  ;o  the  firft  fctticBient  of  Virjinia, 


"  AlciJes'  ftrength  and  Atlas'  firmer  mind 
"  To  narrow  ilreigius  of  Europe  wcxe  confin'd. 
"  The  Britifh  failors,  from  their  royal  change, 
"   May  find  a  nobler  liberty  to  range. 
"  Oxfoid  ihsU  be  tlieir  pole-ftar  to  the  fouth, 
"   And  there  reward  the  efforts  of  their  youth  : 
"  Whence,  through  his  condu<ft,  traffic  fiiali  in- 
"   creafe,  [peace  *, 

"  Ev'n   to  thofe  feas  which  take  their  nizme  from 
"  Peace  is  the  fcund  muft  glad  the  Britons'  ears: 
"  But  fee  '.  the  noble  Bolingbroke  appears ; 
"  Geflure  compos'd  and  looks  ferene  deelare 
"  Th'  approaching  iffue  of  a  doubtful  war. 
"   Now  my  coerulean  race,  fafe  in  the  deep, 
"  Shall  hear  no  cannons'  roar  difturb  their  fleep  ; 
"  But  fmoothefl  tides  and  the  mofl  halcyon  gales 
"  Shall  to  their  port  direift  Britannia's  fa' is. 

"  Ye  Tritons,  fonjofgods!    'tis  my  command, 
"  That  you  fee  Bolingbroke  in  fafety  land , 
"  Your  concave  fliells  for  fofteft  notes  prepare, 
"  Whilft  Echo  fhall  repeat  the  gentlcfl  air : 
"  The  nver  gods  fhall  there  yuur  triumphs  meet. 
"  And,  in  old  Ocean  mix'd,  your  hero  greet ; 
"  Thames   fhall  ftand  wondering,    Ifis  fhall  re- 

"  joice, 
"  And  both  in  tuneful  numbers  raife  their  voice; 
"    The  rapid  M^-dway,  and  the  fertile  Trent, 
"  In  fwifteft  ilreaiiis,  confefs  their  true  content  ; 
"  Avon  and  Severn  fhail  in  raptures  join, 
"  And  fame  convey  them  to  the  Norfhern  Tyne; 
"  Tweed  then  no  more  the  Britons  fhail  divide, 
"  But  peace  and  plenty  flow  on  cither  fide ; 
"    Triumphs  proclaim  and  mirth  and  j'jvial  feafls, 
'*    '^nd  all  the  w-rld  invite  for  welcome  guefts." 
Fadiion,  that  through  the  land  lo  fatal  fpread. 
No  more  fhall  dare  to  raife  her  H  dra's  head; 
But  all  her  votai  ies  in  filence  mourn 
The  happinefj  of  Bolingbroke's  return  ; 
Far  from  the  common  pitch,  he  fhall  arife. 
With  great  defigns,  to  dazzle  envy's  eyes  ; 
Search  deep,  to  know  of  whiggifti  plots  the  f)urcc. 
Their  ever-turning  fchcmts,  and  reftlefs  courfe. 

V\'ho  fliall  hereafter  Britilh  annals  read, 
Bui  will  reflect  with  wonder  on  this  deed  f 
How  artfully  his  conduift  overcame 
A  flubborn  race,  and  quench'd  a  raging  flame; 
Retriev'd  the  Britons  from  unru.y  fate, 
And  overthrew  the  PhdCtuns  of  ilatt:  ! 
Thefe  wile  exploit--  through  Gallia's  nation  ran. 
And  fir'd  their  fouls,  to  fee  the  wondrous  man : 
The  aged  counfellor<,  v/ithout  furprife. 
Found  wit  and  pruaence  fparkling  in  his  eyes; 
Wifdom  that  ■■^2s  not  gain'd  in  courfe  of  years. 
Or  reverence  owing  to  his  hoary  hairs. 
But  llruck  by  force  of  gc;,ius  ;  f  :ch  as  drove 
Ihe  goddefi  Pallas  fn-m  the  brain  of  Jove. 
The  yoi!t:h  of  Frai;ce,  with  plcalure,  look'd  to  fee 
His  graceful  niien  and  beauteou'-  fymmetry  : 
Tiie  virgin-,  ran    as  to  unufua)  flievv, 
When  he  to  Paris  came,  and  Fontainbleau ; 
Viewing  rhe  bio  .ming  minilfer  dcfir'd. 
And  fliil,  the  more  they  gaz'd,  the  more  admir'd. 
Nor  dill  the  court,  that  bell  true  grandeur  kno-svs, 
Their  fenfimenis  by  leilcr  fadts  difclofe, 
t  ThcPacific  Ocetjn. 


'^«o 


THE   WORltS   OF   KING. 


By  common  pomp,  or  ceremonious  train, 
Seen  heretofore,  or  to  be  feen  again. 
But  they  devis'd  new  honours,  yet  unknown, 
Or  paid  to  any  fubje(5l  of  a  crown. 

The  Gallic  king,  in  age  and  counfels  wife. 
Sated  with  war,  and  weary  of  difguife, 
With  open  arms  falutes  the  Britilh  peer, 
And  gladly  owns  his  prince  and  charadier. 
As  Hermes  from  the  throne  of  Jove  defcends, 
With  grateful  errand,  to  heaven's  choiceft  friends; 
As  Iris  from  the  bed  of  Juno  flies,  [fkies. 

To  bear  her  queen's  commands  through  yielding 
Whilft  o'er  her  wings  frefli  beams  of  glory  flow. 
And  blended  colours  paint  her  wondrous  bow ; 
So  Bolingbroke  appears  in  Louis'  fight, 
With  meffage  heavenly ;  and,  with  equal  light, 
Difpels  all  clouds  of  doubt,  and  fear  of  wars, 
And  in  his  niiftrefs'  name  for  peace  declares : 
Accents  divine  1   which  the  great  king  receives 
Wifh  the  fame  grace  that  mighty  Anna  gives. 

Let  others  boaft  of  blood,  the  fpoil  of  foes, 
Rapine  and  murder,  and  of  endlefe  woes, 
Detefted  pomp  I  and  trophies  gain'd  from  far, 
With  fpangled  enfigns,  flreaming  in  the  air; 
Count  how  they  made  Bavarian  fubjefts  feel 
The  rage  of  fire,  and  edge  of  harden'd  fteel ; 


Fatal  effedts  of  foul  infatlate  pride, 

That  deal  their  wounds  alike  on  either  fidej 

No  limits  fet  to  their  ambitious  ends; 

For  who  bounds  them,  no  longer  can  be  friendsr 

By  different  methods  Bolingbroke  fliall  raife 

His  growing  honours  and  immortal  praifc. 

He,  fir'd  with  glory  and  the  public  good. 
Betwixt  the  people  and  their  danger  flood : 
Arm'd  with  convincing  truths,  he  did  appear; 
And  all  he  faid  was  fparkling,  bright,  and  dear. 
The  liftening  fenate  with  attention  heard. 
And  fome  admir'd,  while  others  trembling  fear'dj 
Not  from  the  tropes  of  formal  eloquence. 
But  Demofthenic  ftrength,  and  weight  of  fenfe, 
Such  as  fond  Oxford  to  her  fon  fupplied, 
Defign'd  her  own,  as  well  as  Britain's  pride ; 
Who,  lefs  beholden  to  the  ancient  drains. 
Might  fhew  a  nobler  blond  in  Englifh  veini, 
Outdo  whatever  Homer  fweetly  fung 
Of  Neftor's  counfels,  or  Ulyfles'  tongue. 

Oh!   all  ye  nymphs,  whitd  time  and -youth  al'> 
Prepare  the  rofe  and  lily  for  his  brow.  [loWj 

Much  he  has  done,  but  ftil!  has  more  in  view  ; 
To  Anna's  inrereft  and  his  country  true. 
More  I  could  prophefy,  but  muft  refrain  : 
Such  truths  would  make  another  mortal  vain ! 


TO  THE  DUKE  OF  BEAUFORT. 


A  PARAPHRASE  ON  NAUD^US'S  ADDRESS  TO  CARDINAL  DE  BAGNI. 


Xhe    time   will   come    (if  fate  fliall   pleafe   to 

give 
This  feeble  thread  of  mine  more  fpace  to  live) 
When  I  fliall  you  and  all  your  adls  rehearfc. 
In  a  much  loftier  and  more  fluent  verfe  ; 
To  Ganges'  banks,  and  China  farther  eaft,         ") 
To  Carolina,  and  the  diftant  weft,  > 

Your  name  fhall  fly,  and  every  where  be  bleft ;  j 

♦  Dr.  Kinp  dedicated  his  Englilh  verfion  of  that  wor't  to 
the  Duke  of  Beaufort. 


Through  Spain  and  tra<fts  of  Lybian  fands  fliall  gO 
To  Ruffian  limits,  and  to  Zembla's  fnow. 
Then  fliall  my  eager  Mufc  expand  her  wing, 
Your  love  of  juftice  and  your  goodnefs  fing  ; 
Your  greatnefs,  equal  to  the  ftate  you  hold ; 
In  counfel  wife,  in  execution  bold  ; 
How  there  appears,  in  all  that  you  difpenfc, 
Beauty,  good-nature,  and  the  ftrength  of  fenfc, 
Thefe  let  the  world  admire, — From  you  a  fmile 
Is  more  than  a  reward  of  all  my  toil. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


SONG. 

I  otj  fay  you  love ;  repeat  again 

Repeat  th'  amazing  found. 
Repeat  the  eafe  of  all  my  pain^ 

The  cure  of  every  wound. 

What  you  to  thoufands  have  denied. 

To  me  you  freely  give ; 
Whilft  I  in  humble  Clence  died, 

Your  mercy  bids  me  live. 

So  upon  Latmos'  top  each  night, 

Endymion  fighing  lay ; 
Gaz'don  the  moon's  tranfcendent  light, 

Defpair'd,  and  durfl  not  pray. 

But  divine  Cynthia  faw  his  grief, 
Th'  effedl  of  conquering  charms : 

Uhafk'd  the  goddefs  brings  relief. 
And  falls  into  his  arms.    - 


SONG. 

TO     C  X  L  I  A. 


The  cruel  Caelia  loves,  and  burns 

.In  flames  (he  cannot  hide ; 
Make  her,  dear  Thyrfis,  cold  returns. 

Treat  her  with  fcorn  and  pride. 

You  know  the  captives  (he  has  made. 

The  torment  of  her  chain  : 
Let  her,  let  her  be  once  betray'd, 

Or  rack  her  with  difdain  \ 

See  tears  flow  from  lier  piercing  eyes. 
She  bends  her  knee  divine ; 

Her  tears,  for  Damon's  fake,  defpife  5 
liCt  her  kneel  Ai^l,  for  mine. 

^urfue  thy  conqueff,  charming  youth, 
.  Her  haughty  beauty  vex. 
Till  trembling  vireins  learn  this  truth- 
Men  can  revenge  tl.eir  fex ! 
toi„ri. 


THE  LAST  BILLET. 

September  and  November  now  were  pafi,  "y 
When  men  in  bonfires  did  their  firing  wafte ;  >■ 
Yet  ftill  my  mDnumental  log  did  laft  :  j 

To  begging  boys  it  was  not  made  a  prey 
On  the  king's  birth  or  coronation  day. 
Why  with  thofe  oaks,  under  whofe  facred  fhade 
Charles  was  preferv'd,  ftiould  any  fire  be  made  ? 
At  laft  a  froft,  a  difmal  froft,  there  came. 
Like  that  which  made  a  market  upon  Thame  : 
Unruly  company  would  then  have  made 
Fire  with  this  log,  whilft  thus  its  owner  pray'd  ; 
"  Thou  that  artworfhip'd  in  Dodona's  grove, 
"  From  all  thy  facred  trees  fierce  flames  remove  z 
"  Preferve    this    groaning  branch,  O    hear   my 

prayer, 
"  Spare  me  this  one,  this  one  poor  billet  fparc  ; 
"  That,  having  many  fires  and  flames  withftood, 
"  Its  ancient  teftimonial  may  laft  good, 
"  In  future  times  to  prove,  I  once  had  wood  '." 


TO   LAURA. 
2n  imiiat'ion  of  Petrarch, 

At  fight  of  murder'd  Pompey's  head 
Csefar  forgets  his  fe<  and  ftate, 

And,  whilft  his  generous  teats  arc  fted,' 
Wifhes  he  had  at  ieaft  a  niiildef  fate. 

At  Abfalom's  untimely  fall, 

David  wirh  grief  his  conqueft  views  ; 

Nay,  weeps  for  unrelenting  Saul, 

And  in  foft  verfe  the  mournful  thenie  ptjt« 
fues. 

The  mightier  Laura,  from  love's  darts  fecure, 
Beholds  the  thoufand  deaths  that  I  endure. 
Each  death  made  hotrid  with  moft  cruel  pain ; 

Yet  no  frail  pity  in  her  looks  appears; 

Her  eyes  betray  no  carelefs  tears. 
But  perfecute  mc  ftill  with  anger  and  difdain, 
■Zi 
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The  works  of  king. 


TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE 


THE  L4TE  Earl  OF *, 

U/!on  his  difputing  publicly  at  Chrijl  Churchy  Oxford, 

MDSE,to  thy  maker's  lodgings  quickly  fly, 
Entrance  to  thee  his  goodnefi  won't  deny  : 
With  due  fubmiffion,  tell  hini  you  are  mine. 
And  tliat  you  trouble  Him  with  this  defign, 
Esadlly  to  inform  his  nohle  youth 
Of  what  you  heard  juft;  now  from  vanquifti'd  truth ; 
"  Conquer'd,  undone !    '  Tis   ftrange    that    there 

"  fhould  be 
"  In  thisconfeflio'.i  pleafure  ev'n  to  me.      [barr'd, 
"  With  well  wrought  terms  my  hold  I  ftrongly 
"  And  rough  diftinflions  were  my  furly  guard. 
"  Whihl  I,  fnre  of  my  caufe,  this  ftrength  poflefs; 
"  A  noble  youth,  advancing  with  addrefs, 
"  Led  glittering  falfehood  on  with  fo  much  art, 
"  That  !  foon  felt  fad  omens  in  my  heart. 
"  Words  with  that  grace,"  faid  I,  "  mufl  needs 

"  perfuade  ; 
"  1  find  myfelf  infenfibly  betray'd. 
*'  Whilfl  he  purfues  his  conqueft,  I  retreat, 
"  And  by  that  name  would  palliate  my  defeat. 

"  But  here  methinks  I  do  the  profpedl  fee 
*'  Of  all  thofe  triumphs  he  prepares  for  me, 
"  When  virtue  or  when  innocence  oppreft 
"  Fly  for  fure  refuge  to  his  generous  breafl ; 
"  When  with  a  noble  mien  his  youth  appears, 
"  And  gentle  voice  ptrfuades  the  liftening  peers> 
"  Judges  fliall  wonder  when  he  clears  the  laws, 
"  Difpcliing   mifts,  which  long   have   hid    their 

"  caufe  : 
"  Then,  by  his  aid,  aid  that  can  never  fail,    [vail : 
"  Ev'n  T,  though  conquer'd  now,  (ball  fure  pre- 
"  Thoufands  of  wreaths  to  me  he  fhall  repay, 
"  For  that  one  laurel  error  wears  today." 


A  GENTLEMAN  TO  HIS  WIFE. 

When  your  kind  wifties  firfl  I  fought, 
' Twas  in  the  dawn  of  youth  : 

I  toafted  you,  for  you  I  fought, 
But  never  thought  of  truth. 

You  faw  how  ftill  my  fire  increas'd  ; 

I  griev'd  to  be  denied  . 
You  faid,  "  till  I  to  wander  ceas'd, 

"  You'd  guard  your  heart  with  pride. 

I,  that  once  feign'd  too  many  lies, 

In  heiglit  of  paffion  f.vore. 
By  you  and  other  deiti^-s, 

That  I  would  rarge  no  more. 

I've  fworn,  and  therefore  now  am  fix'd, 

No  longer  falte  and  vain  : 
My  pafiion  is  with  honour  mir.'d, 

And  both  fliall  ever  reign. 

*  rrolji'.bly  James  the  thirO  er.rl  of  Anglefc;!- 


THE   MAD  LOVER. 

I'll  from  my  breaft  tear  fond  defire, 

Since  Laura  is  not  mine  : 
I'll  ftrive  to  cure  the  amorous  fire. 

And  quench  the  flame  with  wine. 

Perhaps  in  groves  and  cooling  Ihade 

Soft  flumbers  I  may  find  : 
There  all  the  vows  to  Laura  made, 

Shall  vanilh  with  the  wind. 

The  fpcaking  firings  and  charming  fong 

My  fiaflion  may  remove  : 
Oh,  mufic  will  the  pain  prolong, 

And  is  the  food  of  love. 

I'll  fearch  heaven,  earth,  hell,  feas,  and  air. 

And  that  fhall  fet  me  free  : 
Oh,  Laura's  image  will  be  there 

Where  Laura  will  not  be. 

My  foul  muft  flill  endure  the  pain. 
And  with  frefb  torment  rave : 

For  none  can  ever  break  the  chain 
That  once  Was  Laura's  flave. 


THE  soldier's  WEDDING. 

A  soLiLoqur  bt  nan  thrasherwell. 

Beir.g  part  of  a  flay,  called,  «  Hie  Neto  Troop" 

0  MY  dear  Thraflierwell,  you're  gone  to  fea. 
And  happinefs  rnuft  ever  banifh'd  be 
From  our  flick-bed,  our  garret,  and  from  me  1 
Perhaps  he  is  on  land  at  Portfmouth  now 

In  the  embraces  of  fome  liampfhire  fow. 
Who,  with  a  wanton  pat,  cries,  "  Now,  my  dear, 
"  You're  wifliing  fcr  fome  Wappiiig  doxy  here."— i 
"   P-'X  in  them  all !  but  mofl;  on  bouncing  Nan, 
"  With  whom  the  torments  of  my  life  began : 
"  She  is  a  bitter  one  !" — You  lie,  you  rogue; 
Yoi;  are  a  treacherou',  falfe,  ungrateful  dog. 
Did  not  I  take  you  up  v.'ithout  a  fhirt  ?         [dirt ! 
Woe  Worth  the  hand  that  fcrubb'd  ofF  all  your 
Did  not  my  intereft  lift  you  in  the  guard .' 
And  had  not  you  ten  fniUing«,  my  reward  ? 
Did  I  not  then,  before  the  ferjcant's  face,   [grace  ? 
Treat  Jack,  Tom,  Will,  and  Martin,  with  dif- 
And  Thraflierwell  before  all  others  choofe, 
When  I  had  t'le  whole  regiment  to  loufe. 
Curs'd  be  the  day  v  hen  you  produc'd  yiDurfword, 
The  jufl  revenger  of  your  injur'd  word  1 
The  martial  youth  round  in  a  circle  Itood, 
With  envious  loc^s  of  love,  and  itching  blood  : 
Yon,  with  fome  oaths  that  fignified  confent. 
Cried  "  Tom  is  Nan's  ."  and  o'er  the  fword  you 

went. 
Then  I  with  fome  more  modefty  would  ftep : 
T!ie  eiilign  thunip'd  my  hum.  and  made  me  leap 

1  leap'd  indeed;  and  you  prev.iiling  men 
Leave  U5  no  power  of  leaping  b:ick  again. 
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THE    OLD    CHEESE. 

Young  Slouch,  the  farmer,  had  a  jolly  wife, 
That  knew  all  the  conveniencies  of  life, 
"Whofe  diligence  and  cleanlinefs  fupplied 
The  wit  which  Nature  had  to  him  denied  : 
iJut  then  Ihe  had  a  tongue  that  would  be  heard. 
And  make  a  better  man  than  Slouch  afeard. 
This  made  cenforious  perfons  of  the  town 
Say,  Slouch  could  hardly  call  his  foul  his  own  : 
Por,  if  he  went  abroad  too  much,  (he'd  ufe 
To  give  him  flippers,  and  lock  up  his  (hoes. 
Talking  he  lov'd,  and  ne'er  was  more  affliSed 
Than  when  he  was  difturb'd  or  contradided  : 
Yet  fiill  into  his  ftory  flie  would  break 
"With,  "  'Tis  not  fo — pray  give  me  leave  to  fpeak." 
His  friends  thought  this  was  a  tyrannic  rule, 
Not  differing  much  from  calling  of  him  fool ; 
Told  him,  he  muft  exert  himfelf,  and  be 
In  fa(ft  the  maftcr  of  his  family. 

He  faid,  "  That  the  next  Tuefday  noon  would 
"  fhow 
*'  "Whether  he  were  the  lord  at  home,  or  no ; 
**  When  their  good  company  he  would  entreat 
•'  To  well-brew'd  ale,and  clean,  if  homely,  meat." 
With  aching  heart  home  to  his  wife  he  goes. 
And  on  his  knees  d<ies  his  rafli  adl  difclofe, 
And  prays  dear  Sukey,  that,  one  day  at  leaft, 
He  might  appear  as  m  after  of  the  feaft. 
•'  I'll  grant  your  wifh,"  cries  fhe,"  that  you  may 

"  fee 
*'  'Twere  wifdom  to  be  govern'd  ftill  by  me." 

The  guefts  upon  the  day  appointed  came. 
Each  bowfy  Farmer  with  his  fimpering  dame. 
*'  Hoi  Sue  :"  cties  Slouch,  "  why  doft  not  thou 
"  appear  !  ["  here  ?" 

"  Are   thefe   thy  manners  when   aunt   Snap    is 
"  I  pardon  alk,"  fays  Sue  ;  "  I'd  not  offend 
"  Any  my  dear  invites,  much  lefs  his  friend." 

Slouch  by  his  kinfman  Gruffy  had  been  taught 
To  entertain  his  friends  with  finding  fault. 
And  make  the  main  ingredient  of  his  treat 
His  faying,  "  There  was  nothing  fit  to  eat ; 
"  The  boil'd  pork  {links,   the   roaft   beef's  not 

"  enough, 
"  The  bacon's  rufty,  and  the  hens  are  tough ; 
"  The  veal's  all  rags,  the  butter's  turn'd  to  oil ; 
"  And  thus  I  buy  good  meat  for  fluts  to  fpoil. 
"  'Tis  we  are  the  fijft  Slouches  ever  fate 
"  Down  to  a  pudding  without  plumbs  or  fat. 
"  What  teeth  or  ftomach's  flrong  enough  to  feed 
*'  Upon  a  goofe  my  grannum  kept  to  breed  ? 
"  Why  muft  old  pigeons,  and  they  ftale,  be  dreft, 
•*  When  there's  fo  many  fquab  ones  in  the  neft? 
"  This  beer  is  four ;  this  mufty,  thick,  and  ftale, 
"  And  worfe  than  any  thing,  except  the  Ale." 

Sue  all  this  while  many  excufes  made:  "^ 

Some  things  (he  own'd ;  at  other  times  (he  laid  > 
The  fault  on  chance,  but  oftener  on  the  maid,    j 

Then  cheefc  was  brought.     Says  Slouch,  "  This 
"  e'en  (hall  roll : 
••  I'm  fure  'tis  hard  enough  to  make  a  bowl : 
"  This  is  (kim-milk,  and  therefore  it  fhall  go ; 
I*  And  this,  bccaufe  'tis  Suffclk,  follow  too," 


But  now  Sue's  patience  did  begin  to  "wafle ; 
Nor  longer  could  difilmulation  laft. 
"  Pray  let  me  rife,"  fays  Sue,  "  my  dear;  I'll  find 
"  A  cheefe  perhaps  may  be  to  levy's  mind." 
Then  in  an  entry,  (landing  clofe,  where  he 
Alone,  and  none  of  all  his  friends,  might  fee ; 
And  brandilhing  a  cudgel  he  had  felr. 
And  far  enough  on  this  cccafion  fmelt ; 
"  I'll  try,  my  joy  !"  (be  cried,  "  if  I  can  pleafe 
"  My  deareft  with  a  tafte  of  his  old  cheefe!" 
Slouch  turn'd  his  head,  faw  his  wife's  vigorous 

hand 
Wielding  her  oaken  fapling  of  command. 
Knew  well  the  twang ;  "  Is't  the  old  cheefe  my"! 

"  dear  ?  [''  fwear,  ( 

"  No  need, no  needof  cheefe,"  cries  Slouch:  "  I'll  C 
"  1  think  I've  din'd  as  well  as  my  lord  mayor  1"  J 


THE    SKILLET. 


Two  neighbours.  Clod  and  Jolt,  would  married 

be; 
But  did  not  in  their  choice  of  wive?  agree. 
Clod  thought  a  cuckold  was  a  monftrous  beaft. 
With  two  huge  glaring  eyes  and  fpreading  creft  : 
Therefore,  refolving  never  to  be  iuch. 
Married  a  wife  none  but  himfelf  could  touch. 
Jolt,  thinking  marriage  was  decreed  by  fate, 
Which  (hews  us  whom  to  love,  and  whom  to  hate, 
To  a  young,  handfome,  jolly  lafs,  maie  court. 
And  gave  his  friends  convincing  reafons  for't. 
That,  Cnce  in  life  fuch  mifchief  muft  be  had. 
Beauty  had  fomething  ftill  that  was  not  bad. 
Within  two  months,  fortune  was  pleas'd  to  fend 
A  tinker  to  Clod's  houfe,  with  "  Brafs  to  mend." 
The  good  old  wife  furvey'd  the  brawny  fpark. 
And  found  his  chine  was  large,  though  countenance 

dark. 
Firft  (he  appears  in  all  her  airs,  then  tries 
The  fquinting  efforts  of  her  annorous  eyes. 
Much  time  was  fpent,  and  much  defire  espreft  : 
At  laft  the  tinker  cried,  "   Few  words  are  beft  : 
"  Give  me  that  (killet  then;  and,  if  I'm  true, 
"  I  dearly  earn  it  for  the  work  1  do." 
They  'greed;  they  parted.     On  the  tinker  goes. 
With  the  fame  ftroke  of  pan,  and  twang  of  tiofe, 
Till  he  at  Jolt's  beheld  a  fprightly  dame 
That  fet  his  native  vigour  all  on  flame. 
He  looks,  fighs,  faints,  at  laft  begins  to  cry, 
"  And  can  you  then 
Says  (he,  •'    Give  me 

"  try," 

««  My  (killet !  Both  my  heart  and  (killet  take  ; 
"  I  svifti  it  were  a  copper  for  your  fake." 
After  all  this,  not  m.any  days  did  pafs, 
Clod,  fitting  at  Jolt's  houfe,  furvey'd  the  brafs 
And  glittering  pewter  ftanding  on  the  (belt ; 
Then,  after  feme  gruff  muttering  with  himfelf. 
Cried,  "   Pr'ythee,  Jolt,   how  came  that  ikillet 

«  thine?"  ["  mine; 

"  You  know  as  well  as  I,"  quoth  Jolt  v  "  't'en't 
"  But  I'll  a(k  Nan."  'Twas  done  ;   Nan  told  the 

TOEtter 

Z  Z  ij 


vigour  all  on  tlame. 
Its,  at  laft  begins  to  cry,       'y 
1  let  a  young  tinker  die  ?"     f 
me  your  feillet  then,  andf 
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In  truth  as  'twas ;  then  cried,  "  You've  go.,  the 

better : 
"  For,  tell  me,  deareft,  whether  yon  would  choofe 
•'  To  be  a  gainer  by  me,  or  to  lofe. 
"  As  for  our  neighbour  Clod,  this  I  dare  fay, 
"  We've  beauty  and  a  Ikillet  more  than  they." 


THE    FISHERMAN. 

Tom  B  *.nks  by  native  induftry  was  taught 
The  various  artx  how  fiihes  might  be  caught. 
Sometimes  with  trembling  reed  and  fingle  hair, 
And  bait  conceal'd,  he'd  for  their  death  prepare, 
With  melancholy  thoughts  and  downcafl  eyes, 
Expeifting  till  deceit  had  gain'd  its  prize. 
Siimetimes  in  rivulet  quick,  and  water  clear. 
They'd  meet  a  fate  more  generous  from  his  fpear. 
To  haiket  oft'  he'd  pliant  oziers  turn. 
Where  they  might  entrance  find,  but  no  return. 
His   net   well    pois'd  with    lead  he'd  fometimes 
Encircling  thus  his  captives  all  below.  [throw. 

But,  when  he  would  a  quick  deftrudtion  make, 
And  from  afar  much  larger  booty  take. 
He'd  through  the  ftream,  where  moft  defeending, 

fet 
From  fide  to  fide  his  ftrong  capacious  net ; 
And  then  his  ruftic  crew  with  mighty  poles 
Would  drive  his  prey  out  from  their  oozy  holes, 
And  fo  purfue  them  down  the  rolling  flood, 
Cafping  for  breath,  and  alinoft  chok'd  with  mud. 
Till  they,  of  farther  paffage  quite  bereft. 
Were  in  the  mafli  with  gills  entangled  left. 

Trot,  who  liv'd  down  the  flream,  ne'er  thought 
his  beer 
•VlTas  good,  unlefs  he  had  his  water  clear. 
He  goes  to  Banks,  and  thus  begins  his  tale  t 
-*'  Lord'  if  you  knew  but  how  the  people  rail! 
•'  They  cannot  boil,  nor  walh,  nor  rinfe  they  .'"ay,"^ 
"  Wirhwaterfometimesink.andfometimeswhey,  C 
♦'  According  as  you  meet  with  mud  or  clay.        j 
"  Befides  my  wife  thefc  fix  months  could  not  brew, 
*'  And  now  the  blame  of  this  all's  laid  on  you  : 
«'   For  it  will  be  a  difmal  thing  to  think 
«'  How  we  old  Trots  muft  live,  and  have  no  drink 
«'  Therefore,  I  pray,  fome  other  method  take 
"  Of  fifhing,  were  it  only  for  our  fake." 

Says  Bank*,  "  I':--!  forty  it  (hould  be  my  lot 
*'  Kver  to  difoblige  my  gofhp  Trot : 
«  Yet  't'en't  my  fault ;   but  fo  'tis  fortune  tries 
«  one,  ["  fon ; 

*'  To  make  his  meat  become  his  neighbour's  poi- 
*<  And  fo  we  pray  for  winds  upon  this  coaft, 
"  By  which  on  t'other  navies  may  be  loft. 
«'  Therefore  in  patience  reft,  though  1  proceed : 
»'  There's  no  ill-nature  in  the  cafe,  but  need. 
"  Though  for  your  ufe  this  water  will  not  ferve, 
"  I'd    rathet    you    Ihould   choke,    than    I   ftiould 
"  ftarve." 


A  CASE  OF  CONSCIENCE. 

Old  Pad.Iy  Scot,  with  none  of  the  beft  faces, 
Had  a  moft  knotty  jate  at  folving  cafes-, 


In  any  point  could  tell  yeu,  to  3  half,  . 

When  was  a  grain  of  honefty  to  fpare. 

It  happcn'd,  after  prayers,  one  certain  nightj      i 

At  home  he  had  occafion  for  a  light 

To  turn  Socinus,  Leflius,  Efcobar, 

Fam'd  Covarruvias,  and  the  great  Navarre; 

And  therefore,  as  he  from  the  chapel  came, 

Extinguilhing  a  yellow  taper's  flame. 

By  which  juft  now  he  had  devoutly  pray'd, 

The  ufeful  remnant  to  his  fleeve  convey'd. 

There  happen'd  a  phyfician  to  be  by. 

Who  thither  came  but  only  as  a  fpy. 

To  find  out  others'  faults,  but  let  alone 

Repentance  for  the  crimes  that  were  his  own. 

This  Dodlor  follow'd  Paddy  ;  faid,  "  He  lack'J 
"  To  know  what  made  a  facrilegious  faA." 

Paddy  with  ftudied  gravity  replies, 
"  That's  as  the  place  or  as  the  matter  lies ; 
"  If  from  a  place  unfacred  you  ihould  take 
"  A  facred  thing,  this  facrilege  would  make  ; 
"  Or  an  unfacred  thing  from  facred  place, 
"  There  would  be  nothing  different  in  the  cafe  ; 
"  But,  if  both  thing  and  place  fhould  facred  be, 
"  'Twere  height  of  facrilege,  as  dodlors  all  agree." 

"  Then,"  fays  the  dodor,  "  for  more  light  ia 
"  this, 
"  To  put  a  fpecial  cafe,  were  not  amifs. 
"  Suppofe  a  man  fhould  take  a  common  prayer 
"  Out  of  a  chapel  where  there's  fome  to  fpare  ?" 

"  A  common  prayer?"  fays  Paddy, "  that  would 
"  be 
"  A  facrilege  of  an  intcnfe  degree." 

"  Suppofe  that  one  fhould  in  thefe  holidays 
"  Take  thence  a  bunch  of  rofemary  or  bays?" 

"  I'd  not  be  too  cenforious  in  that  cafe, 
"  But  'twould  be  facrilege  ftill  from  the  place." 

"  What  if  a  man  Ihould  from  the  chapel  take 
"  A  taper's  end  :  Ihould  he  a  fcruple  make, 
"  If  homeward  to  his  chambers  he  fhould  go, 
"  Whether  'twere  theft,  or  facrilege,  or  no  ?" 

The  fly  infinuation  was  perceiv'd: 
Says  Paddy,  "  Dodlor,  you  may  be  deceiv'd, 
"  Unlefs  in  cafes  you  diftinguifh  right ; 
"  But  this  may  be  refolv'd  at  the  firfl  fight. 
"  As  to  the  taper,  it  could  be  no  theft, 
"  For  it  had  done  its  duty,  and  was  left : 
"  And  facrilege  in  having  it  is  none, 
"  Becaufe  that  in  my  fleeve  I  now  have  one." 


THE    CONSTABLE. 

One  night  a  fellow  wandering  without  fear. 
As  void  of  money  as  he  was  of  care, 
Confidering  both  were  wafh'd  away  with  beer, 
With  Strap  the  con  liable  by  fortune  meets, 
Whofe  lanterns  glare  in  the  moft  filent  flreets. 
Refty,  impatient  any  one  fhould  be 
So  bold  as  to  be  drunk  that  night  but  he: 
"  Stand;  who  goes  there,"  cries  Strap,"  at  hours 
"  fo  late  ?  [pate." — 

"  Anfwer.     Your  name ;    or  elfe  have  at  your 

"  1  wo'nt  ftand,  'caufe  I  can't.     Why  muft  you 
'  know 
"  From  whence  it  is  CJ.iie,  o.  .  h;re  I  go  ?" 
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*•  See  here  my  ftaSF,"  cries  Strap  ;  "  trembling 

"  behold 
**  Its  radiant  paint,  and  ornamental  gold  : 
"  Wooden  authority  when  thus  I  wield, 
"  Perfons  of  all  degrees  obedience  yield. 
"  Then,  be  you  the  bell  man  in  all  the  city, 
"  Mark  me  '  I  to  the  Counter  will  commit  ye." 

"  You  !  kifs,  and  fo  forth.    For  that  never  fpare  : 
"  If  that  be  all,  commit  me  if  you  dare; 
"  No  perfon  yet,  either  through  fear  or  fliame, 
"  Durd   commit   me,  that   once   had   heard   my 

"  name." — 
"  Pray  then,  what  is't  ?" — "  My  name's  AddlO 

"  tery;  f 

"  And,  faith,  your  future  life  would  pleafant  be,f 
"  Did  your  wife  know  you  once  committed  me."  j 


LITTLE    MOUTHS. 

From  London  Paul  the  carrier  coming  down 
To  Wantage,  meets  a  beauty  of  the  town; 
They  both  accoft  with  falutation  pretty, 
A»,  "  How  do'fl,  Paul  ?" — "  Thank  you  :  and 

"  how  do'ft,  Betty  ?" 
"  Didft  fee  our  Jack,  nor  fifter  ?  No,  you've  feen, 
"  I  warrant,  none  but  thofe  who  faw  the  Queen." 
"  Many  words  Ipoke  in  jeft,"-  fays  Paul,  "  are  "J 

"  true,  ( 

"  I  came  from  Windfor* ;  and, if  fome  folksknew  f 
"  As  much  as  I,  it  might  be  well  for  you."  j 
"  Lord,  Paul:  what  is't  ?" — ^"  Why  give  me  fome- 

"  thing  for  't, 
"  This  kifs ;  and  this.     The  matter  then  is  Ihort : 
"  The  parliament  have  made  a  proclamation, 
"  Which  will  this  week  be  fentall  round  the  nation; 
"  That  maids  with  little  mouths  do  all  prepare 
•'  On  Sunday  next  to  come  before  the  mayor, 
"  And  that  all  bachelors  be  likewife  there 
"  For  maids  with  little  mouths  fliall  if  they  pleafe, 
"  From  out  of  thefe  young  men  choofe  two  a- 

"  piece." 
Betty,  with  bridled  chin,  extends  her  face. 
And  then  contrails  her  lips  with  fimpering  grace. 
Cries,    "  Hem  1    pray  what  muft  all  the  huge 

ones  do 
"  For  hufbands,  when  we  little  mouths  have  two  .?" 
"  Hold,  not  fo  fall,"  cries  he,  "  pray  pardon 

"  me  : 
'*  Maids  with  huge,  gaping,   wide  mouths,   muft 

"  have  three." 
Betty  diftorts  her  face  with  hideous  fquall. 
And  mouth  of  a  foot  wide  begins 
"  Oh  1  ho  1  is't  fo  .'  The  cafe  is  altt 
"  Is  that  the  point .'  I  wifh  the  three  were  ten  ; 
"  1  warrant  I'd  find  mouth,  if  they'll  find  men." 


ideous  fquall,     ~\ 
IS  to  bawl,  V- 

alter'd,  Paul.    J 


HOLD  FAST  BELOW. 

TtiERE  was  a  lad,  th*  unluckieft  of  the  crew, 
Was  ftill  contriving  fon-.ethin^  b;  d.  but  new. 

#  Where  ijyeen  Anne  and  her  Coirt  frequen  iy  reiided 


His  comrades  all  obedience  to  him  paid, 

In  executing  what  defigns  he  laid  : 

Twas  they  Ihould  rob  the  orchard,  he'd  retire, 

His  foot  was  fafe  whilft  their's  was  in  the  fire. 

He  kept  them  in  the  dark  to  that  degree. 

None  ftiould  prefume  to  be  as  wife  as  he ; 

But,  being  at  the  top  of  all  affairs, 

The  profit  was  his  own,  the  mifchief  theirs. 

There  fell  fome  words  made  him  begin  to  doubt. 

The  rogues  would  grow  fo  wife  to  find  him  out ; 

He  was  not  pleas'd  with  this,  and  fo  next  day 

He  cries  to  them,  as  going  juft  to  play, 

"  What  a  rare  jack-daw's  neft  is  there  !  look  up, 

"    You  fee  'tis  almoft  at  the  fteeple's  top." 

"  Ah,"  fays  another,  "  we  can  have  no  hope 

"  Of  getting  thither  to  't  without  a  rope  " 

Says  then  the  fleering  fpark,  with  courteoua  grin, 

By  which  he  drew  his  infant  cullies  in  ;' 

"  Nothing  more  eafy ;  did  y^m  never  fee 

"  How,  in  a  fwarm,  bees,  hanging  bee  by  bee, 

"   Make  a  long  fort  of  rope  below  the  tree. 

"  Why  may'nt  we  do  the  fame,  good  Mr.  John  ? 

"  For  that  contrivance  pray  let  me  alone. 

«  Tom  (hall  hold  Will,  you  Will,  and  I'll  hold 

"  you ; 
"  And  then  I  warrant  you  the  thing  will  do. 
"  But,  if  there's  any  does  not  care  to  try, 
"  Let  us  have  no  jack-daws,  and  what  care  I  '." 
That  touch'd  the  quick,  and  fo  they  foon"i 

complied,  ( 

No  argument  like  that  was  e'er  denied,  T 

And  therefore  inftantly  the  thing  was  tried.       J 
They  hanging  down  on  ftrength  above  depend  : 
Then  to  himfelf  mutters  their  trufty  friend, 
"  The  dogs  are  almoft  ufelefs  grown  to  me, 
"  I  ne'er  fhall  have  fuch  opportunity 
"  To  part   with  them ;  and  fo  e'en  let  them' 

"  go." 
Then  cried  aloud,  "  So  ho  '.  my  lads  :  fo  ho  . 
"  You're  gone,  unlefs  you  all  hold  faft  below. 
"  They've  ferv'd  my  turn,  fo  'tis  time  to  drc'[> 

"  them; 
"  The  devil,  if  he  wants  them,  let  him  ftop  them," 


1 


THE  BEGGAR  WOMAN. 

A  GENTLEM.\N  in  hunting  rode  aftray. 

More  out  of  choice,  than  that  he  loft  his  way  : 

He  let  his  company  the  hare  purfue. 

For  he  himfelf  had  other  game  in  view  : 

A  beggar  by  her  trade  ;  yet  not  fo  mean. 

But  that  her  cheeks  were  frefh,  and  linen  clean. 

"  Miftrels,"   quoth  he,  "  and  what  if   we  two 

"  Retire  a  little  way  into  the  wood."        [ihould 

She  needed  not  much  courtlhip  to  be  kind, 
He  ambles  on  before,  Ihe  trots  behind  ; 
For  little  Bobbt ,  to  her  fhoulders  bound. 
Hinders  the  gentle  dame  from  ridding  ground. 
He  often  aflc'd  her  to  expofe,  but  ihe 
Still  fear'd  the  coming  nf  his  company. 
Says  Ihe,  "  I  know  an  unfrequented  place 
"  To  the  left  hand,  where  we  our  time  may  pafs 
"  And  the  mean  while  your  horfe  may  lind 
"  feme  grala." 

Z  z  iij 
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Thither  tlicy  come,  aiid  Both  the  horfe  fecure  ; 
Then  thinks  the  fquire,  1  have  the  matter  fure. 
She's  afk'd  to  fit  :  but  then  escu(e  isn;ade, 
"  Sitting,"  fays  flie,  "  's  not  ufual  in  my  trade  : 
"  Should  you  be  rude,  and  then  fliould  throw  nie 
"  down,  [own." 

"  I  might  perhaps  break  more  backs  than  my 
He  fmiling  cries,  "  Come,  I'll  the  knot  untie,  "J 
"  And,  if  you  mean  the  child's,  ■we'll  lay  it  by  "  / 
"  Says  fhe,  "  That  can't  be  done;  for  then  'twill  T 
"  cry.  3 

"  I'd  not  ha'C'e  *s,  but  chiefly  for  your  fake, 
•'  Difrover'd  by  the  hideous  noifc  'twill  make. 
*'   Ufe  is  anotl-.er  nature,  and  't  would  lack, 
"  More  than  the  breaft,  its  cuftom  to  the  back." 
"  Then,"  fays  the  gentleman,  "  I  fliould  be  loth 
"  To  come  i'o  far,  and  difoblige  you  both  :    [do  ?" 
"  Were  the  child  tied  to  me,  d'ye  think  'twould 
"  Mighty  well.  Sir!    Oh,  Lord  1   if  tied  to  you  !" 

With  fptcd  i'credible  to  work  (lie  goes. 
And  from  herlhoulder  focn  the  burthen  throws; 
Then  mounts  the  infant  with  a  gentle  tofs 
Upon  her  generous  friend,  and,  lijie  a  crofs. 
The  fheet  fhe  with  a  dextrous  motion  winds, 
Till  a  firm  kn.'t  tiie  wandi^ring  fabric  binds. 

The  gentleman  had  fcarce  got  time  to  know 
What  file  was  doing  i,  fhe,  about  to  go. 
Cries,  "   Sir,  good  bye  ;  bcn't  angry  that  we  part, 
"   I  truft  the  child  to  you  with  all  my  heart  : 
"  But,  ere  you  get  another,  'ten't  amifs 
"-  To  try  a  year  or  two  how  you'll  keep  this." 


THE  VESrRY. 


Within  the  fliire  of  Nottingham  their  lies 
A  paiifii  fam'd,  becaulc  the  men  were  wife  : 
Of  their  own  itrain  'hey  hud  "a  teaciier  f(;ugljt, 
Who  all  his  life  was  better  fed  than  taught. 
It  was  about  a  quarter  of  a  year 
tiii'cc  he  liatl  fnor'd,  and  tat,  and  fatten'd  there  : 
"■■'/hen  he  the  houfekccpers,  their  wives,  and  all, 
ijid  to  a  fort  of  parifh-mectiiig  call  ; 
froniifmg  fomething,  which,  will  uii<;i.rflood, 
In  lirtle  time  would  turn  to  all  their  good. 

When  met,  he  thus  harrangues;  "  >Jeighbours, 
"  I  find, 
*'    That  in  your  principles  vou're  wtll  Inclin'd  : 
"   But  then  yoii're  all  folicitous  for  Sunday  ; 
•"  None  fcem  to  have  a  due  regard  lor  Mouday, 
"   Moft  ptoplc  then  their  dinners  have  to  feck, 
"  As  if  'twere  not  the  f.rR  day  of  the  week  ; 
"  But,  when  you  have  halli'd  meat,  and  nothing 

"  more, 
"  You  only  curfe  the  day  that  went  before. 
"  (Jn  Tueulay  all  folks  iline  by  one  ciiiftnt :       ") 
"  And  Wcdiicfdays  only  fafl  by  parliament,       > 
"   But  fading  (ure  by  Nature  ne'er  \va>  meant,  j 
"  'J'lie  market  will  for  Tuefoay  find  a  dilh, 
"  And  Jrriday  is  a  jnoper  day  for  fiih  ; 
"  ."ifter  fifh.  Satin  day  requirosf  fnie  meat ; 
"   Om  Sunday  yoi; 're  obli>;'d  bylaw  to  treat; 
f   And  f.fie  fame  law  or-dair^s  a  pudiling  then, 
''  ']'o  childicn  grateful,  nor  uiiht  for  men., 


"  Take  hens,  geefc,  turkies,  then,  or   fomelhlng 

"  light, 
'•  Bccaufe  their  legs,  if  broil'd,  will  ferve  at  night, 
"  And,  fince   I   find    that    roaft   beef  makes  you 
"   Corn  it  a  little  more,  andfo  'twill  keep,    [fleep, 
"  Roaft  it  on  Monday,  pity  it  fhould  be  fpoil'd, 
"  On  Tuefday  mutton  either  roaft  or  boil'd. 
"  On  Wediiefday  fhould  be  fome  variety, 
"  A  loin  or  breaft  of  veal,  and  pigeon-pye. 
"  On  Thurfday  each  man  of  his  difh  makechoice^ 
''   Tis  fit  on  market-days  we  all  rejoice. 
"   And  then  on  Friday,  as  I  faid  before, 
"  We'll  have  a  difh  <.f  fifli,  and  one  difh  more. 
"  On  Saturday  flew'd  beef,  and  fomcthing  nice, 
"   Provided  quick,  and  tojs'd  up  in  a  trice, 
''  Becauie  that  in  the  afternoon,  you  know, 
"   By  cuftom,  we  mufl  to  the  ale-houfe  go ; 
"  For  elfe  how  fhould  our  hcufes  e'er  b*  clean, 
"  Except  v.'e  gave  fome  time  to  do  it  then  ? 
"   From  wlience,  utilcfs  we  value  not  our  lives, 
"   None  part  without  remembering  firfl  our  wives^ 
"  B'Jt  thefe  are  ftanding  rules  for  every  day, 
'"  And  very  good  ones,  as  I  f  >  may  fay  : 
"  After  each  meal,  let's  take  a  hearty  cup; 
"  And  where  we  dine,  'tis  fitting  that  wefup, 

"  Now  for  the  application,  and  fhe  ufe  : 
"  I  found  your  care  for  Sunday  an  abufe  : 
"  All  would  be  aflving,  Pray,  Sir,  where  6,'  you 

'-  dine  ? 
"   1  have  rcaft  beef,  choice  venifop,  turkey,  chine  : 
''  Every  one's  hauling  me.     Then  fay  poor  I, 
"   It  is  a  bitter  bufinefs  to  deny  ; 
"  But,  who  i..'t  cares  for  fourteen  m.eals  a-day, 
"  As  for  my  own  part,  I  had  rath.er  flay, 
"   And  take  thtm  now  and  then, and  here 

"  and  there, 

"   Accor'jiri.;  to  my  prefcnt  bill  of  fare. 

"   You  kno"   I'm  fmgje  •   if  ycu  all  agree 

"  To  ticat  by  tuins,  each  will  be  fure  of  me. 

The  vellry  all  applauded  with  a  hum. 
And  the  fcven  wifefl  of  them  bade  him  come. 


THE  MONARCH. 

When  the  yoting  people  ride  the  Skinimington,. 
There  is  a  general  tiembling  in  a  town : 
Not  only  he  for  whom  the  perfon  rides 
Suffers,  but  they  Iwetp  other  doors  befides; 
And  by  that  hieroglyphic  does  appear 
That  the  good  woman  is  the  maifer  there. 
At  Jenny's  door  the  barbarous  heathen  fwept. 
And  his  poor  wife  fcokled  until  fhe  wept ; 
J'he  n:ob  fwept  on,  whilfl  fhe  feiit  fo;ih  in  vain 
Her  vocal  thunder  and  her  briny  rain. 
Some  few  days  after,  two  young  fparks  came  there. 
And  whiKl  (he  does  her  ci  ffee  fieili  prepare, 
One  ft  r  difcourfe  of  news  the  maflcr  calls, 
T'other  on  this  ungrateful  fubjcil  falls. 
'    Pray,  Airs.  Jci;ny,  whence  came  this  report, 
"   For  I  believe  there's  no  great  reafon  foi't, 
"   As  il  the  folks  t'other  day  fwept  y<jur  door, 
"  And  half  a  cicain  of  your  ncighbt^urs  m.ori;  :" 
"   1  h'Ti:  s  nothing  in't."  lays  Jenny,  "  that  is  done 
"   Where  the  w.fe  ruks,  but  here  1  lule  alor:,  - 
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«  Ani  gentlemen,  you'd  much  miftaken  be, 
"  If  any  one  ftiould  not  think  that  of  me. 
"  Within  thefe  walls,  my  fuppliant  valTals  know 
*'  What  due  obedience  to  their  prince  they  owe, 
«*  And  kifs  the  fhadow  of  my  papal  toe. 
"  My  word's  a  law;  when  I  my  power  advance, 
"  There's  not  a  greater  monarch  cv'n  in  France. 
"  Not  the  Mogul  or  Czar  of  Mufcovy,  T 

"  Not  Prefter  John,  or  Cham  of  Tartary,         > 
"  Are  in  their  hi.ufes  monarch  more  than  I.       j 
"  My  houfe  my  caftle  is,  and  here  I'm  king. 
"  I'm  pope,  I'm  emperor,  monarch,  every  thing. 
"  What  though  my  wife  be  partner  of  my  bed, 
"  The  monarch's  crown  fits  only  on  this  head." 
His  wife  had  plaguy  ears,  as  well  as  tongue. 
And,  hearing  all,  thought  his  difcourfe  too  long : 
Her  confcience  faid,  he  fliould  not  tell  fuch  lies. 
And  to  acknowledge  fuch  ;  fhe  the'  efore  cries, 
"  D'ye  hear — you — Sirrah — Monarch — there?  — 

"  Come  down 
H  And  grind  the  coffee — or  I'll  crack  your  crown." 


JUST  AS  YOU  PLEASE. 

OR', 

THE    INCURIOUS. 

A  VIRTUOSO  had  a  mind  to  fee  T 

One  that  would  never  difcontented  be,  > 

But  in  a  carelefs  way  to  all  agree  j 

He  had  a  fervant,  much  of  jEfop's  kind,  T 

Of  perfonage  uncouth,  but  fprightly  mind  :        y- 
"  Humpus,"  fays  he,  "  I  order  that  you  find     J 
"  Out  fuch  a  man,  with  fuch  a  charadter, 
"  As  in  (his  paper  now  I  giye  you  here  ; 
"  Or  1  will  lug  your  ears,  or  crack  your  pate,    T 
"  Or  rather  you  fliall  meet  with  a  worfe  fate,    V 
"  For  I  will  break  your  back,  and  fet  you  ftrait.  j 
"  Bring  him  to  dinner."  Humpus  fnon  withdrew. 
Was  fafe,  as  having  fuch  a  one  in  view 
At  Covcnt  Garden  dial,  whom  he  found 
Sitting  with  thoughtlefs  air,  and  look  profound. 
Who,  folitary  gaping  without  care, 
Scem'd  to  fay,  "  Who  is't  ?  wilt  go  any  where  ?" 

Sa^s  Humpus,  "  Sir,  my  mafler  bade  me  pray 
"  Your  company  to  dine  with  him  to-day.' 
He  fnuffs  ;  then  follows  ;  up  the  flairs  he  goes. 
Never  pulls  of  his  hat,  nor  cleans  his  fhoes. 
But,  looking  round  him,  faw  a  handfome  room. 
And  did  not  much  repent  that  he  was  come  ; 
Clofe  to  the  fire  he  draws  an  elbow  chair. 
And,. lolling  eafy,  doth  for  fleep  prepare. 
In  comes  the  family,  but  he  fits  ftill,  [will !" 

Thinks,  "  Let  them  take  the  other  chairs  that 

The  mafler  thus  accofls  him,  "  Sir,  you're  wet, 
"  Pray  have  a  cufhioi)  underneath  your  feet." 
Thinks  he,  "  If  I  do  fpoil  it,  need  I  care  ? 
?'  1  fee  he  has  eleven  more  to  fpare." 

Dinner's  brought  up;  the  wife  is  bid  retreat, 
And  at  the  upper  end  mufl  be  his  feat. 
"  This  is  not  very  ufual,"  thinks  the  clown  : 
"  But  is  not  all  the  family  his  own  ? 
"  And  why  Ihould  I,  for  contradiction's  fake, 
"  Lofe  a  good  dinner,  which  hs  bids  me  take  ? 
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"  If  from  his  table  fhedifcarded  be, 

"  What  need  I  care,  there's  the  more  for  me." 

After  a  while,  the  daughter's  bid  to  ftand. 
And  bring  him  whatfoever  he'll  command. 
Thinks  he,  "  The  better  from  the  fairer  hand  ' 

Young  mafter  next  muft  rife  to  fill  him  wine, 
And  ftarve  himfelf.  to  fee  the  booby  dine. 
He  does.     The   father  alks,   "  What  have    you 

"  there  ? 
"  How  dare  you  give  a  ftranger  vinegar  ?" 

"  Sir,  'twas  champagne  I  gave  him. "  Sir,  in- 

"  deed  . 
"  Take  him  and  fcourge  him  till  the  rafcal  bleed ; 
"  Don't  fpare  him  for  his  tears  or  age  :   I'll  try 
"   If  cat-of-nine-  tails  can  excufe  a  lie." 

Thinks  the  clown,  "  That  'twas  wine  I  do  be- 
"  lieve ; 
"  But  fuch  young  rogues  are  apteft  to  deceive  ; 
"  He'a-none  of  mine,  but  his  own  flefti  and  blood, 
"   And  liow  know  I  but  't  may  be  for  his  good  ?" 

When  the  dcfert  curae  on,  and  jellies  brought. 
Then  was  the  difmal  fcene  of  finding  fault  : 
They  were  fuch  hideous,  filthy,  poifonous  fluff, 
Could  nor  be  rail'd  at,  nor  reveng'd  enough. 
Humpus  was  afk'd  who  made  them.  Trembling  he 
Said,  "  Sir.  it  was  my  lady  gave  them  me,"— — 
"  No  more  fuch  poifon  fiiall  fhe  ever  give, 
"  I'll  burn  the  witch;  't'ent  fitting  ftie  fhouldlive: 
"  Set  faggots  in  the  court.  I'll  make  her  fry ; 
"  And  pray,  good '  Sir,  niay'c  pleafe  you   to  be 
«  by?" 

Then,  fmiling,  fays  the  clown,  "  Upon  my  life, 
"  A  pretty  fancy  this,  to  burn  one's  wife  I" 
"  And  fince  1  find  'tis  really  your  defign, 
"  Pray  let  me  juft  flep  home,  and  fetch  you  mine.". 


OF  DREAMS. 


"  For  a  dream  cometh  through  the  multitude 
"  of  bufinefs." 

ECCLES.  V.  4. 

"  Somnia,  quae  ludunt  mente  volitantibus  umbris, 
"  Non  delubra  deiim  nee  ab  xthere  numina  mit- 
"  bed  fibi  quifque  facit,"  &c.  [tunt, 

PETRONIUSa 

The  flitting  dreams  that  play  before  the  wind. 
Are  not  by  Heaven  for  prophefies  defign'd ; 
Nor  by  sethereal  beings  fent  us  down, 
But  each  man  is  creator  of  his  own  : 
For  when  their  weary  limbs  are  funk  in  eafe, 
The  fouls  elfay  to  wander  where  they  pleafe ; 
The  fcatter'd  images  have  place  to  play. 
And  night  repeats  the  labours  of  the  day. 


THE  ART  OF  MAKING  PUDDINGS. 
h 

Hajly  Pudding. 
I  SING  of  food,  by  Britifh  nurfe  defign'd. 
To  make  the  tripling  brave,  and  maiden  kind, 
Z  z  iiij 


^»?  THE  WORK 

Delay  not,  Mufe,  iii  numbers  to  rehearfe 

The  pleafures  of  our  life,  and  finews  of  our  verfe, 

Let    pudding's  difli,    moft   wholefonie,    be   thy 

■   theme. 
And  dip  the  fwelling  plumes  in  fragrant  cream. 

sing  then  that  dilh,  fo  fitting  to  improve 
A  tender  modefty  and  trembling  love  ; 
Swimming  in  butter  of  ^  golden  hue, 
tJarnifh'd  with  dr-ps  of  rofe'3  fpicy  dew. 

Sometimes  the  frugal  matron  feems  in  hade, 
Nor  cares  to  beat  her  pudding  into  pafte  : 
Vet  milk  in  proper  Ikillet  flie  will  place, 
A*d  gently  fpice  it  with  a  blade  of  mace  ; 
Then  fet  fome  careful  damfel  to  look  to't, 
And  flill  to  ftir  away  the  bifliop's  foot ; 
For,  if  burnt  milk  fhould  to  the  bottom  ftick. 
Like  over-heated  zeal,  'twould  make  folks  fick. 
Into  the  milk  her  flour  {he  gently  throws, 
As  valets  now  would  powder  tender  beaux : 
The  1  quid  forms  in  hafty  mafs  unite 
Forms  equally  delicious,  as  they're  white. 
In  fhining  difli  the  hafty  mafs  is  thrown, 
And  feems  to  want  no  graces  but  its  own. 
Yet  dill  the  houfewife  brings  in  frelh  fupplies, 
To  gratify  the  tafte,  and  pleafe  the  eyes. 
She  on  the  furface  lumps  of  butter  lays, 
Which,  melting  with  the  heat,  its  beams  difplays; 
from  whence  it  caufes,  wondrous  to  behold, 
A  filyer  foil  bedeck'd  with  ftrcams  of  gold  '. 

II. 

ji  Hedge-hog  after  a  ^jiahmg-pudd'irtg. 

As   Neptune,   when   the  three-tongu'd  fork  he 
'  ■  takes^ 

With  ftrength  divine  the  globe  terreftrial  fliakes, 
The  higheft  hills, , Nature's  ftupendous  piles, 
Break  witli  the  force,  and  quiv«r  into  ifles; 
Yet  on  the  ruins  grow  the  lofty  pines. 
And  fnow  uhmelted  in  the  vallies  fhines  : 

Thus  when  the  dame  her  hedge -hog-pudding 
breaks. 
Her  fork  indents  irreparable  (Ireaks, 
The  trembling  lump,  with  butter  all  around. 
Seems  to  perceive  its  fall,  and  then  be  drown'd  ; 
And  yet  the  tops  appear,  whilfl  almonds  thick 
With  bright  loaf-fugar  on  the  furface  flick. 

\    ,     ,   ,  ■  •,    ■  ,     r  .    .        ■  ■    . .. 

III. 
Pudding!  of 'jarhus  Coleun  in  a  Dijh. 

You,  painter-like,  now  variegate  the  fhadc. 
And  thus  from  puddings  there's  a  landfcape  made. 
And  Wife  and  Londtm  *,  when  they  would  difpofe 
Their  ever-greens  into  well-order'd  rows, 
So  mix  their  colours,  that  each  different  plant 
Giveo  light  and  flaadow  as  the  others  want, 

IV. 

Mating  of  a  good  Pudding  gets  a  gotd  Hujhand, 

Ye  virpins,  as  thefe  lines  you  kindly  take, 
iso'may  you  ftill  fuch  glorious  pudding  make, 

*  The  two  royal  f^irdcncrs. 


5   OF   KING. 

That  crowds  of  youth  may  ever  Ije  at  ftrifef 
To  gain  the  fweet  compofer  for  his  wife  ! 


Sad  and  Sugar  to  ^laking-pudding. 

"  Oh,  Delicious !" 

But  where  mufl  our  confefTion  firfl  begin, 
U  fack  and  fugar  once  be  thought  a  fin  i 

VI. 

Broiled  Pudding. 

Hid  in  the  dark,  we  mortals  feldom  know 
Fiom  whence  the  fource  of  happinefs  may  flow : 
Who  to  broil'd  pudding  would  their  thoughts  have 

bent 
From  bright  Pewteria's  love  fick  difcontent  ? 
Yet  fo  it  was,  Pewteria  felt  Love's  heat 
In    fiercer    flames    than    thofe   which   roaft   he|j 

meat. 
No  pudding's  loft,  but  may  with  frefh  delight 
Be  cithtT  fried  next  day,  or  broil'd  at  night. 

yn. 

Muttoa  Pudding. 

But  Mutton,  thou  moft  nourifliing  of  meat, 
Whofe  fingle  joint  \  may  conftitute  a  treat  ; 
When  made  a  pudding,  you  excel  the  reft 
As  much  as  that  of  other  food  is  beft '. 

VIII. 

Oatmeal  Pudding, 

Of  oats  decorticated  take  two  pound, 
And  of  new  milk  enough  the  fame  to  drown  ; 
Of  raifins  of  the  fun,  fton'd,  ounces  eight ;      ' 
Of  currants,  cleanly  pick'd,  an  equal  weight; 
Of  fuet,  finely  flic'd,  an  ounce  at  leaft; 
And  fix  eggs,  newly  taken  from  the  neft : 
tieafon  this  mixture  well  with  fait  and  fpice ; 
'Twill  make  a  pudding  far  exceeding  rice; 
And  you  may  fafely  feed  on  it  like  farmers. 
For  the  receipt  is  learned  Dr.  Haimer's. 

IX. 

A  Sack-poJJct. 

From  far  Barbadoes,  on  the  Weftern  Main, 
Fetch    fugar,   half  a   pound ;    fetch  fack,    front 
Spain,        •  1  '  ' 

A  pint ;  then  fetch,  from  India.'s  fertile  coaft, 
Nutmeg,  the  glory  of  the  Britifh  toaft. 


UPON  A  GIANT'S  ANGLING. 

His  angle-rnd  made  of  a  fturdy  oak  ; 

His  line  a  cable,  which  in  ftorms  ne'er  broke; 

His  hook  he  baited  with  a  drag-m's  tail,        "    i 

And  iatc  upon  a  rock,  and  bobb'd  for  whale. 

....  .,.-.•»' 

•)•  A  loin. 


MISCELLANEOUS    P0EM9. 


7«f 


ABVICE  TO  HORACE, 

To  take  his  Leave  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge, 

Horace,  you  now  have  long  enough 

A"  Cambridge  jlay'd  the  fool : 
Take  back  youi  criticifing  ftuff 

To  Epicurus'  fchuol. 

But,  in  excufe  of  this,  you'll  fay, 

You're  fn  unwieldy  jjrown, 
That,  if  amongft  that  herd  you  lay. 

You  fcarcely  fhould  be  known. 

How  many  butter'd  crufts  you've  tt  ft, 

Into  yriur  weem  fo  big, 
That  T.ou're  more  like  (at  college  coft) 

A.porpoife  than  ^  fig. 

But  you  from  head  to  foot  are  brawn. 

And  fo  from  fide  to  fide  ; 
You  meafure  (were  a  circle  drawn) 

No  longer  than  you're  wide. 

Then  blefs  me.  Sir,  how  many  cragga 

You've  drunk  of  potent  ale ! 
No  wonder  if  the  belly  fwaggs. 

That's  rivai  to  a  -whale. 

E'en  let  the  Fellows  take  the  reft. 

They've  had  a  jolly  tafter  ; 
But  no  great  likelihood  to  feaft, 

'Twixt  Horace  and  the  mafter  I 


INDIAN  ODE. 


Cesar,  poffefs'd  of  Egypt's  queen, 

And  conqueror  of  her  charms. 
Would  envy,  had  he  Darco  feen 

When  lock'd  in  Zabra's  arms. 

ZABRA 

Should  Memnon  that  fam'd  black  revive, 

Aurora's  darling  fon, 
For  Zabra's  heart  in  vain  he'd  ftrive. 

Where  Darco  reigns  alone. 

DARCO. 

yrefli  mulberries  new-prefs'd  difclofe 

A  blood  of  purple  hue  ; 
And  Zabra's  lips,  like  crimfon  rofe. 

Swell  with  a  fragrant  dew. 

ZABRA. 

The  amorous  fun  has  kifs'd  his  face  ; 

And,  now  thofe  beams  are  fet, 
A  lovely  night  aflumes  the  place. 

And  tinges  all  with  jet. 

DARCO. 

Darknefs  is  myftic  prieft  to  Love, 

And  does  its  rites  conceal ; 
O'erfpread  with  clouds,  fuch  joys  we'll  prove 
'  ■  As  day  fhall  ne'er  reveal. 


ZABRA. 

In  gloom  of  night,  wher  Darco's  eye* 
Are  guides,  what  heart  can  flray  I 

Whoever  views  his  teeth,  defcries 
The  bright  and  milk)-  way, 

DARCO. 

Though  born  to  rule  fierce  1  .ihya's  fands, 
That  with  gold's  luftrc  fhine. 

With  eafe  I  quit  thofe  high  commands 
Whilft  Zabra  thus  is  mine. 

ZABRA. 

Should  I  to  that  bleft  wrrld  repair, 
Where  whites  no  portion  have, 

I'd  foon,  if  Darco  were  not  thtre. 
Fly  back,  and  be  a  Have. 


EPIGRAM. 


Who  could  believe  that  a  fine  needle's  fmart 
Should  from  a  finger  pierce  a  virgin's  heart; 
That,  from  an  orifice  fo  very  fmall, 
The  fpirits  and  the  vital  blood  fhould  fall  ? 
Strephon  and  Phaon,  I'll  be  judg'd  by  you. 
If  more  than  this  has  not  been  f  und  too  true. 
From  fmaller  darts  much  greater  wounds  arife, 
When  fhot  by  Cynthia's  or  by  Laura's  eyes. 


EPIGRAM. 


Sam  Wills  had  view'd  Kate  Bets,  a  fmiling  lafs; 
And  for  her  pretty  muuth  admir'd  her  face. 
Kate  had  lik'd  Sam,  for  nofe  of  Roman  fize. 
Not  minding  his  complexion  or  his  eyes. 
They  met — fays  Sam,  Alas,  to  fay  the  truth, 
I  find  myfelf  deceiv'd  by  that  fmall  mouth  ! 
Ala=,  cries  Kate,  could  any  one  fuppofe, 
I  could  be  fo  deceiv'd  by  fuch  a  nofe ! 
But  I  henceforth  ftiall  hold  this  maxim  juft. 
To  have  experience  firft,  and  then  to  truft  I 


TO  MR.  CARTER, 

STEWARD    TO    THE    LORD    CARTERET. 

Accept  of  health  from  one  who,  writing  this, 

Wilhes  you  in  the  fame  that  now  he  is ; 

Though  to  your  perfon  he  may  be  unknown. 

His  wilhes  are  as  hearty  as  your  own : 

For  Carter's  drink,  when  in  his  matter's  hand, 

Haspleafure  and  good-nature  at  command. 

What  though  his  lordfhip's  lands  are  in  your  truft, 

'Tis  greater  to  his  brewing  to  be  juft. 

As  to  that  matter,  no  one  can  find  fault, 

If  you  fupply  him  ftill  with  well-dried  malt. 

Still  be  a  fervant  conftant  to  afford 

A  liquor  fitting  for  your  generous  lord; 

Liquor,  like  him,  from  feeds  of  worth  in  light, 

With  fparkling  atoms  ftill  afcer.ding  bright. 


fSO 
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May  your  accounts  la  with  your  lord  ftand  clear, 
And  have  your  reputation  like  your  beer ; 
The  main  pc rfecftion  of  your  life  purfue,  ") 

In  March,  Odlober,  every  month,  ftill  brew,       >■ 
And  get  the  charader  of  "  Who  but  You  ?"      j 


NERO. 

A    SATIRE. 


We  know  how  ruin  once  did  reign, 
Wher  Rome  was  fir'd,  and  fenate  flain  ; 
The  prince,  with  brother's  gore  imbrued ; 
His  tender  inother's  life  purfued; 
Hnw  he  the  carcafe,  as  it  lay, 
Did  -without  tear  or  blufh  furvey. 
And  cenlure  each  niajeftic  grace 
That  flill  adorii'd  that  breathlefs  face  : 
Yet  he  with  fwo'rd  could  domineer 
Where  dawning  light  does  firlb  appear 
From  rays  of  Phoebus ;  and  command 
Through  his  whole  courfe,  ev'n  to  that  ftrand 
Where  he,  abhorring  fuch  a  fight, 
Sinks  in  the  watery  gloom  of  night : 
Yet  he  could  death  and  terror  throw. 
Where  Thule  llarves  in  northern  fnow, 
Where  fouthern  heats  do  fiercely  pafs' 
O'er  burning  fands  that  melt  to  glafs. 

Fond  hopes  '.    Could  height  of  power  alTuage 
The  mad  excefs  of  Nero's  rage  ? 
Hard  is  the  fate,  when  fubjedls  find 
The  fword  unjuft.  to  poifon  join'd  1 


AD  AMICUM. 


yRiMus  Angliacis,  Carolina  Tyntus*  in  oras, 
Palladias  artes  fecum,  cytharj.mquc  fonantem 
Attuiic ;  aft  illi  couiites  Parnaffido  una 
Advcniunt,  autorque  viae  conlultus  Apollo  : 
llle  idem  fparlbs  longe  latecjue  colonos 
l,r'^ibus  in  coetus  fsquis,  atque  oppida  cogit ; 
Hiuc  hominum  molhri  aninios,  hinc  mercibus  optis 
Crefccre  divitias  et  furgere  tevfta  deorum. 
Tahbus  dulpiciis  dodx  conduntur  Athena:, 
Sic  byrla  iiifjertem  Didonis  crevit  in  urbem 
Carthago  regum  domitrix  ;  fie  aurea  Roma 
Orbc  triumphato  nitidum  caput  intulit  aftris. 

ATTEMPTED  IN  ENGLISH. 

Tynte  was  the  man  who  firft,  from  Britifli  (here' 

Palladian  arts  to  Carolina  bore; 

His  tuneful  harp  attending  mules  ftrung, 

Arid  Phoebus'  flcill  infpir'd  tlie  lays  he  fung. 

Strong  towers  and  palaces  their  rife  begun, 

Aiid  liftenmg  flones  to  facred  fabrics  ran. 

Jult  laws  were  taught,  and  curious  arts  of  peace. 

And  trade's  brifk  current   fiow'd  with  wealth's 

increafe. 
On  fuch  foundations  learned  Athens  rofe  ; 
So  Dido's  throng  did  Carthage  firft  indofc  : 

#  Major  T.-'.yntC)  Governor  of  Cwclina, 


So  Rome  was  taught  old  empires  to  fubdue. 
As  Tynte  creates  and  governs,  now,  the  new^ 


ULYSSES  AND  TIRESIAS. 

ULYSSES. 

Tell  me,  old  prophet,  tell  me  how, 
Eftate  when  fuiik,  and  pocket  low, 
What  fubcle  arts,  what  fecret  ways. 
May  the  defponding  fortune  raife  ? 
You  laugh  ;  thus  mifery  is  fcorn'd ! 

TIRESIAS. 

Sure  'tis  enough,  you  are  return'd 
Home  by  your  wit,  and  view  again 
Your  farm  of  hhac,  and  wife  Pen. 

ULYSSES. 

Sage  friend,  whofe  word's  a  law  lo  me. 
My  want  and  nakednefs  you  fee  : 
The  /'parks,  who  made  my  wife  fuch  ofTers, 
Have  left  me  nothing  in  my  coffers ; 
They've  kiU'd  my  oxen,  fheep,  and  geefe, 
Eat  up  my  bacon  and  my  cheefe. 
Lineage  and  virtue,  at  this  pufli. 
Without  the  gelt,  's  not  wonh  a  rulh. 

TIRESIAS. 

Why,  not  to  mince  the  matter  more, 
You  are  averfe  to  being  poor  ; 
Therefore  find  out  fome  rich  old  cufF, 
That  never  thinks  he  has  enough  : 
Have  you  a  fwan,  a  turkey-pye,^ 
With  woodcocks,  thither  let  them  fly, 
The  firft-friuts  of  your  early  fpring, 
Not  to  the  gods,  but  to  him  bring. 
Though  he  a  foundling  baftard  be, 
Convitfl  of  frequent  perjury  ; 
His  hands  with  brother's  blood  imbrued, 
By  juftice  for  that  crime  purfued  ; 
Never  the  wall,  when  alk'd,  refufe. 
Nor  lofe  your  friend,  to  fave  your  fhocs. 

ULYSSES. 

'Twixt  Damas  and  the  kennel  go  ! 
Which  is  the  filthicft  of  the  two? 
Before  I  roy-tuwn  it  was  not  fo. 
There  with  the  beft  1  us'd  to  ftrive. 

TIRESIAS. 

Why,  by  that  means  you'll  never  thrive. 

ULYSSES. 

It  will  be  very  hard,  that's  true  : 
Yet  I'll  my  generous  mind  fubdue. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  TASSO. 
CANTO  in.  ST.  3. 

So  when  bold  mariners,  whom  hopes  of  ore 
Have  urg'd  u<  feek  fome  unfrequented  Ihore  : 
The  fca  grown  high,  and  pole  unknown,  do  find 
How  fall'e  is  every  wave,  and  treacherous  every 

wind  1 
If  wifli'd  for  land  fome  happier  fight  dcfcries, 
Diftant  huzzas,  faluting  clamours,  rife  : 
Each  ftrives  to  Ihewhis  mate  th'  approaching  bay, 
Forgets  pr.il  danger,  and  the  tedious  way.. 


MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS. 


nt 


FROM  HESIOD. 

When  Saturn  reign'd  in  heaven,  his  fubjedls  here 
Array'd  with  godly  virtues  did  appear ; 
Care,  pain,  old  age,  and  grief,  were  banifh'd  far. 
With  all  the  dread  of  laws  and  doubtful  war : 
But  cheerful  friendlhip,  mix'd  with  innocence, 
Fcafted  their  underftanding  and  their  fenfc ; 
Nature  abounded  with  unenvied  ftore, 
Till  their  difcrecteft  wits  could  aflc  no  more ; 
And  when,  by  fate,  they  came  to  breathe  their  laft, 
Diflblv'd  in  fleep  their  flitting  vitals  pafs'd. 
Then  to  much  happier  manfions  they  remov'd, 
There  prais'd  their  God,  and  were  by  him  belov'd. 


THAME  AND  ISIS. 


So   the  god  Thame,  as  through  fomc  pond  he 

glides, 
Into  the  arms  of  wandering  Ifis  Aides  : 
His  flrength,  her  foftnefs,  in  one  bed  combine. 
And  both  with  bands  inextricable  jc)in. 
Now  no  coerulean  nymph,  or  fea  god,  knows, 
Where  Ifis,  or  where  Thame,  diftin(5lly  fli.ws; 
But  with  a  iafting  charm  they  blend  their  ftrcam. 
Producing  one  imperial  river Thame. 


/  waked, /peaking  thefe  out  efa  Dream  in  the  Morning, 

Nature  a  thoufand  ways  complains, 
A  thoufand  words  expreis  her  pains: 
But  for  her  laughter  has  but  three. 
And  very  fmall  ones,  Ha,  ha,  he  ! 


THE  STUMBLING  BLOCK. 

FROM  CLAUDIAN's  RUFINUS. 

Twenty  conundrums  have  of  late 

Been  buzzing  in  my  addle  pate. 

If  earthly  things  arc  rul'd  by  heaven, 

Or  matters  go  at  fix  and  fevcn. 

The  coach  without  a  coachman  driven  ? 

A  pilot  at  the  helm  to  guide. 

Or  the  ftiip  left  to  wind  and  tide  ? 

A  great  firft  caufe  to  be  ador'd. 

Or  whether  all's  a  lottery-board  ? 

For  when,  in  viewing  nature's  face, 

T  fpy  fo  regular  a  grace  ! 

So  jaft  a  fymmetry  of  features, 

From  ftem  to  ftern,  in  all  her  creatures! 

When  on  the  buiftrous  fea  I  think. 

How  'tis  confin'd  like  any  fink  1 

How  fummer,  winter,  fprinj^Tj  and  fall. 

Dance  round  in  fo  exadt  a  hawl  ! 

How,  like  a  chequer,  day  and  night, 

One's  mark'd  with  black,  and  one  with  white  ! 

Quoth  I,  I  ken  it  well  from  hence. 
There's  a  preCding  influence  1 


which  won't  permit  the  ramUing  fiars 
To  fall  together  by  the  ears  ; 
Which  orders  (till  the  proper  feafon 
For  hay  and  oats,  and  beans  and  peafcn  i 
Which  trims  the  fun  with  its  own  beams; 
Whilfl:  the  moon  ticks  for  her's,  it  feems, 
And,  as  afham'd  of  the  difgrace, 
Unmaflcs  but  feldom  all  her  face : 
Which  bounds  the  ocean  within  banks. 
To  hinder  all  its  mad-cap  pranks : 
Which  does  the  globe  to  an  axle  fit. 
Like  wheel  to  nave,  or  joint  to  fpit  I 

But  then  again  !  How  can  it  be 
Whilft  fuch  vaft  tracks  of  earth  we  fee 
O'er-run  by  barbarous  tyranny  I 
Vile  fycophants  in  clover  blefs'd ; 
Whilft  patriots  with  Duke  Humphry  feaft. 
Brow-beaten,  bullied,  and  opprefs'd ! 
Pimps  rais'd  to  honour,  rkhcs,  rule ; 
Whilft  he,  who  feems  to  be  a  tool. 
Is  the  prieft's  knave,  the  placeman's  fool  1 

This  whimfical  phaenomenon, 
Confoundiiig  all  wy  fro  and  con. 
Bamboozles  the  account  again, 
And  draws  me  no/ens  -volens  in, 
Like  a  prcfs'd  foldier,  to  efpoufe 
The  fceptic's  hypothetic  caufe  : 
Who  Kent  will  to  a  codling  lay  us, 
That  crofs-or-pile  refin'd  the  chaos ; 
That  jovial  atoms  once  did  dance. 
And  form'd  this  merry  orb  by  chance, 
No  art  or  fkill  were  taken  up, 
But  all  fell  cut  as  round  as  hoop  I 
A  'vacuum  's  another  maxim ; 
Where,  he  brags,  experience  backs  him  : 
Denying  that  all  fpace  is  full. 
From  infide  ot  a  Tory's  fkuU. 
As  to  a  deity,  his  tenet 
Swears  by  it,  there's  nothing  in  it; 
ELfe  'tis  too  bufy,  or  too  idle. 
With  our  poor  bagatelles  to  meddle. 

Anna's  a  curb  to  lawlefs  Louis, 
Which  as  iliuftrious  as  true  is ; 
Her  vi(Slories  o'er  defpotic  right. 
That  pafllve  non-refifting  bite, 
Have  brought  this  myftery  to  light : 
Have  fairly  made  the  riddle  out. 
And  anfwer'd  all  the  fqueamifh  doubt ; 
Have  clear'd  the  regency  on  high. 
From  every  prefumptuous  why. 
No  more  1  boggle  as  before. 
But  with  full  confidence  adore  ; 
Plain,  as  nofe  on  face,  expounding 
All  this  intricate  dumb  founding ; 
Which  to  the  meaneft  conception  is, 
As  followeth  hereunder,  viz. 

"  Tyrants  mount  but  like  a  meteor, 

"  To  make  their  headlong  fall  the  greater." 


THE  GARDEN  PLOT,  1709. 

When  Naboth's  vineyard  look'd  fo  fine, 
The  king  cried  out,  "  Would  this  were  mine  !'* 
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And  yet  no  reafon  could  prevail, 

To  bring  the  owners  to  a  fale ; 

Jezebel  faw,  with  haughty  pride. 

How  Ahab  griev'd  to  be  denied : 

And  thus  accofted  him  with  fcorn, 

"  Shall  Naboch  make  a  monarch  mourn  ? 

*•  A  king,  and  weep  :  the  ground's  your  own 

"  I'll  veft  the  garden  in  the  crown." 

With  that  flie  hatch'd  a  plot,  and  made 

Poor  Naboth  anfwer  with  his  head 

And  when  his  harmlefs  blood  was  fpilt, 

The  ground  became  the  forfeit  of  his  guilti 

Poor  Hall,  renown'd  for  comely  hair, 
"Wbofe  hands,  perhaps,  were  not  fo  fair, 
Yet  had  a  Jezebel  as  near. 
Hall,  of  fmall  Scripture- converfation, 
■Yet  howe'er  Hungerford's  quotation. 
By  I'cme  l}range  accident  had  got 
The  ftory  of  Lhis.  garden  plot ; 
"Wifely  forefaw  he  might  have  reafon 
To  dread  i  modem  bill  of  treafon, 
If  Jezebel  fhould  pleafe  to  want 
His  fmajl  addition  to  her  grant; 
Therefore  refolv'd  in  humble  fort 
Til  begin  firft,  and  make  his  cotirt ; 
And,  feeing  nothing  elfe  would  do, 
Gave  a  third  part,  to  fave  the  other  two. 


EPISTLE  TO  MR.  GODDARD*; 

WRITTEN    BY    DR.    KING, 
In  the  CharaSier  of  '•  The  Re-view  \" 

To  Windfor  canon,  his  well-chofcn  friend, 
The  juft  Review  does  kindeft  greeting  fend, 
I've  found  the  man  by  nature's  gift  defign'd 
To  pleafe  my  ear  and  captivate  my  mind, 
By  fympathy  the  eager  paffions  move. 
And  ftrike  my  foul  with  wonder  and  with  love  \ 

*  Author  of  a  fermon  (apainft  high-church,  hereilitary 
right,  and  Sacheverell),  intituled,  "Tlie  Guilt,  Mifchiet, 
**  and  Aggravation  of  Cenfiire ;  let  forth  in  a  Scrnnon 
"  preached  in  St.  George'i  Cliapel,  within  her  Majelty'i 
*'  Caltle  of  Winilfor,  on'  Sunday  tlie  25  th  oi  June,  1  7  10. 
V  Bv  rUnmas  Goildard,  A  M  Canon  of  Windfor.  LOn- 
*•  <1on,  printed  for  B.  Lintot,  1710." 

+  A  well  known  political  paper  by  DeFoe,  in  which  Mr. 
Coddard's  lermon  wat  cummended. 


Happy  that  place,  where  much  lefs  care  is  had 
To  fave  the  virtuous,  than  proteft  the  bad ; 
Where  pallors  muft  their  ftubborn  flock  obey. 
Or  that  be  thought  a  fcandal  which  they  fay : 
For,  ihould  a  fin,  by  fome  grand  foul  belov'd. 
Chance  with  an  aukward  zeal  to  be  reprov'd, 
And  tender  confcience  meet  the  fatal  curfe. 
Of  hardening  by  reproof,  and  growing  worfe  : 
When  things  to  fuch  extremities  are  brought, 
'Tis  not  the  finner's,  but  the  teacher's  fault. 
With  great  men's  wickednefs,  then,  reft  content. 
And  give  them  their  own  leifure  to  repent ; 
Whilft  their  own  headftrong  will  alone  muft  curb 

them. 
And  nothing  vex,  or  venture  to  difturb  them, 
Left  they  Ihould  lofc  their  favour  in  the  court, 
And  no  one  but  themfelves  be  forry  for't. 
Were  I  in  panegyric  vers'd  like  you, 
I'd  bring  whole  offerings  to  your  merit  due. 
You've  gain'd  the  conqueft  ;  and  I  freely  own, 
Diffenters  may  by  churchmen  be  outdone. 
Though  once  we  feem'd  to  be  at  fuch  a  diftance, 
Yet  both  concenter  in  divine  refiftance ; 
Both  teach  what  kings  muft  do  when  fubjefts  fight. 
And  both  difclaim  hereditary  right. 
By  Jove's  command,  two  eagles  took  their  flight,  "y 
One  from  the  eaft,  the  fource  of  infant  light,      > 
The  other  from  the  weft,  that  bed  of  night.       j 
The  birds  of  thunder  both  at  Delphi  meet. 
The  centre  of  the  world,  and  wifdom's  feat. 
So,  by  a  power  not  decent  here  to  name, 
To  one  fixt  point  uur  various  notions  came. 
Your  thoughts  from  Oxford  and  from  Windfor 

flew,  [review. 

Whilft    (hop   and   meeting-houfe  brought  forth 
Your  brains  fierce  eloquence  and  logic  tried ; 
My    humbler   ftrain   choice  focks  and  ftockmgs 

cried  ; 
Yet  in  our  common  principles  we  meet. 
You  finking  from  the  head,  I  rifing  from  the  feet. 

Pardon  a  hafty  mufe,  ambitious  grown, 
T'  extol  a  merit  far  beyond  his  own. 
For,  though  a  modern  painter  can't  command 
The  ftroke  of  Titian's  or  of  Raphael's  hand; 
Yet  their  tranfceiident  works  his  fancy  raife ; 
And  there's  fome  Ikill  in  knowing  "wbat  to  praife. 
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•——Hold  thy  headlong  pace,  my  Mufe — 

Check  thy  young  Pindaric  heat, 

IVhich  makes  thy  pen  too  much  to  fweat ; 

"^Tis  but  an  infant  yet, 

And  juft  now  left  the  teat. 
By  Cowley's  matchlefs  pattern  nurft— 
It  is  enough  that  thou  haft  learn'd,  and  fpoke  thy  father's  name* 

0D£  ON  COWLEr« 
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1  HOMAs  SpttAT  was  the  fon  of  a  private  clergyman,  and  born  at  Tallaton,  in  Devonfhire,  in  the 
year  1636. 

He  received  the  rudiments  of  his  grammatical  education,  as  he  tells  of  himfelf,  at  "  a  little  fchool 
hj  the  church-yard  fide." 

In  1651,  he  was  entered  a  commoner  in  Wadham  College,  Oxford ;  where  he  profecuted  his  ftu- 
dies  with  remarkable  diligence,  and  diftirguiflied  himfelf  by  the  corredtnefs  of  his  condud,  and 
his  amiable  manners. 

In  165  J,  he  was  chofen  a  fcholar;  nnd  having  proceeded  through  theufual  academical  courfe,  he 
was  admitted  Mafter  of  Arts  in  1657,  and  foon  after  obtained  a  fellowlhip. 

In  i6j8,  he  commenced  poet,  and  wrote  a  pindaric  Ode  on  the  Plague  0/  Athem,  which  he^  addref- 
fed  to  his  friend  and  fellow  collegian,  Dr.  Walter  Pope,  half-brother  of  the  famous  Dr.  Wilkins, 
and  afterwards  aftronomy  profefibr  in  Grefliam  C -liege,  and  author  of  the  "  Life  of  Dr.  Setb 
Ward,"  and  "  The  Old  Man's  Wilh,"  and  other  humorous  poems. 

The  year  following,  he  wrote  a  pindaric  ode  To  the  happy  J\.emory  of  the  Lord  ProteSIer,  which 
was  publiflied  with  the'  poems  of  Dryden  and  Waller  on  the  fame  occafion. 

In  the  dedication  to  Dr.  Wilkins,  then  Warden  of  Wadham  College,  by  whofe  approbation  and  requeft 
it  was  made  public,  he  appears,  by  turns,  the  liberal  encomiaft  of  Cowley,  Cromwell,  and  his  patron. 
He  fpeaks  of  his  verfes  both  as  falling  "  fo  infinitely  below  the  full  and  fublime  genius  of  that  excellent: 
writer,  who  made  this  way  of  writing  free  of  our  nation,"  and  being  "  fo  little  equal  and  proportioned 
to  the  renown  of  that  prince  on  whom  they  were  written  ;  fuch  great  a<ftions  and  lives  deferving  ra- 
ther to  be  the  fubjeiS  of  the  nobleft  pens  and  moft  divine  fancies,  than  of  fuch  fmall  beginners  and  weak 
•flayers  in  poetry  as  myfelf."  He  adds,  "  Having  been  a  long  time  the  objecSl  of  your  care  and  in- 
dulgence towards  the  advantage  of  my  ftudies  and  fortune,  having  been  moulded,  as  it  were,  by 
your  own  hands,  and  formed  under  your  gevernment,  not  to  entitle  you  to  any  thing  which  my 
meannefs  produces,  would  not  only  be  injuftice,  but  facrilege." 

At  the  Reflioration,  he  changed  his  principles,  and  became  a  zealous  royalifl; ;  but  the  verfatility 
of  his  political  fentiments  does  not  appear  to  have  leffcned  his  credit  with  thofe  parties  he  after- 
Wards  efpoufed. 

He  now  took  orders,  and,  by  the  recommendation  of  his  friend  Cowley,  was  made  chaplain 
to  Villiers  Duke  of  Buckingham,  whom  he  is  faid  to  have  aflifted  in  writing  "  The  Rehearfal." 

By  the  intereft  of  Buckingham,  his  patron,  who,  notwiihftanding  bis  ficklenefs  and  inconfiftent 
levity,  never  forfook  him,  he  was  intn^duced  at  court,  and  made  chaplain  to  the  King,  whofe  re- 
gard he  attradted  by  the  i^olirenefs  of  his  addrefs,  and  happy  powers  ii.  converfation. 

As  he  was  the  favourite  of  Dr.  Wilkins,  at  whofe  apartments  in  Wadham  College  thofe  phiiofo- 
phical  conferences  commenced,  which  laid  the  fou'.idation  cf  "  tfie  Ruyai  Society;"  he  wa*  confe-, 
quently  engaged  in  the  fame  ftudies,  ana  became  one  of  the  fellows  of  the  new  inftitution,  en  their 
incorportion,  in  i66a. 
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In  1665,  he  publiflied  Obfervations  on  Sorbiere's  Voyage  into  England,  in  a  Letter  ta  Dr.  TP'rin,  pftfo 
feffor  of  aftronomy  in  Oxford.  In  this  fpiritcd  performance,  he  has  well  lafhed  the  trifling,  conceite<5 
fcedant  with  his  own  rod,  and  given  an  undeniable  proof,  that  the  ftrength  and  folidity  of  his  pen  is 
infinitely  fuperior  to  the  gallant  air  of  the  French  voyager,  who  is  fprightly  without  propriety,  and 
pofitive  without  truth. 

In  1667,  he  publifhed  his  Hijiory  of  the  Royal  Society ;  a  work  which  ranked  him  with  the  molt 
polite  and  elegant  writers  of  that  age,  and  which  is  ftill  admired  for  feledion  of  fentiment,  and 
elegance  of  di(5fion. 

In  the  next  year,  he  publilhed  Cowley's  Latin  Poems,  and  prefixed,  in  Latin,  the  Life  of  the 
Poet,  written  with  great  zeal  of  friendfhip,  and  ambition  of  eloquence,  which  he  afterwards  placed 
teforc  a  new  edition  of  his  Engiifh  Works,  the  revifing  and  colIeAing  of  which  were  by  will  cam- 
Snitted  to  his  care. 

The  Life  of  Ctivley,  which  refembles  a  funeral  oration,  rather  than  a  hiftory,  is  addrefled  to  Mar- 
tin Clifford,  Efq.,  his  learned  friend,  and,  in  the  penury  of  Engiifh  biography,  has  been  efteemed  the 
mod  elegant  compofiiion  in  our  language. 

This  work  was  rewarded  with  its  full  proportion  of  praife  ;  and  ecdefiaflical  preferments  now  ra- 
pidly followed  his  literary  hunouis. 

In  1668,  he  was  made  a  prebendary  of  Weftminfter,  and  had  afterwards  the  church  of  St.  Mar- 
garet adjoining  to  the  Abbey.  In  1669,  he  comni'^nced  Do(flor  in  Divinity.  In  1680,  he  wai 
inade  canon  of  Windfor ;  in  1683,  dean  of  Weftminfter;  and  in  1684,  bifhop  of  Rochefter. 

He  fliewed  his  gratitude  to  the  Court,  in  writing  the  hiftory  of  the  Ryehoufe  Plot ;  and,  in 
3685,  publiflied  A  true  Account  and  Declaration  of  the  horrid  Confpiracj  againfl  the  late  King,  his  pre- 
fent  Majefy,  and  the  prefent  Go-oernTJient ;  a  performance  which  is  little  better  than  a  romance,  and 
which  he  thought  proper,  after  the  Revolution,  to  extenuate  and  excufe,  in  a  letter  to  the  Earl  of 
Dorfet. 

The  fame  year,  being  clerk  of  the  clofet  to  King  James,  he  was  made  dean  of  the  Chapel  Royal  j 
and  the  year  following,  appointed  one  of  the  commilTioners  for  ecclefiaftical  affairs. 

By  fitting  in  the  ecclefiaftical  commiflion,  he  drew  upon  himfelf  almoft  an  univerfal  cenfure; 
"which,  in  his  letter  to  the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  written  in  1689,  he  acknowledges  to  be  juft.  "  Though 
1  profefs  what  I  now  fay,  I  only  intend  a  reafonable  mitigation  of  the  offence  I  have  given,  not 
entirely  to  juUify  my  fitting  in  that  court ;  for  which  I  acknowledge  I  have  defervedly  incurred  the 
•enfure  of  many  good  men;  and  I  wifh  I  hiay  ever  be  able  to  make  a  fufficient  amends  to  my 
country  for  it " 

His  offence,  In  this  particular,  was  fomewhat  alleviated  by  his  renouncing  the  commiflion,  wheii 
Jie  found  that  the  po\Vers  of  it  were  to  be  exercifed  againft  thofe  who  refufed  to  read  the  Kingi 
Declaration,  becaufe  it  was  founded  on  a  difpenfir.g  poiver. 

After  the  abdication  of  his  old  mafter,  he  complied  with  the  new  eftablifliment ;  and  though  hii 
effences  were  ftrenuoufly  urged  againft  him,  he  retained  his  ecclefiaftical  preferments,  and  was  lef^ 
uninolefted  by  Government. 

In  1692,  he  was  accufed,  in  an  information  laid  before  the  Privy  Council,  of  entering  intOian  afib* 
elation  with  SanCroft,  Marlborough,  and  other  perfons  of  diftintStion,  to  reftore  King  James ;  and, 
by  his  great  prudence  and  diligence,  in  deteifling  the  charadters  of  his  informers,  honourably  ac»- 
quitted.  He  publiftied  an  account  of  his  examination  and  deliverance,  intituled,  A  Relation  of  the 
^'icktd  Contrivance  of  Stephen  Blackhead  and  Robert  Ytung,  againfl  the  Lives  of  feveral  Perfons,  iy  forging 
an  AJfociation  under  their  Hands,  4to,  1692.  He  ever  after  commemorated  his  deliverance,  by  aft 
yearly  day  of  thankfgiving. 

He  fpent  the  remainder  of  his  life  in  the  quiet  eSercife  of  his  fundlion,  and  in  the  pradlice  of 
thofe  a(Sts  of  beneficence,  humility,  and  piety,  for  which  he  was  juftly  dift'nguiflied. 

He  died  of  an  apoplexy,  at  Bromley  in  Kent,  30th  May  1 7 13,  in  the  79th  year  of  his  age,  and 
was  buried  in  the  Abbey-church  of  Weftminfter 

The  Works  of  Sprat, befide-  his  few  Poems,  are.  The  Hiftory  sf  the  Royal  Society,  The  Life  of 
Cowley,  The  Anf\%\r  to  Sor lucre,  The  Hiftory  of  the  Ryehoufe  Plot,  The  Relation  of  his  own  Exa= 
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hiination,  the  Letters  to   Lord  Dorfet,  and  a  volume  of  Sermons;  each  of  which   is  of  a  differ- 
ent kind,  and  has  its  diftindl  and  charaiSteriftic  excellence. 

"  The  Bifhop  of  Rochefter,"  fays  Dr.  Felton,  "  is  the  corredteft  writer  of  the  age,  and  comes 
reareft  to  the  great  originals  of  Greece  and  Rome,  by  a  ftudious  imitation  of  the  ancients :  His 
plainnefs  and  accuracy,  his  fdblime  and  oratory,  are  equally  laboured.  His  Life  of  Cowley,  and 
his  excellent  Difcourfe  to  his  Clergy,  are  admirable  for  the  modefly  and  plainnefs  and  inimitable 
fimplicity  of  their  drefs.  His  anfwer  to  Sorbiere  is  {o  handfome  a  way  of  expofing  an  empty  trifling 
pretending  pedant,  that  he  maketh  his  adverfary  at  once  the  fubjecft  of  our  diverfion  and  con- 
tempt. His  Letters  to  my  Lord  Dorfet,  are  the  beft  patterns  of  apology,  and  a  true  epiftolary  flyle, 
on  a  public  fubjed.  His  Sermons  are  truly  fine,  fo  very  beautiful  and  fo  extremely  ftudied  in  every 
bright  thought  and  delicate  exprefilon,  and  all  the  charms  of  language,  that  Religion  looketh  lovely 
like  herfelf,  as  well  as  venerable  in  our  eyes.  What  is  more  than  can  be  faid  of  Tully,  in  the  bifhop 
we  meet  the  poet,  and  the  orator  eminently  conjoined." 

Sprat  was  a  man  of  wit  and  a  polite  fcholar ;  the  pregnancy  of  his  imagination,  and  the  ele- 
gance <  f  his  language,  have  defervedly  fet  him  high  in  the  ranks  of  literature.  But  his  ftyle,  in 
general,  has  been,  perhaps  too  much  applauded  ;  it  has  neither  the  claffic  fimplicity  of  Hobbcs,  nor 
the  grace  of  Sir  Wiliiam  Temple.  He  has,  however,  been  juftly  ranked  with  the  beft  writers  in 
the  reign  of  Charles  If. 

It  appears  from  his  writings,  as  well  as  his  condudl,  that  his  principles  were  far  from  belno'  ftub- 
horn.  He  has  reprefented  Cromwell  as  a  finiflied  hero,  and  Charles  I.  as  a  glorified  faint.  He  (at 
in  the  ecclefiaftical  commiffion,  and  was  by  no  means  averfe  from  the  Revolution.  But  he  atoned 
for  the  inconfiflericies  and  errors  of  his  political  condudt,  by  the  exemplary  dignity  and  decency  of 
his  epifcopal  and  private  charaifter. 

His  Poems  were  reprinted  among  "  The  Works  of  the  Minor  Poets,"  in  z  volumes  lamo,  174a; 
and  have  been  admitted,  with  the  conipofitions  of  his  poetical  brethren,  Rocheiler,Rofcommon,  Hali- 
fax, Stepney,  and  Duke,  into  the  Tem^ple  of  Fame,  lately  eredled  under  the  title  of  "  The  Works 
of  the  EngHlh  Poets." 

His  poetry  has  the  faults  and  beauties  of  the  Pindar'c  ftyle  of  writing,  recommended  by  the  ex- 
ample of  his  favourite  Cowley.  He  fuppofed  that  as  he  was  imitated,  perfedlion  in  the  highejl  and 
noblejl  kind  of  •writing  in  -verfe  was  approached  ;  and  thought  the  irregularity  of  his  numbers  the 
very  thing  which  makes  that  kind  of  poetry  Jit  for  all  manner  of  fuijeSis,  and  chiefiy  to  be  preferred  for 
its  near  affini'y  to  profe.  He  indulged  himfelf,  therefore,  in  the  utmoft  licence  of  Pindaric  libertT 
and  metaphorical  extravagance.  In  his  Ode  on  the  Pldgue  of  Athens,  his  longeft  performance,  he  has 
amplified,  but  feldom  improved  the  admirable  dcfcriptions  of  Thucydides  and  Lucretius.  .  The  Ode 
in  the  Death  of  Crom-well,  exhibits  fufficient  proofs  of  ftrong  intelk<ftual  exertion,  but  is  encumbered 
by  uulkilful  and  improper  decbrations.  His  Epijlie  to  Howard  is  an  extravagant  compliment  on 
"  the  Britifh  Princes,"  which  has  exercifed  the  wit  of  Butler,  Waller,  Denham,  Dorfet,  and  his 
friend  Clifford  of  the  Charter-houfe.  The  Ode  on  Cowley  has  much  wit,  and  much  praife,  which 
appears  confufed  and  enlarged  through  the  mift  of  panegyric. 

"  There  is  in  his  few  productions,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  no  want  of  fuch  conceits  as  he  thought 
excellent ;  and  of  thofe  our  judgment  may  be  fettled  by  the  fii  ft  that  appears  in  his  praife  of  Crom- 
well, where  he  fays,  that  Cromwell's  "  fame,  like  man,  will  grow  white  as  it  grows  old." 
Vol,  VI.  3  A 


To 


THE  REVEREND  DR.  TVILKINS, 


WARDEN  OF  WADHAM  COLLEGE  IN  OXFOPvD. 


Sin, 

Seeing  you  are  pleafed  to  think  fit  that  thefe 
papers  fliould  come  into  the  public,  which  were  at 
firft  defigned  to  live  only  in  a  dellc,  or  fome  private 
friend's  hands ;  I  humbly  take  the  boldnefs  to  com- 
mit them  to  the  fecurity  which  your  name  and  pro- 
te(5lion  will  give  them  with  the  moft  knowing  pa^  t 
of  the  world.  There  are  two  things  efpecially  in 
■which  they  ftand  in  need  of  your  defence  :  one  is, 
that  they  fall  fo  infinitely  below  the  full  and  lofty 
genius  of  that  excellent  poet,  who  made  this  way  of 
writing  free  of  our  nation  :  the  other,  that  they  are 
lo  little  proportioned  and  equal  to  the  renown  of 
that  prince  on  whom  they  were  written.  Such 
great  adlions  and  lives  deferving  rather  to  be  the 
fubjcds  of  the  noblefl  pens  and  divine  fancies, 
than  ef  fuch  fmall  beginners  and  weak  eflayers  in 
poetry  as  myfelf.  Againfc  thtfe  dangerous  pre- 
judices, there  remains  no  other  fiiield,  than  the 
universal  efteem  and  authority  which  your  judg- 
nient  and  approbation  carries  with  it.  The  right 
ycu  hr-ve  to  them,  Sir,  is  not  only  on  the  account 


of  the  relation  you  had  to  this  great  perfon,  ror 
of  the  genera;  favour  which  all  arts' receive  from 
you ;  but  more  particularly  by  reafon  of  that  ob- 
ligation and  zeal  with  which  I  s:n  bound  to  dedi- 
cate myfelf  to  your  fervice  :  for  having  been  a 
long  time  the  obje<3;  of  your  care  and  indulgence 
towards  the  advantage  of  my  fiudies  and  fortune, 
having  been  moulded  as  it  were  by  your  own  hands, 
and  formed  under  your  government,  not  to  entitle 
you  to  any  thing  which  my  meannefs  produces, 
would  not  only  be  injuftice,  but  facrilcge  :  fo  that 
if  there  be  any  thing  here  tolerably  faid,  which  de- 
ferves  pardon,  it  is  yours.  Sir,  as  well  as  he,  who 
is, 

Your  mofl  devoted, 

and  obliged  fervant, 

THO.  SPRAT. 


POEMS. 


To  the  happy  Memory  of  the  late 

LORD       PROTECTOR. 


Tis  true,  great  name,  thou  art  fecura 
From  the  forgetfulnefs  and  rage 
Of  death,  or  envy,  or  devouring-  age; 
Thou  cinfl  the  force  and  teeth  of  time  endure: 
Thy  fame,  hke  men,  the  elder  it  doth  grow, 
Will  of  itfelf  turn  whiter  too. 
Without  what  needlefs  at  t  can  do  ; 
Will  live  heyond  thy  breath,  beyond  thy  hearfe, 
Though  it  vvere  never  heard  or  iung  in  verle. 
Without  our  help  thy  memory  is  fafe  ; 
They  only  want  an  epitaph, 
That  do  remain  alone 
Alive  in  an  infcription, 
Remcmher'd  only  on  the  brafs,  or  marble  flone. 
'Tis  .ill  in  vain  what  we  can  do  : 
All  our  rofcs  and  perfumes 
Will  but  officious  folly  fnow, 
And  pious  nothings  to  I'uch  mighty  tombs. 
AU  fiur  incenfe,  gums  and  balm. 
Are  but  uniieceffary  duties  here  : 
The  poets  may  their  fpiccs  fpare, 
Their  cofily  numbers,  and  their  tuneful  feet: 
That  need  not  be  embalm'd,  which  of  itfelf  is  fweet. 

II. 
We  know  to  praife  thee  is  a  dangerous  proof 
Of  our  obedience  and  our  love  : 
For  when  the  fun  and  fire  meet. 
The  one's  estinguifh'd  quite  : 
And  yet  the  other  never  is  more  bright. 
So  they  that  write  of  thee,  and  join 
Their  feeble  names  with  thine  ; 
Their  weaker  fparks  with  thy  illuflrious  light. 
Will  loie  themfelves  in  that  ambitious  thought; 
And  yet  no  fame  to  thee  from  hence  be  brought. 
We  know,  blefs'd  fpirit,  thy  mighty  name 
Wants  no  addition  of  another's  beam  ; 
It's  for  our  pens  too  high,  and  full  of  theme  : 
The  mufesare  niadegreatby  thee, not  thou  by  them, 
Thj'  fame's  eternal  lamp  will  live. 
And  in  thy  facred  urn  furvive, 
WiihoiiC  the  food  of  oil,  M'hich  v/s  r?.n  give. 


'Tis  true ;  but  yet  our  duty  calls  our  fongs ; 
Duty  command*  our  tongues  : 
Thoiigli  thou  v.'ant  not  our  praifee,  we 
Are  not  excus'd  for  wliat  we  owe  to  thee ; 
For  fo  men  from  religion  are  not  freed. 
But  from  the  altars  clouds  muft  rife. 
Though  heaven  itfelf  doth  nothing  need. 
And  though  the  gods  don't  want  an  earthly  facrl- 
lice. 

III. 
Great  life  of  wonders,  whofe  each  year 
Full  of  new  miracles  did  appear  I 
Whofe  every  month  might  be 
Alone  a  chronicle,  or  hifcory  1 
Others  great  actions  are 
But  thinly  fcatcer'd  here  and  there; 
At  beft,  but  all  one  fingle  flar  ; 
But  thine  the  milky-way, 
All  one  continued  liglit,  of  undiftinguifli'd  day  ; 
They  throng'd  fo  clofe,  that  nought  elfc  could  be 
feen. 
Scarce  any  common  Iky  did  come  between  : 
What  ihal!  I  fay,  or  where  begin  .' 
Thou  may'iT:  in  double  fhapes  be  fhowa 
Or  in  thy  arms,  or  in  thy  gown  ; 
Like    Jove,    f(/metimes   with    warlike    thunder, 

and 
Sometimes  with  peaceful  fceptre  in  his  hand ; 

Or  in  the  field,  or  on  the  throne. 
In  what  thy  head,  or  what  thy  arm  hath  done. 
All  that  thou  didft  was  fo  refin'd, 
So  full  of  fubftance,  and  fo  ftrongly  join'd, 
So  pure,  f )  weighty  gold, 
That  the  leaft  grain  of  it, 
If  fully  fpread  and  beat. 
Would  many  leaves  and  mighty  volumes  hold. 

IV. 

Before  t>!y  name  was  publlfh'd,  and  whilfl  yet 

Thou  only  to  thyfelf  were  great, 

Whilft  yet  the  happy  bud 

Was  not  quite  feen  or  underdood, 
It  then  lure  IVns  of  future  greatnefs  fhcw'J  : 
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Then  tby  domeftic  worth 

Did  teU  the  world  what  it  would  be, 

When  it  fhould  fit  occafion  fee. 
When  a  full  fpring  fhould  call  It  forth  : 
As  bodies  in  t.he  dark  and  night 
Have  the  fame  colours,  the  fame  red  and  white, 

As  in  the  open  day  and  light ; 

The  fun  doth  only  fhew 
That  they  are  bright,  not  make  them  fo. 
So  whilft  but  private  walls  did  know 
What  we  to  fuch  a  mighty  mind  fhould  owe, 

Then  the  fame  virtues  did  appear, 
Though  in  a  lefs  and  more  contraiftcd  fphere. 
As  full,  though  not  as  large  as  fince  they  were  : 

And  like  great  rivers'  fountains,  though 

At  firft  fo  deep  thou  didfl  not  go  : 
Though  then  thine  v^as  not  fo  enlarg'd  a  flood  ; 
Yet  when  'twas  little,  'twas  as  clear,  as  good. 

V. 

'Tis  true  thou  was  not  born  unto  a  crown, 
Thy  fceptre's  not  thy  father'?,  but  thy  own  : 
Thy  purple  was  not  made  at  once  in  hafte. 
But  after  many  other  colours  pift, 
It  took  the  deepefl  princely  dye  at  laft. 
Thou  didft  begin  with  lefler  cares. 
And   private   thoughts    took    up    thy    private 

years  : 
Thofe  hands  which  were  ordaln'd  by  fates 
To  change  the  world  and  alter  (tates, 
Pradlis'd  at  firft  that  vaft  defign 
On  meaner  things  with  equal  mien. 
That  foul  which  fhould  fo  many  fceptres  fway, 
To  whom  fo  many  kingdoms  fhould  obey, 
J_,earn'd  firft  to  rule  in  a  domeftic  way  : 
So  government  itfelf  began 

From  family,  and  fingle  man. 
Was  by  the  fmall  relation  firft 

Of  hulband  and  of  father  nurs'd, 
And  from  thofe  lefs  beginnings  paft. 
To  fpread  itfelf  o'er  all  the  world  at  laft. 

VI. 

But  when  thy  country  (then  almoft  enthrali'd) 
Thy  virtue  and  thy  courage  call'd  ; 

When  England  did  thy  arms  entreat, 
And  't  had  been  fin  in  thee  not  to  be  greit  : 

When  every  ftream,  and  every  flood, 
Was  a  true  vein  of  earth,  and  run  with  blood  : 

When  unus'd  arms,  and  unknown  war, 

Fill'd  every  place,  and  every  ear ; 
When  the  great  ftorms  and  difnial  night 

Did  all  the  land  affright ; 
'Twas  time  for  thee  to  bring  forth  all  our  liglit. 

Thou  left'ft  thy  more  delightful  peace, 

Thy  private  life  and  better  eafe  ; 
Then  dovyn  thy  ftee!  and  armour  tock, 
Wifliing  that  it  ftill  hung  upon  the  hook  : 
When  death  had  got  a  large  comnilflion  out. 
Throwing  the  arrows  and  her  fling  about ; 
Then  thou  (as  once  the  healing  forpent  rofc) 

Waft  lifted  up,  not  for  thyfelf  but  us. 
vn. 
Thy  country  wounded  was,  and  fick,  before 

Thy  wars  and  arms  did  her  reftorc  : 

Thou  kncw'ft  where  the  difcafe  did  lie, 

And  like  the  cure  of  fympathy, 
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Unto  the  weapon  didft  apply  ; 
Thou  didil  not  draw  the  fword,  and  Ca 

Away  the  fcabbard  throw. 

As  it  tliy  country  fhou'd 

Be  the  inheritance  of  Mars  and  blood  : 
But  that,  when  the  great  work  v.-as  fpun, 

War  in  itfelf  fhould  be  undone  : 
That  peace  might  land  again  upon  the  fhore, 

Richer  and  better  than  before  : 

The  hufbandman  no  fteel  (hall  know. 

None  but  the  ufeful  iron  of  the  plow  ; 

That  bays  might  creep  on  every  fpear  : 

And  though  our  fky  was  ovcrfpread 

With  a  deftrudlive  red, 
'Twas  but  till  thou  our  fun  didft  in  full  light 
appear. 

VIII. 

When  Ajax  dy'd,  the  purple  blood, 

That  from  his  gaping  wound  had  flow'd, 
Turn'd  into  letter,  every  leaf 
Had  on  it  wrote  his  epitaph  : 

So  from  that  crimfon  flood. 

Which  thou  by  fate  of  times  wert  led 
Unwillingly  to  fhed, 

Letters  and  learning  rofe,  and  arts  rcnew'J  : 
Thi  u  fought'ft,  not  out  of  envy,  hope,  or  hate. 

But  to  refine  the  church  and  ftate ; 

And  like  the  Romans,  whate'er  thou 

In  the  field  of  Mars  didft  mow. 
Was,  that  a  holy  ifland  hence  might  grow. 
Thy  wars,  as  rivers  raifed  by  a  fhowcr, 
which  welcome  clouds  do  pour,  , 

Though  they  at  firft  may  feem 
To  carry  all  away  with  an  enraged  ftream; 

Yet  did  not  happen  that  they  might  deftroy. 

Or  the  better  parts  annoy  : 

But  all  the  filth  and  mud  to  fcour. 

And  leave  behind  another  flime. 
To  give  a  birth  to  a  more  happy  povirer. 

IX. 

In  fields  unconquer'd,  and  fo  well 

Thou  didll  in  battles  and  in  arms  excel; 

That  fteely  arms  themfelves  might  be 

Worn  out  iu  war  as  foon  as  tliee ; 
Succefi  fo  clofe  upon  thy  troops  did  wait. 
As  if  thou  firft  hadft  conquer'd  fate; 

As  if  uncertain  vit^lory 

Had  been  firft  o'ercome  by  thee  ; 
As  if  her  wings  were  dipt,  and  could  not  flee, 

Whilft  thou  didft  only  ftrve, 
Before  thou  hadft  what  firft  thou  didft  deferve. 

Others  by  thee  did  great  things  do, 
Triumph'dit  thyfelf,  and  mad'ft  them  triumph  too 

Though  they  above  thee  did  appear. 
As  yet  in  a  more  large  and  higher  fphere  : 
Thou,  the  great  fun,  gav'ft  light  to  every  flar  : 

Thyfelf  an  army  wert  alone. 

And  nilj^hty  troops  contaiii'd  in  one. 
Thy  only  fword  did  guard  the  land, 
Like  that  which,  flaming  in  the  angel's  hand, 

From  men  God's  garden  did  defend; 

But  yet  thy  fword  did  more  than  his. 
Not  only  guarded,  but  did  jr-akc  this  l.'.nd  a  para- 
difc. 
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Thou  fought'fl  not  to  be  high  or  great, 

Nor  for  a  fceptre  or  a  crown. 

Or  ermine,  purple,  or  the  throne  ; 
But  as  the  veftal  heat. 
Thy  fire  was  kindled  from  absve  alone ; 

Religion  putting  on  thy  ftiield 

Brought  thee  viiStorious  to  the  field. 
Thy  arms,  like  thofe  which  ancient  heroes  were, 

Were  given  by  the  God  thou  didfl  adore  : 

And  all  the  fwords  thy  armies  had. 

Were  on  an  heavenly  anvil  made  ; 
Not  intereft,  or  any  weak  defirc 
Of  rule  or  empire,  did  thy  mind  infpire  ; 

Thy  valour  like  the  holy  fire. 

Which  did  before  the  Perfian  armies  go, 
Liv'd  in  the  camp,  and  yet  was  facred  too  ; 

Thy  mighty  fword  anticipates 
What  was  deferv'd  by  heaven  and  thofe  bleft  feats. 
And  makes  the  church  triumphant  here  below. 

XI. 

Though  fortune  did  hang  on  thy  fword. 
And  did  obey  ihy  mijjhty  worci ; 
Though  fortune,  for  thy  fide  and  thee, 
Forgot  her  lov'd  inconftancy  : 

Aroidft  thy  arms  and  trophies  thou 

Were  valiant  and  gentle  too  ; 

Wound'fl  thyfelf,  when  thou  didft  kill  thy  foe. 
L.ike  fteel,  when  it  much  work  has  paft. 
That  which  was  rough  does  fhine  at  lafl, 
Thy  arms  by  being  oftener  us'd  did  fmoother 
grow. 

Nor  did  thy  battles  make  thee  proud  or  high. 
Thy  conqueft-l'ais'd  the  (late,  not  thee  : 
Thou  overcam'ft  thylelf  in  every  vidlory. 
As  when  the  fun  in  a  diredcer  line 
Upon  a  polifh'd  golden  fhield  doth  fhine. 

The  fhield  reflevfts  unto  the  fun  again  his  light  : 

So  when  the  heavens  fmii'd  on  thee  in  fight ; 
When  thy  propitious  God  had  lent 
Succefs  and  victory  to  rhy  tent ; 

To  heaven  again  the  vicftory  was  feut. 

Xll. 

England,  till  thou  didfl  come, 
Coiifin'd  her  valour  home  ; 
Then  our  own  rocks  did  fland 
Bounds  to  our  fame  as  well  as  land, 
And  were  to  us  as  well 
As  to  our  enemies  unpafTable  : 
We  were  afham'd  at  what  we  read, 
And  blufh'd  at  what  our  fathers  did, 
Becaufe  they  came  fo  far  behind  the  dead. 
The  Britifh  lion  hung  his  mane,  and  droop'd, 
To  flavery  and  burden  floop'd. 
With  a  Regenerate  fleep  and  ftar 
Lay  in  his  den,  and  languifh'd  there  ; 

At  whofe  leaft  voice  before, 
A  trembling  echo  ran  through  every  fhore. 

And  fhook  the  world  at  every  roar  : 
Thou  his  fubdued  courage  didft  reftore. 
Sharpen  his  claws,  and  from  his  eyes 
Mad'fl  the  fame  dreadful  lightning  rife  ; 
Mad'ft   him   again    afiright   the  neighbouring 
floods, 
Elis  mighty  thunder  founds  through  all  the  woods : 


Thou  haO.  our  military  fame  redeem'd, 

Which  was  loft,  or  clouded  feem'd: 
Nay,  more,  heaven  did  by  thee  beftow 
On  us,  at  once  an  iron  age  and  happy  too. 

XIII. 

Till  thou  command'ft,  that  azure  chain  of  waves, 
Which  nature  round  about  us  fent. 
Made  us  to  every  pirate  flaves. 
Was  rather  burden  than  an  ornament ; 
Thofe  fields  of  fea,  that  wafh'd  our  fhores, 
Were  plow'd  and  reap'd  by  other  hands  than  our»: 
To  us  the  liquid  mafs. 

Which  doth  about  us  run, 
As  it  ii  to  the  fun. 
Only  a  bed  to  flecp  on  was : 
And  not  as  now  a  powerful  throne. 
To  fhake  and  fv/ay  the  world  thereon. 
Our  princes  in  their  hand  a  globe  did  fhew. 
But  not  a  perfeft  one, 
Conipos'd  of  earth  and  water  too. 
But  thy  commands  the  floods  obey 'd, 
Thou  all  the  wildernofs  of  water  fway'd  : 
Thou  didft  not  only  wed  the  fee. 
Not  make  her  equal,  but  a  flave  to  thee. 
Neptune  himfelf  did  bear  thy  yoke, 
Stoop'd,  and  trembled  at  thy  ftroke  : 
He  that  ruled  all  the  main, 
Acknowledg'd  thee  his  foyereign  : 
And  now  the  conquer'd  fea  doth  pay 
More  tribute  to  thy  Thames  than  that  unto  the  fea. 

xiv.       • 
Till  now  our  valour  did  ourfelves  more  hurt ; 
Our  wounds  to  other  nations  were  a  fport  : 
And  as  tlie  earth,  our  land  produc'd     [us'd  : 
Iron  and  fteel,   which   fhould  to  tear  ourfelves  be 
Our  ftrength  within  itfelf  did  break, 
JLike  thundering  cannons  crack. 
And  kiU'd  thofe  that  were  near. 
While  th'  enemies  fecure  and  untouch'd  were. 
But  now  our  trumpets  thou  hall  made  to  found 
Againft  their  enemies  walls  in  foreign  ground; 
And  yet  no  eclio  back  to  us  returning  found. 
England  is  now  the  happy  peaceful  ifle, 

And  all  the  world  the  while 
Is  exercifing  arms  and  wars  ' 
With  foreign  or  inteftine  jars. 
The  torch  extinguifh'd  here,  we  lent  to  ethers  oil 
We  give  to  all,  yet  know  ourfelves  no  fear ; 
We  reach  the  flame  of  ruin  and  of  death. 
Where'er  we  pleafe  our  fwords  t'  unfheath, 
Whilft  we  in  calm  and  temperate  regions  breathe  ; 
Like  to  the  fun,  whofe  heat  is  hurl'd 
Throi.gh  every  corner  of  the  world  ; 
Whofe  flame  through  all  the  air  doth  go,    [know. 
And  yet  the  fun  himfelf  the  while  no  fire  does 

XV. 

Befides,  the  glories  of  thy  peace 

Are  not  in  number  nor  in  value  lefs. 
Thy  hand  did  cure,  and  clofe  the  fears 
Of  our  bloody  civil  wars; 

Not  only  lanc'd  but  heal'd  the  wound. 
Made  us  again  as  healthy  and  as  found  : 
When  now  the  fliip  was  well  nigh  loft, 

After  the  ftorm  upon  the  coaft. 
By  its  mariners  endanger'd  moft  ; 
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When  tliey  their  ropes  and  helms  Lad  left, 
When  the  planks  afunder  cleft, 
And  floods  came  roaring  in  wiih  miphty  found, 
Thou  a  fafe  land  and  harbour  for  us  found, 
And    favedft  thofe  that  would   themfelves   have 

drew  n'd; 
A  work  which  none  but  heaven  snd  thou  could  do. 
Thou  niadil  us  happy  wl.ether  we  would  or  no  : 
Thy  judgment,  mercy,  temperance  fo  gfreat, 
As  if  tinufe  virtues  only  in  thy  mind  had  feat : 
Thy  piety  not  only  in  the  field,  hut  peace, 
When  heaven  fecm'd  to  be  v/anted  lealt ; 
Thy  temples  not  like  Janus  only  were 

Open  in  the  time  of  war, 
When  thou  hafl  greater  caufe  to  fear  : 
Religion  and  the  awe  of  heaven  pfiffeft 
All  places  and  all  times  alike  thy  breaft. 

XVI. 

I\'or  didfl;  thou  only  for  thy  age  provide, 
But  for  the  years  to  come  hefide ; 
Our  p.fter  tkrtes'and  late  pofterity 

Shall- pdy  Wto  th;  fame  as  much  as  we  ; 
They  too  ah;  made  by  thee. 
When  fate  did' call  thee  to  a  higher  throne, 
And  when  thy  mortal  work  was  done. 
When  heaven  did  fay  it,  and  thou  niuft  be  gone, 

Thou  him  to  bear  thy  burden  chofe, 
Who  might   (if ''any  could)   make  us  forget  thy 
Nor  hadft  thou  him  dcfign'd,  [lofs; 

Had  he  not  been 

Not  (;nly  to  t*y  blood,  but  virtue  kin. 
Not  only  heirlihto  thy  throne,  but  mind: 
'Tis  he  fliall  perfeiS;  all  thy  C2»es, 
A.nd  with  a  finer  thread  weave  out  thy  loom  : 
fco  one  did  bring  the  chcfen  people  from 

Their  flavery  and  fears, 
Led  them  ttirough  their  pathlcfs  road  ; 
Guided  himftlf  by  God, 
H'as  brought  them  to  the  borders ;  but  a  fecond 

hand      " 
Did  fettle  and  fecure  them  in  the  promis'd  land. 


TO  A  PERSON  OF  HONOUR, 

(MR.  EDWARD  Howard), 

Ufon  his  incemparable,  ir.compreheiijible  Poem.,    in- 
titukd  "  The  Britifi  Princes." 

Your  hook  our  old  knight  errants  fame  revives, 
Wi  it  in  a  ftyle  agreeing  with  their  lives. 
All  rumours  ftrcngth  their  prowefs  did  out-go, 
All  rumours  Ikill  your  verfes  iar  out-do  : 


To  praife  the  Welfli  the  world  muft  now  com- 
bine, 
Since  to  their  leeks  you  do  your  laurel  join  : 
Such  lofty  ftrains  your  country's  ftory  fit, 
Whofe  mountain  nothing  equals  but  your  wit. 

Bonduca,  Virere  fhe  fuch  as  here  we  fee 
(In  Britifli  paint),  none  could  more  dreadful  be  : 
With  naked  armies  fhe  enconnter'd  Rome, 
Whofe    flrength    with   naked   nature    you    o'er- 

come. 
Nor  let  fmall  critics  blame  this  mighty  queen, 
That  in  king  Arthur's  time  fhe  here  is  ieen  : 
You  that  can  make  immortal  by  your  fong. 
May  well  one  life  four  hundred  years  prolong. 
Thus  Virgil  bravely  dar'd  for  Dido's  love. 
The  fettled  coiirfe  of  time  and  years  to  move. 
Though  him  you  imirate  in  this  alone. 
In  all  things  elfe  you  borrow  help  from  none  : 
No  antique  tale  of  Greece  or  Pvome  you  take. 
Their  fables  and  examples  you  forfake. 
With  true  heroic  glory  you  difplay 
A  fubjeft  new,  writ  in  the  neweft  way. 

Go  forth,  great  author,  for  the  world's  delight ; 
Teach   it,  what  none  e'er  taught  you,  how   to' 

write; 
They  talk  ftrange  things  that  ancient  poets  did. 
How  trees  and  ftones  they  into  buildings  lead  : 
For  poems  to  raife  cities,  now,  'tis  hard  ; 
But  yours,  at  leaft,  will  build  half  Paul's  church- 
yard. 


ON  HIS  MISTRESS  D-j^OWN'D. 

Sweet  flream,  that  dofl;  with  equal  pace 
Both  thyfelf  fly  and  thyfclf  chace, 

Forbear  awhile  to  flou-. 

And  liften  to  my  woe. 

Then  go  and  tell  the  fea  that  all  its  brine 

Is  frefh,  compar'd  to  mine: 
Inform  it  that  the  gentler  dame 
Who  was  the  life  of  all  my  flame, 

I'  th'  glory  of  her  l)ud 

Has  pafs'd  the  fatal  flood, 
Death  by  this  only  ftroke  triumphs  above 

The  greateft  power  of  love  : 

Alas,  alas  1   I  muft  give  o'er, 
My  fighs  will  let  me  add  no  more. 

Go  on,  fweet  flieani,  and  henceforth  reft 
No  more  than  does  my  troubled  breaft  ; 
And  il  my  fad  complaints  have  made  thee  ftay, 
Thcfe  tears,  thefe  tears,  fliall  mend  thy  \Vay. 


THE  PLAGUE  OE  ATHENS, 

WHICH  HAPPENED  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR  OF  THE 
PELOPONNESIAN    WAR: 

Fii-fi  dtfcfibid  in   Gie:k  by    ThucyihUsy    then   In  Latin  by  Lucretius, 


To  my  worthy  and  learned  Friend, 

D  R.      WALTER     POPE, 

Late  Proclor  of  the  Univerjity  of  Oxford. 


S  !R, 


J  KNOW  not  what  pleafure  you  could  take  in  he-  ' 
ftovving  your  commands  fo  unprofitably,  unlefs  it 
be  that  for  which  nature  fometimes  cheriflies  and 
allows  monilers,  the  love  of  variety.  This  only 
delight  you  will  receive  by  turning  over  this  tude 
and  Dnpolifhed  copy,  and  comparing  it  with  my 
excellent  patterns,  the  Greek  and  Latin.  By  this 
you  v^ill  lee  how  much  a  noble  fubjcfb  is  changed 
and  disfigured  by  an  ill  hand,  and  what  real'on 
Alexander  had  to  forbid  his  pidture  to  be  drawn 
but  by  fome  celebrated  pencil.  In  Greek,  Thu- 
cydides  fo  well  and  fo  iivelily  expfcffes  it,  that  I 
know  not  which  is  more  a  poem,  his  defcription 
cr  that  of  Lucretius.  Though  it  muft  be  faid, 
that  the  hiflorian  had  a  vaft  advantage  over  the 
poet :  he,  having  been  prefent  on  the  place,  and 
affkulted  by  the  difeafc  himfelf,  had  the  horror 
familiar  to  his  eyes,  and  all  the  iliapes  of  the  mi- 
fery  ftill  remaining  on  his  mind,  which  mull  needs 
make  a  great  iinprefTion  on  his  pen  and  fancy  ; 
whereas  tlie  pott  was  forced  to  follow  his  foot- 
fteps,  and  only  work  on  that  matter  he  allov.'ed 
him.  This  I  fpcak,  becaufe  it  may  in  fome  mea- 
fure  too  excufe  my  own  defedls  :  for  being  fo  far 
removed  from  the  place  whereon  the  difeafe  adled. 
his  tragedy,  and  time  having  denied  us  many  of 
th.e  ciixunirtances,  cuitoms  of  the  country,  and 
other  fmal!  things  which  would  be  of  gteac  ufe  to 
*ny  one  who  did  intend  to  be  perfect  on  the  fub- 
\iSt;  befides  only  writing  by  an  idea  vi  that  which 
1  never  yet  faw,  nor  care  to  feel  (being  not  of 
the  humour  of  the  painter  in  Sir  Fhiiip  Sidney, 
^vho  thrult  himfelf  into  the  midft  of  a  fight,  that 
he  might  the  better  delineate  it).  Having,  I  fay, 
all  thefe  difadvantages,  and  many  more  for  which 
\  niiiil  only  blame  myfelf,  it  cannot  be  expcdled 


that  T  fhould  come  near  equalling  him,  in  whon% 
none  of  the  contrary  advantages  were  wanting. 
Thus  then,  Sir,  by  emboldening  mc  to  this  rafh. 
attempt,  you  have  given  opportunity  to  the  Greek 
and  Latin  to  triumph  over  our  mother-tongue. 
Yet  I  would  not  have  the  honour  of  the  countries 
or  languages  engaged  in  the  com),  arifon,  but  that 
the  inequality  fliould  reach  no  farther  than  the 
authors.  But  I  have  much  reafon  to  fear  the  jufl: 
indignation  of  that  excellent  perl'on  (the  prefent 
ornament  and  honour  of  our  nation)  whofe  way 
of  writing  I  imitate  :  for  he  may  think  himfelf  as 
much  injured  by  my  following  him.  as  were  the 
heavens  by  that  bold  man's  counterfeiting  the  fa- 
cred  and  unimitable  noife  of  thunder,  by  the  found 
of  brafs  and  horfes  hoofs.  I  fhall  only  fay  for  my- 
felf,  that  I  took  Cicero's  advice,  who  bids  ns,  in 
imitation,  propofe  the  noblefl  pattern  to  our 
thoughts;  for  fo  we  may  be  fure  to  be  raifed  a- 
hove  the  common  level,  though  we  come  infinite- 
ly iliort  of  what  we  aim  at.  Yet  I  hope  that  re- 
nowned pnet  will  have  none  of  my  crimes  any 
way  refledl  on  himfelf;  for  it  was  not  any  fault 
in  the  excellent  mufician,  that  the  weak  bird,  en- 
deavouring by  flraining  its  throat  to  follow  his 
notes,  dellroyed  itfelf  in  the  attempt.  Well,  Sir, 
by  this,  that  I  have  chofen  rather  to  expofe  myfelr 
than  to  be  difobedient,  you  may  guefs  with  what 
zeal  and  hazard  I  ftrive  to  approve  myfelf. 

Sir, 

Your  mofl  humble  and 

aflfcdionate  fcrvanf, 

I  THO.  SPRAT, 

3.  A  iiij 


THUCTDIDES. 

LIB.    II. 

AS  IT  IS  EXCELLENTLY  TRANSLATED  BY  MR.  HOBBES. 


In  the  very  beginning  of  fummer,  the  Pelopon- 
nefians,  and  their  confederates,  with  two-thirds 
of  their  forces,  as  ttffbre,  invaded  Attica,  under 
the  condudl  of  ArcHidamus,  the  fon  of  Zcuxida- 
mas,  king  of  Lacedemon;  and,  after  they  had 
encamped  thennfelves,  wafted'  the  country  about 
them. 

They  had  not  been  many  days  in  Attica,  when 
the  plague  firft  began  amorigft  the  Athenians,  faid 
alfo  to  have  feized  formerly  on  divers  other  parts, 
as  about  Lemnos,  and  elfewhcre  ;  but  fo  great  a 
plague,  and  mortality  of  men,  was  never  remem- 
bered to  have  happened  in  any  place  before  :  for 
at  firft  neither  were  thfe  phyficians  able  to  cure  it, 
through  ignorance  of  what  it  was,  but  died  fafteft 
themfelves,  as  being  the  men  that  moft  approach- 
ed the  lick,  nor  any  other  art  of  man  availed 
■whatfoever.  All  fupplications  to  the  gods,  and 
inquiries  of  oracles,  and  whatfoever  other  means 
they  ufed  of  that  kind,  proved  all  unprofitable, 
infomuch  as,  fufadued  with 'the  greatnefs  of  the 
evil,  they  gave  them  all  over.  It  began' (by  re- 
port) firft  in  that  part  of  ^Ethiopia  that  lieth  upon 
jEgypt,  and  thence  fell  down  into  ^gypt  and 
Afric,  and  into  the  greateft  part  of  the  territories 
of  the  king.  It  invaded  Athens  on  a  fudden,  and 
touched  firft  upon  thofe  that  dwelt  in  Pyrxus,  in- 
fomuch as  they  reported  that  the  Peloponnefians 
had  caft  poifon  into  their  wells;  f'>r  fprings  there 
•were  not  aiiy  in  that  place.  But  afterwards  it 
came  up  into  the  high  city,  and  then  they  died  a 
great  deal  fafter.  ■  Now  let  every  man,  phyfician 
or  other,  concerning  the  ground  of  this  ficknefs,' 
whence  it  fprung,  and  what  caufes  he  thinks  able 
to  produce  fo  great  an  alteration,  fpeak  according 
to  his  own  knowledge  :  for  my  own  part,  I  will 
deliver  but  the  manner  of  it, 'and  lay  open  only 
fuch  things  as  one  may  take  his  mark  by  to  difco- 
ver  the  fame  if  it  come  again,  having  been  both 
fick  of  it  myfelf,  and  feen  others  fick  of  the  fame. 
This  year,  by  confeffion  of  all  men,  was  of  all 
other,  for  other  difeafes,  moft  free  aad  healthful. 


If  any  man  were  fick  before,  his  difeafe  turned  to 
this;  if  not,  yet  fuddenly,  without  any  apparent 
caufe  preceding,  and  being  in  perfedl  health,  they 
were  taken  firft  with  an  extreme  ache  in  their 
heads,  rednefs  and  inflammation  in  the  eyes  ;  and 
then  inwardly  their  throats  and  tongues  grew  pre- 
fently  bloody,  and  their  breath  noifome  and  unfa- 
voury.  Upon  this  followed  a  fneczing  and  hoarfe- 
hcfs;  and  not  long  after,  the  pain,  together  with 
a  mighty  cough,  came  down  into  the  brcaft:  and 
when  once  it  was  fettled  in  the  ftomach,  it  caufcd 
vomit,  and  with  great  torment  came  up  all  man- 
ner of  bilious  purgation  that  phyficians  ever  named. 
Moft  of  them  had  alfo  tJie  hickyexe,  which  brought 
wirh  it  a  ftrong  convulfion,  and  in  fome  ceafed 
quickly,  but  in  others  was  long  before  it  gave 
over.  Their  bodies  outwardly  to  the  touch  were 
neither  very  hot  nor  pale,  but  reddifti,  livid,  and 
beflowered  with  little  pimples  and  whelks;  but  lb 
burned  inwardly,  as  not  to  endure  any  the  lighteft 
clothes  or  linen  garment  to  be  upon  them,  nor 
any  thing  but  mere  nakednefs,  but  rather  moft 
willingly  to  liave  caft  themfelves  into  the  cold 
water.  And  many  of  them  that  were  not  looked 
to,  polTelfed  with  infatiate  thirft,  ran  unto  the 
wells;  and  to  drink  much  or  little  was  indifferent, 
being  ftill  from  eafe  and  power  to  fleep  as  far  as 
ever.  ,       . 

As  long  as  the  difeafe  was  at  the  height,  their 
bodies  wafted  not,  but  refilled  the  torment  beyond 
all  expedlation,  infomuch  as  the  moft  of  them  ei- 
ther died  of  their  inward  burning  in  nine  or  feveii 
days,  whilft  they'  had  yet  ftrength  ;  or  if  they 
efcaped  that,  then,  the  dii'eafe  falling  down  in 
their  bellies,  and  caufing  there  great  exulcerati  ns 
and  immoderate  loofencfs,  they  died  many  of  thtni 
afterwards  through  weaknefs ;  for  the  difeafe 
(which  firft  to(ik  the  head)  began  above,  and 
came  down,  and  paffed  through  the  v/hole  body  : 
and  he  that  overcame  the  worft  of  it  was  yet: 
marked  with  the  lofs  of  his  extreme  parts ;  for, 
breaking  out  both  at  their  privy  members,  and  at 
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their  fingers  and  toes,  many  with  the  lofs  of  thefe 
cfcaped.  There  were  alfo  feme  that  loft  their 
eyes,  and  many  that  prefently  upon  their  reco- 
very  were  taken  with  luch  an  obhvion  of  all  things 
whatfoever,  as  they  neither  knew  themfelves  nor 
their  acquaintance.  For  this  was  a  kind  of  fick- 
nefs  which  far  furmounted  all  expreflion  of  words, 
and  both  exceeded  human  nature  iij  the  cruelty 
wherewith  it  handled  each  one,  and  appeared  alfo 
otherwife  to  be  none  of  thofe  difeafes  that  are  bred 
among  us,  and  that  cfpecjally  by  this;  for  all, 
both  birds  and  beafts,  that  ufe  to  feed  on  human 
flefli,  though  many  men  lay  abroad  unhuried,  ei- 
ther came  not  at  them,  or  tailing,  perifhed.  An 
argument  whereof,  as  touching  the  birds,  was  the 
manifeft  defedl  of  fuch  fowl,  which  were  not  then 
feen,  either  about  the  carcafes,  or  any  where  elfe  ; 
but  by  the  dogs,  becaufe  they  are  familiar  with 
men,  this  efFe<5l  was  feen  much  clearer.  So  that 
this  difeafe  (to  pafs  over  many  flrange  particulars 
of  the  accidents  that  fome  had  differently  from 
others)  was  in  general  fuch  as  I  have  fhewn ;  and 
for  <jther  ufual  fickneffes  at  that  time,  no  man 
was  troubled  with  any.  Now  they  died,  fome 
for  want  of  attendance,  and  fome  again  with  all 
the  care  and  phyfic  that  could  he  ufed.  Nor  was 
there  any,  to  fay,  certain  medicine,  that  applied 
muft  have  helped  them;  for  if  it  did  good  to  one, 
it  did  harm  to  another:  nor  any  difference  of  bo- 
dy for  ftrength  or  weaknefs  that  was  able  to  refifl: 
it ;  but  carried  all  away,  what  phyfic  foever  was 
adminiftered.  But  the  greateft  mifery  of  all  was, 
the  dcfe(ftion  of  mind,  in  fuch  as  found  themfelves 
beginning  to  be  fick  (for  they  grew  prefently 
defperate,  and  gave  themfelves  over  without  mak- 
ing any  refiftance)  ;  as  alfo  their  dying  thus  like 
fheep,  infe6l:ed  by  mutual  vifitation  :  for  if  men 
forbore  to  vifit  them  for  fear,  then  they  died  for- 
lorn, whereby  many  families  became  empty,  for 
want  of  fuch  as  fhould  take  care  of  them.  If  they 
forbore  not,  then  they  died  themfelves,  and  prin- 
cipally the  honeileft  men  :  for  out  of  fhame  they 
would  not  fpare  themfelves,  bnt  went  in  unto 
iheir  friends,  efpecially  after  it  was  come  to  that 
pafs,  that  even  their  domeftici,  wearied  with  the 
lamentations  of  them  that  died,  and  overcome 
with  the  greatnefs  of  the  calamity,  were  no  longer 
moved  therewith.  But  thofe  that  were  recover- 
ed, had  much  compaffion  both  on  them  that  died, 
and  on  them  that  lay  fick,  as  having  both  known 
the  mifery  themfelves,  aad  now  no  more  fubjcd; 
to  the  like  danger ;  for  this  difeafe  never  took  a 
man  the  f^cond  time,  fo  as  to  be  mortal.  And 
4^- 


thefe  men  were  both  by  others  counted  happy ; 
and  they  alfo  themfelves,  through  excefs  of  pre- 
fent  joy,  conceived  a  kind  of  light  hope  never  to 
die  of  any  other  ficknefs  hereafter.  Belidcs  the 
prefent  afHixSlion,  the  reception  of  the  country 
people  and  of  their  fubftance  into  the  city,  op- 
preffed  both  them,  and  much  more  the  people 
themfelves  that  fo  came  in :  for,  having  no  houfes, 
but  dwelling  at  that  time  of  the  year  in  flifling 
booths,  the  mortality  was  now  without  all  form  ; 
and  dying  men  lay  tumbling  one  upon  another  in 
the  flreets,  and  men  half  dead  about  every  conduit 
through  defire  of  water.  The  temples  alfo  where 
they  dwelt  in  tents  were  all  full  of  the  dead  that 
died  within  them ;  for,  oppreffed  with  the  vio- 
lence of  the  calamity,  and  not  knowing  what  to 
do,  men  grew  carelefs,  both  of  holy  and  profane 
things  alike.  And  the  laws  which  they  formerly 
ufed  touching  funerals  were  all  now  broken,  eve- 
ry "ne  burying  where  he  could  find  room.  And 
many  for  want  of  things  neceffary,  after  io  many 
deaths  before,  were  forced  to  become  impudent  in 
the  funerals  of  their  friends :  for  when  one  had 
made  a  funeral  pile,  another  getting  before  him 
would  throw  on  his  dead,  and  give  it  fire  :  and 
when  one  was  in  burning,  another  would  come, 
and,  having  caft  thereon  him  whom  he  carried, 
go  his  way  again.  And  the  great  licentioufnefs, 
which  alfo  in  other  kinds  was  ufed  in  the  city,  be- 
gan at  firft  from  this  difeafe  :  for  that  which  a 
man  before  would  diffemble,  and  not  acknowledge 
to  be  done  for  voluptuoufntfs,  he  durft  now  do 
freely,  feeing  before  his  eyes  fuch  quick  revolu- 
tion, of  the  rich  dying,  and  men  worth  nothing- 
inheriting  their  eftates  ;  infomuch  as  they  juflified 
a  fpcedy  fruition  of  their  goods,  even  for  their 
pleafure,  as  men  that  thought  they  held  their  lives 
but  by  the  day.  As  for  pains,  no  man  was  for- 
ward in  any  adiion  of  honour,  to  take  any,  becaufe 
they  thought  it  uncertain  whether  they  Ihould  die 
or  not  before  they  atchieved  it.  But  what  any 
man  knew  to  be  delightful,  and  to  be  profitable 
to  pleafure,  that  was  made  both  profitable  and  ho- 
nourable. Neither  the  fear  of  the  gods,  nor  laws 
of  men,  awed  any  man.  Not  the  former,  becaufe 
they  concluded  it  was  alike  to  worfhip  or  not 
worlhip,  from  feeing  that  alike  they  all  perifhed  : 
nor  the  latter,  becaufe  no  man  expecfted  that  his 
life  would  laft  till  he  received  punifhment  of  his 
crimes  by  judgment.  But  they  thought  there  was 
now  over  their  heads  fome  far  greater  judgment 
decreed  againft  them ;  before  which  fell,  they 
thought  to  enjoy  fome  little  part  of  their  lives. 
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Unhappy  man!  by  nature  made  to  fway 

And  yet  is  every  creature's  prey, 
Deftroy'd  by  thole  that  Ihciuld  his  power  obey. 
Of  the  whole  world  v/e  call  mankind  the  lords, 
Flattering  ourfelves  with  mighty  words; 
Of  all  things  we  the  nionarchs  are. 
And  fo  we  rule,  and  fo  we  domineer  ; 
All  creatures  elle  about  us  ftand 
Like  fome  praetorian  band, 
To  guard,  to  help,  and  to  defend  ; 
Yet  they  fometimcs  prove  enemies, 
Scmetlnies  againft  us  rife  ; 
Our  very  guards  rebel  and  tyrannife. 
Thcufand  difeafcs  fent  by  fate 
(Unhappy  fervants !)  on  us  wait; 
A  thoufand  treacheries  within 
Are  laid,  weak  life  to  win ; 
Huge  troops  of  maladies  without 
(A  grim,  a  meagre,  and  a  dreadful  rout!) 

Some  formal  fieges  make, 
And  with  fure  flownefs  do  our  bodies  take  ; 
Some  with  quick  violence  ftorm  the  town, 
And  throw  all  in  a  moment  down;  j 

Some  one  peculiar  fort  affail. 
Some  by  general  attempts  prevail. 
Small  herbs,  alas  1   can  only  us  lelieve; 
And  fniall  is  the  ailiHance  they  can  give; 
How  can  the  fading  offspring  of  the  field 
Sure  health  and  fuccour  yield  ? 
What  flrong  and  certain  remedy. 
What  firm  and  lafting  life  can  ours  be, 
When  that  which  makes  us  live  doth  every  win- 
ter die  ? 

II. 
Nor  is  this  all :    we  do  not  only  breed 
Within  ourfelves  the  fatal  feed 
Of  change,  and  of  decreafe  in  every  part, 
Head,  belly,  flomach,  and  root  of  life,  the  heart; 
Not  only  have  our  autumn,  when  we  muft 
Of  our  own  nature  turn  to  duft, 
When  leaves  and  fruit  muft  fall; 
But  are  expos'd  to  mighty  tcmpefts  too, 
Which  do  at  once  what  they  would  lit  wly  do. 
Which  throw  down  fruit  and  tree  of  life  withal. 
From  ruin  we  in  vain 
Our  bodies  by  repair  maintain, 


Bodies  compos'd  of  ftuff 
R'louldenng  and  frail  enough ; 
Yet  from  without  as  well  we  fear 
A  dangerous  and  deftruiftive  war. 
From  heaven,  from  earth,  from  fea,  from  air, 
Wc  like  the  Roman  empire  fhall  decay ; 
And  our  own  force  would  melt  away 

By  the  inteftine  jar 
Of  elements,  which  on  each  other  prey, 
The   Casfars  and  the  Pompeys  which  within  we 
bear; 
Yet  are  (like  that)  in  danger  too 
Of  foreign  armies,  and  external  foe. 
Sometimes  the  Gothilh  and  the  barbarous  rage 
Of  plague  or  peftilence  attends  man's  age, 
W'hich  neither  force  nor  arts  affuage. 
Which  cannot  be  avoided  or  withftood. 
But  drowns,  and  over-runs  with  unexpesfted  flood, 
III. 
On  Ethiopia,  and  the  fouthern  faiids. 
The  unfrequented  coafts,  and  parched  lands, 
Whither  the  fun  too  kind  a  heat  doth  fend, 
(The  fun,  which  the  worfl  neighbour  is,  and  the 
befl  f I  lend) 
Hither  a  mortal  influence  came, 
A  fatal  and  unhappy  fliime, 
Kindled  by  heaven's  angry  beam. 
With    dreadful    frowns,    the    htavens    fcatter'd 
here 
Cruel  infedtious  heats  into  the  air  : 
Now  all  the  ftores  of  poifon  fent, 

Threatening  at  rince  a  general  doom, 
Lavifh'd  out  all  their  hate,  and  meant 
In  future  ages  to  be  innocent, 
Not  to  difturb  the  world  for  many  years  to  come. 
Hold,  heavens:    hold;   why  Ihould  your  fa- 

cred  fire. 
Which  doth  to  all  things  life  infpire. 
By  whofe  kind  beams  you  bring 
Forth  yearly  every  thing. 
Which  doth  th'  original  feed 
Of  all  things  in  the  womb  of  earth  that  breed. 

With  vital  heat  and  quickening  feed ; 
Why  fhould  you  now  that  heat  employ, 
The  earth,  the  air,  the  fields,  the  cities  to  annoy  ? 
That  which  before  reviv'd,  why  fhould  it  now  dc- 
ftfoy  ? 
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Thofe  Afric  deferts  flraight  were  double  deferts 
The  ravenous  beafts  were  left  alone,  [grown, 
The  ravenous  beafts  tlien  firft  began 
To  pity  their  old  enemy  man, 
And  blam'd  the  plague  for  v/hat  they  would  them- 
felves  have  dane. 
Nor  (laid  the  cruel  evil  there. 
Nor  could  be  long  coiifin'd  unto  one  air; 

Plagues  prefently  forfake 
The  wildernefs  which  they  themfelves  do  make. 
Away  the  deadly  breaths  their  journey  take. 

Driven  by  a  mighty  wind. 
They  a  new  booty  and  frefli  forage  find  : 

The  loaded  wind  went  fwiftly  on, 
And  as  it  pafs'd,  was  heard  to  figh  and  groan. 
On  Egypt  next  it  feiz'd. 
Nor  could  but  by  a  general  ruin  be  appeas'd, 
Egypt,  in  rage,  back  on  the  fouth  did  look. 
And  wonder'd  thence  lliould  come  th*  unhappy 
ftroke. 
From  whence  before  her  fruitfulnefs  fhe  took. 
Egypt  did  now  curfe  and  revile 
Thole  very  lands  from  whence  flie  has  her  Nile  ; 
Egypt  now  fear'd  another  Hebrew  God, 
Another  angel's  hand,  a  fecond  Aaron's  rod. 

V. 

Then  on  it  goes,  and  through  the  facred  land 

Its  angry  forces  did  command  ; 

But  God  did  place  an  angel  there 

In  violence  to  withfland. 
And  turn  into  another  voad  the  putrid  air. 
To  Tyre  it  came,  and  there  did  all  difcover ; 
Though  that  by  feas  might  think  itfelf  fecure. 

Not  {laid,  as  the  great  conqueror  did, 

Till  it  had  fill'd  and  ftopp'd  the  tide. 

Which  did  it  from  the  fliore  divide, 
Sut  pafs'd  the  waters,  and  did  all  poflefs, 

And  quickly  all  was  wildernefs. 

Thence  it  did  Perfia  over-run, 

And  all  that  facrifice  unto  the  fun  : 
In  every  limb  a  dreadful  pain  they  felt, 

Tortur'd  with  fecret  coals  they  melt ; 
The  Perfians  call'd  their  fun  in  vain, 

Their  god  increas'd  the  pain. 

They  look'd  up  to  their  god  no  more, 
But  curfe  the  beams  they  worfhipped  before, 
And  hate  the  very  fire  which  once  they  did  adore. 

VI. 

Glutted  with  the  ruin  of  the  eaft, 
§he  took  her  wings,  and  down  to  Athens  pafb'd ; 
Juft  plague  !  which  doft  no  parties  take, 
But  Greece  as  well  as  Perfia  f  ick. 
While  in  unnatural  quarrels  they 
(Like  frogs  and  mice)  each  other  flay; 
Thou  in  thy  ravenous  claws  took'fl  both  away. 
Thither  it  came,  and  did  deftroy  the  town, 
Whiifl  all  its  Ihips  and  foldiers  looked  on  ; 
And  now  the  Afian  plague  did  more 
Than  all  the  Afian  force  could  do  before. 
Without  the  vifall  the  Spartan  army  fate, 
The  Spartan  army  came  too  late  : 
For  now  there  was  no  farther  work  for  fate. 
They  faw  the  city  open  lay, 
An  eafy  and  a  bootlefs  prty ; 


They  faw  the  rampircs  empty  {land. 
The  fleets,  the  walls,  the  forts  unmann'd. 
No  need  of  cruelty  or  ilauglittrs  now, 

'i  he  plague  had  finifh'd  what  they  came  to  do  • 
They  might  now  unrefifled  enter  there, 
Dill  they  not  the  very  air 
More  than  the  Athenians  fear. 
The  air  itfelf  lo  thenr  was  v.'all  and  bulwarks  too 

VII. 

Unhappy  Athens !  it  is  true  thou  wert 
The  proudcfl  work  of  i-aure  and  of  art  : 
Learning  and  llrcngth  did  thee  compofe, 

As  foul  and  body  us  : 
But  yet  thou  only  thence  art  made 
A  nobler  prey  for  fates  t'  invade  ; 
Thofe    mighty  numbers    that    within    thee 
breathe, 
Do  only  ferve  to  make  a  fatter  fcaft  for  death. 
Death  in  the  moft  frequented  palace  lives ; 

Moft  tribute  from  the  crowd  receives  ; 
And  though  it  bears  a  fcythe,  and  feems  to  own 
A  ruftic  life  alone. 

It  loves  no  wildernefs. 
No  fcatter'd  villages. 
But  mighty  populous  palaces, 
The  throng,  tlie  tumult,  and  the  town. 
What  ftrange  unheard-of  conqutcor  is  this. 
Which  by  the  forces  tliat  refill  i:  doth  iucieafe  \ 
When  other  conquerors  are 
Obliged  to  make  a  flower  war, 
Nay  fometimes  for  themfelves  may  fear. 
And  muft  proceed  with  watchful  care, 
When  thicker  troops  of  enemies  appear; 
This  ftronger  ftill,  and  more  fuccefsful  growsj 
Down  looner  all  before  it  throws. 
If  greater  multitudes  of  men  do  it  oppofc. 

Vill, 

The  tyrant  firfl:  the  haven  did  fubduc ; 

Lately  rh'  Athenians  (it  knew) 
Themfelves  by  wooden  walls  didfave, 
And  therefore  firft  to  them  tii'  infetflion  gave. 

Left-  they  new  fuccour  thence  receive. 
Cruel  Pyrsus !  now  tliou  haft  undone 

The  honour  thou  before  hadft  won  ; 

Moc  all  thy  merchandife, 

Thy  wealth,  thy  treafurics. 
Which  from  all  coafts  thy  fleet  fupplies. 

Can  to  atone  thi-  crime  fulfice. 

Next  o'er  the  upper  town  it  fpread, 

AVith  mad  and  undifcerning  fpeed  ; 

In  every  corner,  every  ftreet, 

Without  a  guide  did  fet  its  feet. 
And  too  familiar  every  houfe  did  greet. 
Unhappy  queen  of  Greece  '   great  Thefcus  now 

Did  thee  a  mortal  injury  do. 

When  firft  in  wails  I  did  thee  clofe. 
When  firft  he  did  thy  citizens  reduce, 
lioufes  and  government,  and  laws  to  ufe.' 
It  had  been  better  if  thy  people  ftill 

Difperfcd  in  fome  field  or  hill. 
Though  lavage  and  undifciplincd,  did  dwell 

Though  barbarous,  untame,  and  rude, 
Than  by  their  numbers  thus  to  be  fubdu'd, 

To  be  by  their  own  fwarms  annoy'd, 
And  to  be  civiliz'd  only  to  be  deftroy'd. 
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Minerva  ftarted  when  flie  heard  the  noife, 

And  dying  men's  confufed  voice. 

From  heaven  in  hade,  fhe  came,  to  fee 

V/hat  was  the  mighty  prodigy. 
Upon  the  caftle  pinnacles  (he  fat, 

And  dar'd  not  nearer  fly, 
Kor  midft  fo  many  deaths  to  truft  her  very  deity. 
With  pitying  look  fhe  faw  at  every  gate 

Death  and  deftru<5lion  wait : 
She  wrung  her  hands,  and  call'd  on  Jove, 
And  all  tli'  immortal  powers  above; 
But  though  a  goddefs  now  did  pray. 
The  heavens  refus'd,  and  turn'd  their  ear  away. 

She  bro^ight  her  olive  and  her  fliield, 
Neither  of  thefe,  alas  I  affiftance  yield. 

She  lookt  upon  Medufa's  face, 

Was  angry  that  ftie  was 
Herfelf  of  an  immortal  race, 

Was  angry  that  her  Gorgon's  head 
Could  not  ftrike  her  as  well  as  others  dead. 
She  fat  and  wept  a  while,  and  then  away  (he  fled. 

Now  death  began  her  fword  to  whet, 

Not  all  the  Cyclops  fweat. 
Nor  Vulcan's  mighty  anvils,  could  prepare 

Weapons  enough  for  her. 
No  weapons  large  enough,  but  all  the  age 
Men  felt  the  heat  within  them  rage. 

And  hop'd  the  air  would  it  affuage, 
Call'd  for  its  help,  but  th'  air  did  them  deceive, 
And  aggrevate  the  ills  it  fhould  relieve. 

The  air  no  more  was  vital  now. 

But  did  a  mortal  poifon  g^ow  : 

The  lungs,  which  us'd  to  fan  the  heart, 

Oply  now  ferv'd  to  fire  each  part ; 

What  fliould  refrefh,  increas'd  the  fmart : 
And  now  their  very  breath, 
'The  chiefeft  fign   of  life,  was  turn'd  the  caufe 
of  death. 

XI. 

Upon  the  head  firft  the  difeafe. 
As  a  bold  conqueror,  doth  feize. 
Begins  with  man's  metropolis, 
Secur'd  the  capitol,  and  then  it  knew 
It  could  at  pleafure  weaker  parts  fubdue. 
Blood  ftarted  through  each  eye  ; 
The  rednefs  of  that  Iky 
Foretold  a  tempeft  nigh. 
The  tongue  did  flow  all  o'er 

With  clotted  filth  and  gore  ; 
As  doth  a  lion's  when  fonie  innocent  prey 
He  hath  devour'd  and  brought  away  : 
Hoarfencfs  and  fores  the  throat  did  fill. 
And  ftopt  the  pafTages  of  fpeech  and  life; 
No  room  was  left  for  groans  or  grief; 
Too  cruel  and  imperious  ill  I 
Which,  not  content  to  kill, 
With  tyrannous  and  dreadful  pain; 
Doft  take  from  men  the  very  power  to  coipplain. 
xn. 
Then  down  it  went  into  the  breaft. 
There  alt  the  feats  and  (hops  of  life  pofTcfs'd. 
Such  noifome  fmclls  from  thence  did  come, 
A3  if  the  ftomach  were  a  tomb ; 


No  food  would  there  abide," 
Or  if  it  did,  turn'd  to  the  enemy's  fide, 
The  very  meat  new  poifons  to  the  plague  fupply'd. 

Next,  to  the  heart  the  fires  came. 
The  heart  did  wonder  what  ufurping  fame, 
What  unknown  furnace,  fliuuid 
On  Its  more  natural  heat  intrude; 
Straight  call'd  its  fpirits  up,  but  found  top  well, 
It  was  too  latf  now  to  rebel. 
The  tainted  blood  its  courfe  began, 
And  carjied  death  where'er  it  ran  ; 
That  which  before  was  nature's  nobleft  art, 
The  circulation  from  the  heart, 
Was  mod  deftrucftful  now. 
And  nature  fpeedier  did  undo. 
For  that  the  f  jontr  did  impart 
The  poifon  and  the  fmart, 
Th'  infe<ftious  blood  to  every  diftant  part. 

XIII. 

The  belly  felt  at  lall  its  (hare. 

And  all  the  fubtile  labyrinths  there 
Of  winding  bowels  did  new  monfters  bear. 

Here  feven  days  it  rul'd  and  fway'd. 
And  often  kill'd,  becaule  it  death  fo  long  delay'd. 

But  if  through  ftrength  and  heat  of  age 

The  body  overcame  its  rage, 
The  plague  departed  as  the  devil  doth. 

When  driven  by  prayers  away  he  goeth. 

If  prayers  and  heaven  do  him  controul, 

And  if  he  cannot  have  the  foul, 
Himfelf  out  of  the  roof  or  window  throws, 

And  will  not  all  his  labour  lofe, 
But  takes  away  with  him  part  of  the  houfe  : 
So  here  the  vanqui(h'd  evil  took  from  them 

Who  conquer'd  it,  feme  part,  fome  limb. 

Some  loft  the  ufe  of  hands  and  eyes. 

Some  arms,  fome  legs,  fome  thighs  ; 

S'  tne  all  their  lives  before  forgot. 

Their  minds  were  but  one  darker  blot  ; 

Thofe  various  pictures  in  the  head. 

And  all  the  numerous  iliapes  were  fled  ; 

And  now  the  ranfack'd  memory 

l.anguifh'd  in  naked  poverty. 

Had  loft  its  mighty  treafury  ;  [die. 

They  pafs'd  the  Lethe  lake,  although  they  did  not 

XIV. 

Whatever  leiTer  maladies  men  had. 
They  all  gave  place  and  vanifhed  ; 
Thofe  petty  tyrants  fled. 
And  at  this  mighty  ccnqueror  (hrunk  their  head. 
Fevers,  agues,  palfics,  (lone. 
Gout,  cholic,  and  conlumption. 
And  all  the  milder  generation. 
By  which  mankind  is  by  degrees  undone, 
Qiiickly  were  rooted  out  and  gone  ; 
Men  faw  themfclves  freed  from  the  pain, 
Rejoic'd,  but  all,  alas,  in  vain  : 
'Twas  an  unhappy  remedy. 
Which  cur'd  them   that  they  might   both  wcrfc 
and  fooncr  die. 

XV. 

Phyficians  now  rouid  nought  prevail, 
They  the  firft  fpoils  to  the  proud  vi<ftor  fall ; 
Nor  would  the  plague  their  knowledge  truft. 
But  fear'd  thtir  Hiill,  and  therefore  flew   them 
firft: 
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So  tyrants,  ■when  tTiey  would  confirm  their  yoke, 
Firft  make  the  chiefeft  men  to  feel  the  ftroke, 
Thfr  chiefeft  an«[  the  wifeft  heads,  left  they 

Should  fooneft  difobey,  [way. 

Should  firft  rebel,  and  others  learn  from  them  the 
No  aid  of  herb=,  or  juices  power. 
None  of  Apollo's  art  could  cure, 
But  help'd  the  plague  the  fpeedier  to  devour. 
Phyfic  itfelf  was  a  difeafe, 
Phyfic  the  fatal  tortures  did  increafe, 
Prefcriptions  did  the  pains  renew. 
And  .^fculapins  to  the  fick  did  come, 
As  afterwards  to  Rome, 
In  form  of   ferpent,   brought  new  poifons  with 
him  too. 

XVI. 
The  ftreams  did  wonder  that,  fo  foon 
As  they  were  from  their  native  mountains  gone, 
They  faw  themfelves  drunk  up,  and  fear, 
Another  Xerxes'  army  near. 
Some  caft  into  the  pit  the  urn, 
And  drink  it  dry  at  his  return  ; 
Again  they  drew,  again  they  drank  : 
At  firft  the  coolnefs  of  the  ftream  did  thank, 
But  ftraight  the  more  were  fcorch'd,  the  more 

did  burn  ; 
And,  drunk  with  water,  in  their  drinking  fat  : 
That  urn   which  now  to  quench  their  thirft 
they  ufe, 
Shortly  their  aflies  (hall  enclofe : 
Others  into  the  chryftal  brook 
With  faint  and  wondering  eyes  did  look, 
Saw  what  a  ghaftly  fhape  themfelves  had  took, 
Away  they  would  have  fled,  but  them  their  legs 
forfook. 
Some  fnatch  the  waters  up, 
Their  hands,  their  mo'.iths  the  cup  : 
They  drank,  and  found  they  flam'd  the  more, 
Ani  only  added  to  the  burning  ftore. 

So  have  I  feen  on  lime  cold  water  thrown. 
Straight  all  was  to  a  ferment  gruwn, 
And  hidden  feeds  of  fire  together  run  : 
The  heap  was  calm  and  temperate  before, 
Such  as  the  finger  could  endure ; 
But,  when  the  moiftures  it  provoke. 
Did  rage,  did  fwell,  did  (moke. 
Did  move,   and  flame,    and  burn,    and   ftraight 
to  afhes  broke-. 

XVII. 
So  ftrong  the  heat,  fo  ftrong  the  torments  were, 
They  like  fome  mighty  burden  bear 
The  lighteft  covering  of  air. 
All  fexes  and  all  ages  do  invade, 
The  bounds  which  nature  laid. 
The  laws  of  modefty  and  nature  made  : 
The  virgins  blufli  not,  yet  uncloth'd  appear, 
Undrefs'd  to  run  about,  yet  never  fear. 
The  pain  and  the  difeafe  did  now 
Unwillingly  reduce  men  to 
That  nakednefs  once  more. 
Which  perfe(5t  health  and  innocence  caus'd  before. 
No  fltep,  no  peace,  no  reft. 
Their  wandering  and  affrighted  minds  poffL-fa'd  ; 
Upon  their  fouls  and  eyes 
Hell  and  eternal  horror  lies, 


Unufual  fiiapes  and  imagep, 

Dark  piiftures  and  refemblances 
Of  things  to  come,  and  of  the  world  below, 

O'er  their  diftemper'd  fancies  go  : 
Sometimes  they  curfe,  fometimes  they  pray  unto 

The  gods  above,  the  gods  beneath  ; 
Sometimes  they  cruelties  and  fury  breathe. 
Not  fleep,  but  waking  now  was  fifter  unto  death. 

XVIII. 

Scatter'd  in  fields  the  bodies  lay,  [away. 

The  earth  call'd  to  the  fowls  to  take   their  flefh 
In  vain  ftie  call'd,  they  come  not  nigh. 
Nor  would  theic  food  with  their  owd  ruia 

buy : 
But  at  full  meals  they  hunger,  pine,  and  die. 
The  vultures  afar  off  did  fee  the  feaft, 
Rejoic'd,  and  call'd  their  friends  to  tafte, 
Tliey  rallied  up  their  troops  in  hafte 
Along  came  mighty  droves, 
Forfook  their  young  ones  and  their  groves. 
Each  one  his  native  mountain  and  his  neft; 
'I'hey  come,  but  all  their  carcafts  abhor, 

And  now  avoid  the  dead  men  more 
Than  weaker  birds  did  living  men  before. 
But  if  fome  bolder  fowls  the  flefti  aflay, 

They  were  deftroy'd  by  their  own  prey. 
The  dog  no  longer  bark'd  at  coming  gueft^ 
Repents  its  being  a  domeftic  heart. 

Did  to  the  woods  and  mountains  haftc  r 
The  very  owls  at  Athens  are 
But  feldom  feen  and  rare, 
The  owls  depart  in  open  day. 
Rather  than  in  infeded  ivy  more  to  ftay, 
XIX. 
Mountains  of  bones  and  carcafes. 
The  flrects,  the  market  place  polfcfs. 
Threatening  to  raife  a  new  Acropolis.  ^ 

Here  lies  a  mother,  and  her  child. 
The  infant  fuck'd  as  yet,  and  fmil'd. 
But  ftraight  by  its  own  food  was  kill'd. 
Their  parents  hugg'd  their  children  laft, 
Here  parting  lovers  laft  embrac'd. 
But  yet  not  parting  neither. 
They  both  expir'd,  and  went  away  together. 
Here  priloiiers  in  the  dungeon  die, 
And  gain  a  two-fold  liberty  ; 
They  meet  and  thank  their  pains, 
Which  them  from  double  chains 
Of  body  and  of  iron  free. 
Here  others,  poifon'd  by  the  fcent 

Which  from  corrupted  bodies  went, 

Quickly  return  the  death  they  did  receive. 

And  death  to  others  give  ; 

Themfelves  now  dead  the  air  pollute  the  more. 

For  which  they  others  curs'd  before, 

Their  bodies  kill  all  that  come  near. 

And  even  after  death  they  all  are  murderers  here. 

XX. 

The  friend  doth  hear  the  friend's  laft  cries, 
Partetli  his  grief  for  him,  and  dies. 
Lives  not  enough  to  clofe  his  eyes. 
The  father  at  his  death 
Speaks  his  fon  heir  wiih  an  infecftious  breath; 
In  the  fame  hour  the  fon  doth  take 
His  fjihcr's  will  aiid  his  own  m-ke. 
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The  fervant  need  not  iiere  be  flain, 
To  ferve  his  mafter  in  the  other  world  again  ; 
They  lacguifliing-  together  lie, 
Their  fouls  away  together  fly  ; 
The  hufband  gafpeth,  and  his  wife  lies  by, 
It  muft  be  her  turn  next  to  die  : 
The  hufband  and  the  wife 
Too  truly  now  are  one,  and  live  one  life. 
That  couple  which  tiie  gods  did  entertaiti 
Had  made  their  prayer  here  in  vain  ; 
No  fates  in  death  cnuld  them  divide, 
They  muft  without  their  privilege  together  both 
have  dy'd. 

There  was  no  number  now  of  deatli. 
The  fitters  fcarce  ftood  iVJA  themfelvca  to  brea'.he  : 
The  fifiers  now  quite  wearied 

In  cutting  fingle  thread, 
Began  at  once  to  part  whole  looms. 
One  ftroke  did  give  whole  houfes  dooms : 
Now  dy'd  the  frofly  hair?, 
The  aged  and  decrepid  years; 
I'hcy  fell,  and  only  begg'd  of  fate 
Some  few  months  more,  but  'twas  alas  too  late. 
Then  death,  as  if  afham'd  of  that, 
A  conquefl  fo  degenerate. 
Cut  off  the  young  and  luily  too  : 
The  young  were  reckoning  o'er 
Wliat  happy  days,  what  'pys  they  had  in  ftcre  : 
Sut   fate,  e'er   they   had   fitiiili'd   their   account, 
them  Hew. 
The  wretched  ufurer  died, 
And  had  no  time  to  tell  v.'herc  he  his  treafures 
hid ; 

The  merchant  did  behold 
His  (hips  return  with  i'pice  and  gold; 
He  faw't,  and  turn'd  afjde  his  head, 
Ncr    thank'd    the   gods,    but  fdl    amidil    his 
riches  dead. 

XXII. 

The  meetings  afid  afiemblies  ceafe;  no  more 
The  people  throng  about  the  orator, 
No  courfe  of  julHce  did  appear. 
No  noife  of  lav.'yers  fill'd  the  ear, 

The  fenatc  cafl:  away 
The  robe  of  honour,  and  obey 

Death's  more  refiftlefs  fv^ay, 
Whilfl  that  with  dicftatcrian  power 
Doth  all  the  great  and  lefTcr  officers  devour. 
No  magiftrates  did  walk  ahout ; 
No  purple  aw'd  the  rout : 
The  common  people  too 
A  purple  of  their  own  did  fhew  ; 
And  ail  their  bodies  o'er 
The  ruling  colours  bore. 
No  judge,  no  legiflators  fit, 
Since  this  new  Draco  came, 
And  harfher  lav/s  did  frame, 
Laws  that,  like  bis,  in  blood  are  wilt. 
The  benches  and  the  pleading-place  they  leave. 

About  the  ftreets  they  run  and  rave  : 
The  madnefs  which  great  Solon  did  of  late 
But  only  counterfeit 
For  the  advantage  of  the  fiate, 
Now  his  fucceflbrs  do  too  truly  imitate. 
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XXIH. 

Up  flarts  the  foldier  from  his  bed. 
He,  though  death's  fervant,  is  not  freed,  v 
Death  him  caihier'd,  'caufe  now  his  help  Ihe  did 
not  need.  , 

He  that  ne'er  knew  before  to  yield, 
Or  to  give  back,  or  leave  the  field. 
Would  fain  now  from  himfelfhave  fled. 
He  fnatch'd  hi-i  fword  now  rufted  o'er. 
Dreadful  and  fparkling  now  no  more, 
And  thus  in  open  ftrcetsdid  roar; 
Hov/  have  I,  Death,  fo  ill  defcrv'd  of  thee. 
That  now  thyfelf  thou  fhould'll  revenge  on  me? 
Have  I  fo  many  lives  on  thee  beftow'd  ? 
Have  I  the  earth  fo  often  dy'd  in  blond  ? 
Have  I,  to  flatter  thee,  fo  many  flain  ? 
And  muft  I  now  thy  prey  remain  ? 
Let  me  at  Icaft,  if  I  mufl:  die, 
Meet  in  the  field  fonie  gallant  enemy. 

Send,  gods,  the  Pcrfian  troops  again  : 
No,  they're  a  bafe  and  a  degenerate  train  ; 
They  by  our  women  may  be  flain. 
Give  me,  great  heavens,  fome  manful  foes. 
Let  me  my  deatli  amidft  fome  valiant  Grecians 
choofe, 
Let  me  furvive  to  die  at  Syracufe, 
Vv''here  my  dear  country  fhall  her  glory  lof 
For  you,  great  gods  I   into  my  mind  infule, 
What  miferies,  what  doom, 
Muft  on  my  Athens  fhortly  come  1 

My  thoughts  infpir'd  prcfagc 
Slaughters  and  battles  to  the  coming  age : 
Oh  !   might  I  die  upon  that  glorious  ftage  : 
Oh  1   that  1   but  then  he   grafp'd  his  fword,  and 
death  concludes  his  rage. 
xxiv. 
Draw  back,  dt-aw  back  thy  fword,  O  Fate  ! 
Left  thou  repent  when  'tis  too  late, 
Left,  by  thy  making  now  fo  great  a  wafte. 
By  fpending  all  mankind  upon  one  feaft. 
Thou  ftarve  thyfelf  at  laft  : 
What  men  wilt  thou  rcferve  in  ftore. 
Whom  in  the  time  to  come  thou  may'ft  devour, 
When  thou  flialt  have  deftroyed  ail  before  ? 

But,  if  thou  wilt  not  yet  give  o'er. 
If  yet  thy  greedy  ftomach  calls  for  more, 
If  more  remain  whom  thoK  muft  kill. 
And  if  thy  jaws  are  cravii^g  Gill, 
Carry  thy  fury  to  the  Scythian  coafts, 
1  he  northern  v/ildcrnefs  arid  eternal  frofts  ! 
Againft  thofc  barbarous  crowds  thy  arrows  whet, 

Where  arts  and  laws  are  ftrangers  yet; 
Where  thou  may'ft  kill,  and  yet  the  lofs  will  not 
be  great. 
There  rage,  there  fpread,  and  there  infefl:  the 
air. 
Murder  whole  towns  and  families  there. 
Thy  worft  againft  thofe  favage  nations  dare, 

Thofe  whom  mankind  can  fpare. 

Thole  whom  mankind  itfelf  doth  fear; 

Amidft  that  dreadful  night  and  fatal  cold. 

There  thou  may'il  walk  unfcen,  and  bold, 
There  let  thy  flames  their  empire  hold. 
Unto  the  fartheft  feas,  and  nature's  ends. 
Where  never  fummer's  fun  its  beams  extends, 
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Carry  thy  plagues,  thy  pains,  thy  heats, 
Thy  raging  fires,  thy  torturing  fweats, 
Where  never  ray  or  heat  did  come. 
They  will  rejoice  at  fuch  a  doom, 
They'll  blefs  thy  peftilential  fire. 

Though  by  ic  they  expire, 
They'll  thank  the  very  flames  with  which  they  do 

confume. 

XXV. 

Then  if  that  banquet  will  not  thee  fuffice, 
Seek  out  new  lands  where  thou  may'ft  tyrannize; 
Search  every  foreft,  every  hill. 
And  all  that  in  the  hollow  mountains  dwell  ; 
Thofe  wild  and  untame  troops  devour, 
Thereby  thou  wilt  the  reft  of  men  fecure," 
And  that  the  reft  of  men  v/ill  thank  thee  for. 
Let  all  thofe  human  beafts  be  fiain. 
Till  fcarce  their  memory  remain  ; 
Thyfelf  with  that  ignoble  flaughter  fill, 
'Twill  be  permitted  thee  that  blood  to  fpill. 
Meafure  the  ruder  world  throughout, 
March  all  the  ocean's  Ihores  about. 
Only  pafs  by  and  fpare  the  Britilh  ifle. 
Go  on,  and  (what  Columbus  once  fhall  do 
When  days  and  time  unto  their  ri[)enefs  grow) 
Find  out  new  lands  and  unknown  countries  too  : 
Attempt  thofe  lands  which  yet  are  hid 
From  all  mortality  befide  : 
There  thou  may'ft  fteal  a  viilory, 
And  none  of  this  world  hear  the  cry 
Of  thofe  that  by  thy  wounds  ftiall  die  ; 
No  Greek  fhall  know  thy  cruelty, 
And  tell  it  to  pofterity. 
Go,  and  unpeople  all  thofe  mighty  lands, 
Deftroy  with  unrelenting  hands ; 
Go,  and  the  Spaniard's  fword  prevent, 
Go,  make  the  Spaniard  innocent; 
Go,  and  root  out  all  mankind  there. 
That  when  the  European  armies  fhall  appear 
Their  fin  may  be  the  lefs. 
They  may  find  all  a  wildernefs. 
And  without  blood  the  gold  and  filver  there  polTefs 

XXVI. 

Nor  is  this  all  which  we  thee  grant ; 
Rather  than  thou  ihould'ft  full  employment  want, 
(We  do  permit)  in  Greece  thy  kingdom  plant. 

Ranfack  Lycurgus'  ftreets  throughout, 
They've  no  defence  of  walls  to  keep  thee  out. 

On  wanton  and  proud  Corinth  feize, 
Nor  let  her  double  waves  thy  flames  appeafe. 
Let  Cyprus  feel  more  fires  than  thofe  of  love  : 
Let  Delos,  which  at  firft  did  give  the  fun. 

See  unltnown  flames  in  her  begun. 
Now  let  her  wifh  flie  might  unconftant  prove, 

And  from  her  place  might  truly  move  ; 

Let  Lemnos  all  thy  anger  feel. 

And  think  that  a  new  Vulcan  fell, 
And  brought  with  him  new  anvils,  and  new  hell. 
Nay,  at  Athens  too  We  give  thee  up, 
All  that  thou  find'ft  in  field,  or  camp,  or  (hop  ; 

Make  havoc  there  without  controul 
Of  every  ignorant  and  common  foul. 
But  then,  kind  Plague,  thy  conquefts  ftop  ; 

Let  arts,  and  let  the  learned,  there  cfcape, 

&pon  Minerva'a  felf  commit  no  rape ; 


Touch  not  the  facred  throng, 
And  let  Apollo's  priefts  be,  like  him,  young, 
Like  him,  be  healthful  too,  and  flrcng. 
But  ah  1  too  ravenous  Plague,  whiifi:  I 
Strive  to  keep  off  the  mifery. 
The  learned  too,  as  faft  as  others,  round  me  die; 

They  from  corruption  are  not  free. 
Are  mortal,  though  they  give  an  immortality. 
*        xxvii. 
They  turn'd  their  authors  o'er,  to  try 

What  help,  v/hat  cure,  what  remedy. 
All  nature's  ftorcs  againft  this  plague  fupply; 
And  though  befidesthey  ftiunn'd  it  everywhere. 
They  fearch'd  it  in  their  books,  and  fain  would 
meet  it  there; 
They  turn'd  the  records  of  the  ancient  times. 
And  chiefly  thofe  that  were  made  famous  by  their 
crimes, 
To  find  if  men  were  punifh'd  fo  before ; 
But  found  not  the  difeafe  nor  cure. 
Nature,  alas  !  was  now  furpris'd. 
And  all  lier  forces  feiz'd, 
Before  fhe  was  how  to  refift  advis'd. 
So  when  the  elephants  did  fi:  ft  affright 
The  Romans  with  unufual  fight, 
They  many  battles  lofe. 
Before  they  knew  their  foes,  [pofe. 

Before  they  I'.nderftood  fuch  dreadful  troops  t'op- 

XXVIII. 

Now  every  different  fecfl  agrees 
Againft  their  common  adverfary,  the  difeafe, 
And  all  their  little  wranglings  ceafe  ; 
The  Pythagoreans  from  their  precepts  fwerve, 

No  more  their  filence  they  obferve, 

Out  of  their  fchools  they  run, 

Lament,  and  cry,  and  groan  ; 
They  now  defir'd  their  metenipfychofis  ; 

Not  only  to  difj'Ute,  but  wifii 
That  they  might  turn  to  beads,  or  fowls,  or  fifii. 

If  the  Platonics  had  been  here, 

They  would  have  curs'd  t^ieir  mafter's  year, 

When  all  things  flrall  be  as  they  were, 
When  they  again  the  fame  difeafe  fliall  bear  : 

All  the  philofophers  would  now, 

What  the  great  Stagyrite  fhall  do, 
Themfelves  into  the  waters  headlong  throw. 

XXIX. 

The  Stoics  felt  the  deadly  ftroke. 
At  firft  afiault  their  courage  was  not  broke. 

They  call'd  in  all  the  cobweb  aid 
Of  rules  and  precepts,  which  in  ftore  they  had; 

They  bid  their  hearts  fiand  out, 

Bid  them  be  calm  and  ftout. 
But  all  the  ftrength  of  precept  will  not  do'f. 
They  can't  the  ftorms  of  paflion  now  afTuage  ; 
As  common  men,  are  angry,  grieve,  and  rage. 

The  gods  are  call'd  upon  in  vain. 
The  gods  gave  no  rshafe  unto  their  pain. 
The  gods  to  fear  ev'n  for  themfelves  began. 
For  now  the  fick  unto  their -temples  came. 

And  brought  more  than  an  holy  flame, 

There  at  the  altars  made  ti-.eir  prayer. 

They  facriiic'd,  and  died  there, 
A  facrifice  net  feen  before; 
That  heava.i,  only  U5'd  uf.to  ths  gore 
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Of  lambs  or  hulls,  ftonrd  now 
Loaded  with  priefts  fee  its  own  altars  too  .' 

XXX. 

The  woods  g^ave  funeral  piles  no  more, 

The  dead  the  very  fire  devour. 
And  that  almighty  conqueror  o'erpower. 

The  noble  and  the  common  duft 

Into  each  other's  graves  are  thruft. 

No  place  is  facred,  and  no  tomb ; 

'Tis  now  a  privilege  toconfume; 

Their  aflies  no  diftindion  had  ; 
Too  truly  all  by  death  are  equal  made. 
The  ghofts  of  thofe  great  heroes  that  had  fled 

From  Athens,  long  fince  banifhed, 

Now  o'er  the  city  hovered ; 

Their  anger  yielded  to  their  love. 

They  left  th'  immortal  joys  above, 
f5o  much  their  Athens'  danger  did  them  move. 

They  came  to  pity,  and  to  aid. 

But  now,  alas !  were  quite  difniay'd. 
When  they  beheld  the  marbles  open  lay'd. 
And  poor  men's  bones  the  noble  urns  invade; 

Back  to  the  blefled  feats  they  went, 

And  now  did  thank  their  banilhment, 
By  which  they  were  to  die  in  foreign  countries  fent. 


But  what,  great  Gods  I  wa*  word  of  all, 
Hell  forth  its  magazines  of  luft  did  call, 
Nor  would  it  be  content 
With  the  thick  troops  of  fouls  were  thither  fent ; 
Into  the  upper  world  it  went. 
Such  guilt,  fuch  wickednefs. 
Such  irreligion  did  increafe. 
That  the  few  good  which  did  furvive     [live  : 
Were  angry  with  the  plague  for  fuffering  them  to 
More  for  the  living  than  the  dead  did  grieve. 
Some  robb'd  the  very  dead, 
Though  fure  to  be  infeded  ere  they  fled. 
Though  in  the  Very  air  fure  to  be  punilhed. 
Some  nor  the  ftirines  nor  temples  fpar'd, 

Nor  gods  nor  heavens  fear'd, 
Though  fuch  example  of  their  power  appear'd. 

Virtue  was  now  efleem'd  an  empty  name. 
And  honefty  the  foolifli  voice  of  fame  ; 

For,  having  pad  thofe  torturing  flames  before. 
They  thought  t!ie  punilhment  already  o'er. 
Thought  heaven  no  worfe  torments  had  in 
(lore; 
Here  having  felt  one  hell,  they  thought  there  was 
no  more. 


Upon  the  Poems  of  the 
ENGLISH  OVID,  ANACREON,  PINDAR,  AND  VIRGIL, 


ABRAHAM  COWLEY, 


In  imitation  of  hit  own  Pindaric  Odes, 


Let  all  this  meaner  rout  of  books  fland  by, 
The  common  people  of  our  library ; 

Let  them  make  way  for  Cowley's    leaves  to 

come. 
And  be  hung  up  within  this  facred  room  : 

Let  no  profane  hands  break  the  chain, 
Or  give  them  unwifh'd  liberty  again. 
But  let  his  holy  relic  be  laid  here. 
With  the  fame  religious  care 
As  Numa  once  the  target  kept, 
Which  down  from  heaven  leapt ; 
Tuft  fuch  another  is  this  book, 
Which  its  original  from  divine  hands  took. 
And  brings  a»  much  good  too,  to  thofe  that  on  it 
look. 


But  yet  in  this  they  differ.     That  could  be 
Eleven  times  liken'd  by  a  mortal  hand ; 
But  this  which  here  doth  (land 
Will  never  any  of  its  own  fort  fee. 
But  muft  flill  live  without  fuch  company. 
For  never  yet  Vvas  writ, 
In  the  two  learned  ages  which  Time  left  behind. 
Nor  in  this  ever  fliall  we  find. 
Nor  any  one  like  to  it. 
Of  all  the  numerous  monuments  of  wit. 
II. 
Cowley  1  what  God  did  fill  thy  brcaft, 
And  taught  thy  hand  t'indite  ? 
(Tor  God's  a  poet  too. 
He  doth  create,  and  fo  do  yo'j) 
Or  elfe  at  leaf!: 


POEMS. 


J;? 


What  angel  fat  upon  thy  pen  when  thou  didft 
write  ? 
There  he  fat,  and  mov'd  thy  hand, 
As  proud  of  his  command, 
As  when  he  makes  the  dancing  orbs  to  reel. 
And  fpins  out  poetry  from  heaven's  wheel. 
Thy  hand  too,  like  a  better  fphere. 
Gives  us  more  ravifiiing  mufic  made  for  men  to 
hear. 
Th)'  hand  too,  like  the  fun  which  angels  move, 

Has  the  fame  influence  from  above, 
Produces  gold  and  fi'ver  of  a  nobler  kind  ; 
Of  greater  price,  and  more  refin'd. 
Yet  in  this  it  exceeds  the  fun,  't  has  no  degenerate 
race. 
Brings  forth  no  lead,  nor  any  thing  fo  bafe. 
in. 
What  holy  veftal  hearth, 
What  immortal  breath, 
Did  give  fo  pure  poetic  flame  its  birth  ? 

Juft  fuch  a  fire  as  thine, 
Of  fuch  an  unmix'd  glorious  fhine. 

Was  Prometheus's  flame, 
Which  from  no  lei's  than  heaven  came. 
Along  he  brought  the  fparkling  coal, 
From  fome  celeftial  chininey  ftole  ; 
Quickly  the  plunder'd  ftars  he  left. 

And  as  he  haften'd  down 
With  the  robb'd  flames  his  hands  flill  flione, 
And  feeni'd  as  if  they  were  burnt  for  the  theft. 
Thy  poetry's  compounded  of  the  fame. 
Such  a  bright  immortal  flame ; 
Juft  fo  temper'd  is  thy  rage, 
Thy  fires  as  light  and  pure  as  they. 
And  go  as  high  as  his  did,  if  not  higher, 
That  thou  may'fl;  feem  to  us 
A  true  Prometheus,  .  [fire. 

But  that  thou  didfl,  not  fteal  the  leaft;  fpark  of  thy 

IV. 

Such  as  thine  was  Arion's  verfe. 
Which  he  did  to  the  liftening  fi(h  rehearfe ; 

AVhich  when  they  heard  play'd  on  his  lute, 
Tluy  firft  curfl;  nature  tJiat  fbe  made  them  mute. 
iSo  noble  were  his  lines,  which  made  the  very  waves 
Strive  to  turn  his  Caves, 
Lay  down  their  boifterous  ncife, 
And  dance  to  his  harmonious  voice, 

Which  made  the  i'yrens  lend  their  ear, 
And  from  his  fweeter  tunes  fome  treachery 
fear ; 
Which  made  the  do'phin  proud, 
That  he  was  allow'd 
With  Atias,  the  great  porter  of  the^^ies,  to  take 
Such  heavenly  mufic  up,  and  carry 't  on  his  back. 
So  full  and  graceful  thy  words  go, 
And  with  tlie  fame  majefbic  fwect.nefs  flow. 
Yet  his  verfe  only  carried  liim  o'er  the  feas  ; 
But  there's  a  very  fea  of  wit  in  thefe. 
As  fait  and  boundlefs  as  the  other  ocean  is. 

Such  r.s  thine  are,  was  great  Amphion's  fon;.^, 
Which  brought  the  wondering  ftoncs  along; 
The  wondering  flones  {l-:ipt  from  their  mother 
earth. 
And  kit  their  father 'cold  as  his  fiiU  hinh  ; 
Vol.  VI. 


They  rofe,  and  knew  not  by  what  magic  force  they 
hung. 
So  were  his  words,  fo  plac'd  his  founds. 
Which  forc'd  the  marbles  rife  from  out  their 
grounds, 
which  cut  and  carved,  made  them  Ihine, 
A  work  which  can  be  outdone  by  none  but  thine. 
Th'  amazed  poet  faw  the  building  rife. 
And  knew  not  how  to  truft  his  eyes : 
The  willing  mortar  came,  and  all  the  trees 
Leap  into  beams  he  fees. 
He  faw  the  ftreets  appear, 
Streets,  that  muft  needs  be  harmonious  there  : 
He  faw  the  walls  dance  round  t'  his  pipe. 
The  glorious  temple  fhew  its  head. 
He  faw  the  infant  city  ripe. 
And  all  like  the  creation  by  a  word  was  bred. 
So  great  a  verfe  is  thine,  which  though  it  will  not 
raife 
Marble  monuments  to  thy  praife  ; 
Yet  'tis  no  matter,  cities  they  muil  fall, 
And  houfes,  by  the  greateft  glutton  Time  be  eaten 
all: 
But  thy  verfe  builds  a  fame  for  thee. 
Which  fire  cannot  devour,  nor  purify. 
Which  fword  and  thunder  doth  defy. 
As  round,  and  full,  as  the  great  circle  of  eternity. 

VJU. 

To  thee  the  Englifli  tongue  doth  owe, 
That  it  need  not  feek 
For  elegancy  from  the  round-mouth'd  Greek ; 
To  thee,  that  Roman  poets  now  may  hide, 

In  their  own  Latium,  their  head  : 
To  thee,  that  our  enlarged  fpeech  can  fhew, 
Far  more  than  the  three  weft ern  daughters  born 
Out  of  the  afhes  of  the  Roman  urn  : 
Daughters  born  of  a  mother,  which  did  yield  to 

admit 
The  adulterate  feed  of  feveral  tongues  with  it ; 
More  than  the  fmooth  Italiap,  though  na'urs  ^ave 
That  tongue  in  poetry  a  genius  to  have. 

And  that  fiie  might  the  better  fit  it  to't. 
Made  the  very  land  a  foot. 
More  than   the   Spanlfn,   though  that  in  one 

mafs 
The  Moorifli,  Jewifl),  Gothifii  treafures  has. 
And  juft:  as  in  their  kingdom,  in  their  tongue, 
Moft  quarters  of  the  earth  together  throng. 
More  than  the  courtly  French,  though  that  doth 
pace. 
And  not  trot  o'er  the  tongue  its  race  : 
That  has  not  any  thing,  fo  elaburate  wit ;  [if. 

Though  it  '7  its  Aiding  feems  to  have  more  oil  in 
Thy  f  ul  h'ath  gone  through  all  the  mufes'  track  ; 
Where  never  poets  feet  were  fecn  before. 
Hath  pafs'd  thofe  fands  wliere  otl;ers  kft  their 
vrecks, 
Andfaii'd  an  ocean  through,  which  fo.Tie  thought 
had  ro  fhore. 
Thy  fpi.-it  has  difrover'd  a'l  poetry  ; 
Thou  found'il  no  trcpics  ir.  the  pnet's  flcy. 
More  than  the  fun  can  do,  haft:  brought  a  fa'crcd 

flower 
To  Mount  Parnaffus ;  zn  1  !a^  epen'd  to  0'.)r  hand 
Ano'lo';  h(!v  !.  n  1, 
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Which  yet  hu\  in  the  frigid  zone  did  lie. 

Thou  haft  fail'd  the  mufes'  glohes, 
Not  as  the  i  ther  Drake,  or  Ca'ndifti  did,  to  rob. 

Thou  haft  brought  home  the  treafure  too, 

Which  yet  no  Spaniard  can  claim  his  due  : 

Thou  haft  fearch'd  through  e'^'cry  ci  eek. 
From  the   Eaft  Indies  of    the  poets'    world,   the 
Greek, 

To  the  America  of  wit, 
Which  was  laft  known,  ard  has  moft  gold  in  it. 

That  mother-tongue  which  we  do  fpeak. 
This  world  thy  greater  fpirit  has  run  through, 

And  view'd  and  conquer'd  too, 
A  world  as  round  and  large  as  th'  other  is. 
And  yet  in  it  there  can  be  no  antipodes, 
for  none  hereafter  will  go  contrary  to  you. 

VII. 

Poets  till  new  defcrv'd  cxcufe,  not  praife. 
Till  now  the  mufes  liv'd  in  taverns,  and  the  bays 

That  they  were  truly  trees  did  fliew, 
Becaufe  by  lucking  liquor  they  did  only  grow. 
Verfes  were  counted  fi6lion,  and  a  lie 

The  very  nature  <f  gnod  poetry. 
He  was  a  poet  that  could  fpt  ak  leaft  truth : 
Sober  and  grave  men  fcorn'd  the  name, 
Vhich  once  was  thought  the  greateft  fame. 
Poets  had  nought  elfe  of  Apollo,  but  his  youth  : 
Few  ever  fpake  in  rhyme,  but  that  their  feet 
The  trencher  of  fome  liberal  man  might  meet- 
Or  elfe  they  did  fomc  rotten  miftrefs  paint, 
Call  her  their  goddefs,  or  their  faint. 
Though  contrary  in  this  they  to  their  mailer  run, 
For  the  great  god  of  wit,  the  fun, 
When  he  doth  {hew  his  miftrefs,  the  white  moon. 
He  makes  her  f^  ots,  as  well  as  beauty,  to  be  fhewn. 
'I'ill  now  the  fiftcrs  were  too  old,  and  therefore 
grew 
Extremely  fabulous  too  : 
Till  you.  Sir,  came,  they  were  defpis'd  ; 

They  were  all  heathens  yef. 
Nor  ever  in  o  the  church  could  get; 
And  though   they  had  a  font  fo  long,  yet  never 
were  baptised. 

VITT. 

You,  Sir,  have  rais'd  the  price  of  wit, 
By  bringing  in  more  ftore  of  it : 
Poetry,  the  queen  of  arts,  can  now 

Reign  without  diffembling  too. 
You've  fhewn  a  poet  muft  not  needs  be  bad  ; 
That  one  may  be  Apollo's  prieft. 
And  be  fill'd  with  his  oracles,  without  being  mad; 
Till  now,  wit  was  a  cuiTc  (as  to  Lot's  wite 
'Twas  to  be  turn'd  to  fait) 
Becaufe  it  made  men  lead  a  life 
Which  wns  nought  elfe  but  one  continual  fault. 
You  firft  the  nnifcs  to  the  Chrift'ians  brought, 
And  you  then  firft  the  lioly  language  taught  : 
In  you  good  poetry  and  divinity  meet. 
You  are  the  firft  bird  of  paradife  with  feet. 

IX. 

Your  Mifcellanies  do  appear 
Jv.ft  fuch  another  glorious  indigefted  heap 
As  the  firft  mafs  was,  where 
All  heavens  and  ftars  endofed  were, 
Ecfort  ihey  cuch  one  to  iiuir  place  did  leap. 


Before  God  the  great'cenfor  them  beftow'd, 
According  to  their  ranks,  in  feveral  tribes  abroad ; 
Whilft  yet  the  fun  and  moon 
Were  in  perpetual  conjuntflion  : 
Whilft  all  the  ftars  were  but  one  milky  way, 

And  in  natural  embraces  lay. 
Whilft  yet  none  of  the  lamps  of  heaven  might 
Call  this  their  own,  and  that  another's  light. 
So  glorious  a  lump  as  thine. 
Which  chemiftry  m.ay  feparate,  but  not  refine  : 

So  mixt,  fo  pure,  fo  united  does  it  Ihinc, 
A  chain  of  fand,  of  which  each  link  is  all  divine 

X. 

Thy  miftrefs  (hews,  that  Cupid  is  not  always 

blind. 
Where  we  a  pure  exalted  mufe  do  find, 
Such  as  may  well  become  a  glorified  mind. 

Such  fongs  tune  angels  when  they  love. 
And  do  make  courtlhip  to  fome  fifler-mind  above 
(For  angels  need  not  fcorn  fuch  foft  dcfires. 
Seeing  thy  heart  is  touch'd  with  the  fame  fires). 

So  when  they  clothe  themfelves  in  flefh. 
And  their  light  in  fome  human  fliapts  do  drefs 
(For  which  they  fetch'd  ftuff  from  the  neigh- 
bouring air)  : 
So  when  they  ftoop,  to  like  fomc  mortal  fair, 

Such  words,  fuch  odes  as  thine  they  ufe. 
With  fuch  foft  ftrains,  love  into  her  heart  infufe. 
Thy  love  is  on  the  top,  if  not  above  mortality  ; 

Clem,  and  from  corruption  free. 
Such  as  affetftions  in  eternity  fball  be  ; 
Which  fhall  remain  unfpotted  there, 
Only  to  Ihew  what  once  they  were  : 
Thy  Cupid's  (hafts  all  golden  are;  [fea. 

Thy  Venus  has  the  fait,  but  not  the  froth  o'  th' 

XI. 

Thy  high  Pindarics  foar 
So  high,  where  never  any  wing  till  now  could  get 

And  yet  thy  wit 
Doth  feem  fo  great,  as  thofe  that  do  fly  lower. 
Thou  ftand'ft  on  Pindar's  back  ; 
And  therefore  thou  a  higher  flight  doft  take  : 
Only  thou  art  the  eagle,  he  the  wren. 
Thou  haft  brought  him  from  the  duft, 

And  made  him  live  again.  [jull 

Pindar  has  left  his  barbarous  Greece,  and  thinks  it 

To  be  led  by  thee  to  the  Englilh  fhnrc  ; 
An  honour  to  him  :  Alexander  did  no  more. 
Nor  fcarce  fo  much,  when  he  did  fave  his  houfe 
before, 
When  his  word  did  affuige 
A  warlike  army's  violent  rage: 
'  Thou  haft  given  to  his  name, 
Than  that  great    conqueror  fav'd   him    from,   a 
hi  ighter  flame.  [(^^f. 

He  only  left  fome  walls  where  Pindai  's  name  might 
Which  with  time  and  age  decay: 
But  thou  hall  made  him  once  again  to  live  ; 
I'hou  didft  to  him  new  life  and  breathing  give. 
And  as  in  the  laft  rcfurretflion. 
Thou  haft  made  him  rife  more  glorious,  and  put  on 
More  majefty ;  a  greater  foul  is  given  to  him,  by 

you. 
Than  ever  be  in  happy  Thebes  or  Greece  could 
flew. 


IP    O    E    M    S. 


75; 


XII. 

Thy  David  too— 
But  hold  thy  headlong  pace,  my  mufe ; 
None  but  the  prieft  himfelf  doth  ufe 
Into  the  holieft  place  to  go. 
Check  thy  young  Pindaric  heat, 
Which  makes  thy  pen  too  much  to  fweat ; 
Tis  but  an  infant  yet, 
And  juft  now  left  the  teat, 
By  Cowley's  matchlefs  pattern  nurft : 
Therefore  it  is  not  fit 
That  it  ihould  dare  to  fpeak  fo  much  at  firft. 
No  more,  no  more  for  Ihame. 
Let  not  thy  verfe  be,  as  his  worth  is,  infinite  : 
It  is  enough  that  thou  haft  learn'd,  and  fpoke  thy 
father's  name. 


He  that  thinks.  Sir,  he  can  enough  praife  yoUj 
Had  need  of  brazen  lungs  and  forehead  too. 


EPIGRAM  ON  A  PIGMY'S  DEATH; 

Bestride  an  ant  a  Pigmy  great  and  tali 
Was  thrown,  alas  !  and  got  a  dreadful  fall; 
Under  th'  unruly  beaft's  proud  feet  he  lies. 
All  torn ;  but  yet  with  generous  ardour  cries, 
"  Behold,  bafe,  envious  world,  now,  now  laugh  •Uj 
"  For  thus  I  fall,  and  thus  fell  Phaeten '." 
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For  ever,  Hampton  '.  facred  be  thy  towers, 

Spring  frefti  thy  greens,  and  flouri(h  thick  thy  boWetsj 

There,  aill  defended  by  indulgent  Ikies, 

The  warrior's  wreath,  and  poet's  garland  rife  J 

Thefe  fcenes  with  deep  regard,  ye  fages,  grace, 

Ye  bards,  with  folemn  honours  mark  the  place ; 

Raife  it  as  high  in  ages  yet  to  come. 

As  Chaucer's  grove,  or  Tclly's  Tufcuhm. 

Then,  while  pofterity  their  afts  difplay, 

The  generous  Briton  fhall  with  rapture  fay, 

"  Thefe  ihades,  abfolv'd  from  war,  great  William  fought? 

«  And  Halifax  in  thofe  receffes  thought." 

When  Cxteen  barren  centuries  had  paft, 

This  fecond  great  M^cenas  came  at  laft ; 

In  whom  example  and  proteftlon  join'd 

All  fciences  improv'd,  all  arts  refin'd, 

And  made  our  flubborn  Englijh  fenfe  fubmit 

To  the  juft  culture  of  Athenian  wit. 
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Charles  Msntague,  Earl  of  Halifax,  was  the  fourth  fon  of  the  Honourable  George  Mon- 
tague, a  younger  fon  of  Henry,  firft  £arl  of  Manchefter,  and  was  born  at  Horton,  in  Northamp- 
tonfhire,  i6th  April  i66l. 

After  he  had  gone  through  the  firft  rudiments  of  learning  in  the  countryj  he  was  renaoved  to 
Weftminfler  fchool ;  where,  in  1677,  he  was  chofcn  a  King's  ftholar,  and  diftinguilhed  himfelf  by 
his  felicity  in  extemporary  epigrams. 

At  fchool,  he  contradled  a  very  intimate  friendfliip  with  Stepney ;  and,  in  i68a,  when  Stepney 
was  eleded  to  a  vacancy  in  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  his  cledion  not  being  to  proceed  till  the 
year  following,  he  was  afraid,  left,  by  being  placed  at  Oxford,  he  might  be  feparated  Jrom  his 
friend,  arid  therefore  folicited  to  be  removed  to  Cambridge,  without  waiting  for  the  advantages  of 
another  year. 

His  relations  having  confented  to  his  removal,  he  was  entered  a  commoner  in  Trinity  College, 
V^lth  a  handfome  allowance  for  his  maintenance,  and  placed  under  the  particular  care  of  his  re- 
lation Dr.  John  Montague,  then  Mafter  of  the  College,  and  afterwards  Dean  of  Durham. 

Here  he  commenced  an  acquaintance  with  the  great  Newton,  which  continued  tnrough  hrs  life, 
and  was  at  hft  attefted  by  a  legacy  of  a  hundred  pounds. 

In  1683,  he  wrote,  in  concert  with  Stepney  and  other  wits  of  the  unlverfity,  a   Latin  Ode  on  the 

Marriage  uf  Lady  Anne,  printed  among  the  Cambridge  Verfes  ;  and  an  Englijh  Ode  on  the  fame  occa- 

fion. 

In  1685    he  wrote  a  copy  of  verfes  On  the   Death   of  hh  woji  f acred  Majejly  Charles  IL,  which 

procured    him    an    invitation  to  town,  with   his  friend  Stepney,   from  the  Earl  of   Dorfet,  and 

laid   the  foundation  of  his  future  ptomotion. 

He  was  introduced  by  his  patron,  Dorfet,  to  Sir  Charles  Sedley,  and  the  other  wits,  and  was 
foon  furnifhed  with  occafions  of  increafmg  the  reputation  for  wit  and  learning,  he  had  brought  from 
the  univerfuy,  by  new  acquifitions  of  fame  and  efteem. 

In  1687,  he  joined  with  Prior,  in  writing  the  City  Moufe  and  Country  Moufe ;  a  very  fuccefsful 
burlefqiie  of  Dryden's  *'  Hind  and  Panther,"  written  in  vindication  of  his  defertlon,  as  he  himfelf 
calls  it,  to  the  Royal  Party,  and  with  a  defign  to  reconcile  the  nation  to  the  Religion  of  the  Court, 
The  preface. was  entirely  his  own  compofitlon. 

When  the  tyranny  of  King  James  called  the  Prince  of  Orange  to  vindicate  the  liberties  of  Britain, 
he  figned  the  invitation^to  the  Prince, and  fat  in  the  Convention  uhat  met  22d  January  iCSS.aad 
declared  the  throne  vacant  on  the  7th  of  February  following. 

After  the  coronation  of  William  and  Mary,  he  was  introduced  to  his  Majefty,  by  the  Earl  of 
Dorfet,  with  this  expreffion,  «  May  it  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  have  brought  a  Moufe,  to  have  the 
honour  of  kifling  your  hand ;"  at  which  the  King  fmiled  ;  and  being  told  the  reafon  of  his  being 
Jo  called,  replied,  with  an  air  of  gaiety,  "  You  will  do  well,  to  put  me  in  a  way  of  making  a  Man 
o£  him;"  and  ordered  him  an  imm^dir.te  penCon  of  i<iO\.f:r  annum,  out  of  the  jirivy  purfs,  «U 
an  oppor:unity  il;«Bld  offer, 

^B  iiij 
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About  the  fame  time,  he  married  the  Countefs  Dowager  of  Manchefter,  and  Intended  to  have 
taken  orders;  but  afterwards  altering  his  purpofe,  he  purchafed,  for  I500  1.,  the  place  of  one  of  the 
clerks  of  the  council. 

In  1690,  he  wrote  A»  £/l/}/e  to  the  Earl  of  Dor/el,  occaftoned  by  hh  Majeffs  Viaory  in  Ireland, 
•whiJi  lias  received  from  Addifon,  in  his  "  Account  of  the  greatefl  Englifh  Poets,"  at  leaft  its  full 
proporricn  of  praife  ; 

"  The  noble  Montague  remains  unnam'd 

For  wit,  for  honour,  and  for  judjcment  fam'd; 

To  Dcrfet  he  direds  his  artful'-i'^fe, 

In  numbers  fuch  as  Dorfet's  felf  might  ufe, 

How  negligently  graceful  he  unreins 

His  verfe,  and  wiites  in  loofe  familiur  flrains !  ' 

How  Naffau's  godlike  adls  adorn  his  lines, 

And  all  the  hero  in  full  glory  fhines  ! 

We  fee  his  army  fet  in  full  array, 

And  Boyne's  dy'd  waves  run  purple  to  the  fea." 

In  169 1,  he  dlllinguiflied  himfelf  by  his  fpeeches  in  parliament,  in  favour  of  a  law,  to  grant  the 
afnaance  of  counfelin  trials  of  high  trcafon.  In  the  midll  of  one  of  his  fpeeches,  falling  into  fome 
confufion,  he  could  not  for  a  while  go  on  ;  but  having  recovered  himfelf,  took  occafion,  from  his  very 
furprife,  "  to  enforce  the  ncceflity  ef  allowing  couufcl  to  prifoners,  who  were  to  appear  before 
their  judges,  fince  he,  who  was  not  only  innocent  and  unaccufed,  but  one  of  their  own  mem- 
bers, was  fo  difconcerted,  when  he  was  to  fpeak  before  that  wife  and  illuftrious  AfTembly." 

The  fame  year,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  Commiffioners  of  the  Treafury.and  foon  after  fwom 
cf  the  Privy  Council. 

In  1694,  he  was  made  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  ;  and  the  next  year,  he  engaged  in  tbe  great 
attempt  of  the  recoinage  of  filver,  which,  by  his  great  prudence  and  indefatigable  induftry,  was  in 
two  years  happily  completed. 

In  1696,  he  projeded  the  general  fund,  and  propofed  the  iSuingof  Exchequer  bills,  to  fupply  the 
fcarcity  of  monty,  which  has  fince  been  adopted,  to  the  great  bt,utfit  of  the  nation. 

In  1698,  after  inquiry  concerning  a  grant  of  Irifli  Crown-lands,  the  Houfe  of  Commons  voted, 
"That  Charles  Montague,  Efq.,  Ghance'.lor  of  the  E^bequer,for  his  good  ferwces  to  the  Government,  did  dc- 
ferve  his   NIajeftys  favour. 

The  fame  year,  he  was  advanced  to  the  firll  commijilon  of  the  Treafury,  and  appointed  one  of 
the  Lords  Juftices  of  England,  in  the  King's  abfeiice.  The  next  year,  he  was  made  auditor  of  the 
£::che(2uer ;  and,  the  year  aficr,  advanced  to  the  dignity  of  taron  Halifax,  in  the  county  of 
York. 

He  was,  however,  impeached  by  tlie  Commons,  for  advifing  his  Majcfty  to  fign  ^t  Partition 
1'ir.:fy  ;   but  the  articles  were  difmifled  by  che  Lords. 

At  the  accelTion  of  Queen  Anne,  he  was  difmiU'ed  from  the  council ;  and,  in  the  firft  parliainent 
of  her  reign,  was  again  attacked  by  the  Commons,  and   again   tfcaped   by   the  protedtion  of   the 

In  1704,  he  wrote  an  anfwcr  to  Bromley's  fpecch  againfl  oceafional  conformity,  which  had  great 
ir-flutacc   in  flrengthening  the  Wliig  intereft  on  the  fucceeding  eledions. 

Ou  the  removal  of  Nottingham  and  the  Tori??,  he  was  recalled  to  his  former  feat  in  the  coun- 
cil, and  attended  the  Q^een  from  Newmarket  t^pan»bridge,  where,  by  her  Majefty's  fpecial  grace, 
he  was  created  Doftor  of  Laws.  ^' 

In  1 705,  he  moved  the  famous  queRion,  Wbettfr  the  Church  of  England  teas  in  darger  under  her  Ma' 
jrfiy's  ad.nin'tflra'.ion?  which  was  carried  in  the  ne^tive,  by  a  great  majority. 

In  1706,  he  propofed  and  ncpotipied  the  treaty  of  Union  between  the  two  kingdoms,  as  a  folid 
foui;dation  of  peace  and  happintl's  in  both  counrrics ;  and  moved  the  bill  fur  the  naturalization  of  tbt 
hcufc  of  Hanover  f  and  for  the  bitter  fecarity  of  the  fuiteffion  of  the  crow/i  in  the  Ftotefant  line. 
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After  the  aft  had  pafTed,  he  was  appointed  to  carry  the  enfigns  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter  to 
the  Eledlor  of  Hanover,  by  whom  he  was  received  with  extraordinary  marks  of  diflindtion  and 
honour. 

On  his  return  to  England,  he  was  gracioufly  received  by  the  Queen,  and  continued  in  her  favour 
till  the  change  of  the  miniftry  in  17 10,  in  confequencc  of  the  memorable  trial  of  Dr.  Sacheverel,  at 
which  he  fat  as  a  judge,  and  voted  for  a  mild  fenrence. 

Being  no  longer  in  favour,  he  adled  vigoroufly  in  fupport  of  the  Queen's  farliamentary  right; 
and,  in  oppofition  to  the  addreffes  in  vindication  of  her  hereditary  title,  publiflied  Seafonable  ^ejlions 
concerning  a  new  Parliament ;  and  contrived  to  obtain  a  writ  for  fummoning  the  Electoral  Prince  to 
parliament,  as  Duke  of  Cambridge. 

At  the  Queen's  death,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  regency;  and,  at  the  acceflion  of  George. the 
Firft,  was  made  Earl  of  Halifax,  and  Vifcount  Sunbury,  Knight  of  the  Garter,  Firft  Ccmmiffioner 
of  the  Treafury,  with  a  grant  to  his  nephew  of  the  reverCon  of  the  auditorfiiip  of  the  Excheijuer, 
and  Lord  Lieutenant  of  the  county  of  Surrey. 

He  died  of  an  inflammation  of  his  lungs,  on  the  19th  of  May  1715,  in  the  fifty-fourth  year  of 
his  age,  and  was  buried  in  Wellminfter  abbey. 

Leaving  no  iffue  by  his  lady,  whom  he  furvived  feveral  years,  his  title  of  baron,  and  his  eftates, 
devolved  on  his  nephew,  George  Montague,  Efq.  of  Horton ;  except  his  manor  of  Apfcourt,  which 
he  left  to  Mrs.  Barton,  niece  of  Sir  Ifaac  Newton,  with  a  legacy  of  5000I.,  as  a  token  of  his  affe£iian 
and  epeem  for  her  perfon,  and  as  afmall  recompence  for  the  pleafure  and  happinefs  he  bad  in  her  con-verfation. 

Though  Halifax  ranks  high  as  a  patriot  and  a  ftatefman,  it  is  not  to  his  patriotifm,  nor  his  influ- 
ence in  the  ftate,  but  to  his  rank  among  the  Englifh  poets,  that  he  derives  a  claim  to  attention  ia 
this  collediion. 

Confidered  as  a  poet,  he  belongs  to  an  inferior  clafs :  he  ranks  with  Stepney  and  Walft,  with 
whom  he  is  aflbciated  in  "  The  Works  of  the  Minor  Poets ;"  but  makes  a  lefs  confiderable  figure 
than  Dorfet,  or  even  than  Sedley  and  /  opkins,  who  do  not  appear  in  his  company,  though  they,  as 
well  as  Oldham,  have  as  juft  a  claim  to  admiffion  as  #veral  n?.mes  which  appear  in  it,  and  were 
originally  feleded  by  the  compiler  of  thefe  narratives,  from  "  the  mob  of  gentlemen  who  wrote 
"  with  eafe,"  for  this  coUedhion ;  and  have  been  rejected  only,  hecaufe  they  could  not  be  properly 
received,  in  confequence  of  fome  arrangement  relative  to  the  fize  of  the  publication. 

His  poems  confift  chiefly  of  academical  exercifes,  and  of  verfes  written  on  public  occafions.  A- 
mong  the  former,  his  Latin  compofitions  feem  to  deferve  the  preference,  though  they  are  inferior 
to  fimilar  compofitions  by  Smith,  Prior,  and  Stepney.  Among  the  latter,  his  Verfes  on  the  Battle  of 
the  Boytie  is  his  mofl  celebrated  performance  :  though  it  merits  not  all  the  praife  it  has  received,  it 
has  fome  defcriptive  and  interefling  paffages,  which  deferve  commendation.  The  Ma:t  of  Honour  is 
vigoroufly  written,  and  contains  fome  pointed  fentences,  and  llriking  delineations  of  charatfier. 
The  Verfis  •written  on  the  Toapng-Ghjfes  of  the  Kit-Kat  Club  cannot  be  eafily  exceeded:  they  are 
genteel,  fprightly,  and  elegant.  His  other  pieces  have  alfo  their  brighter  paffages  :  but,  in  general, 
there  is  a  languor  in  his  verfes,  which  feems  to  indicate  a  propenfity  to  poetry,  rather  than  a  power 
of  excelling  in  it. 

The  works  of  him,  who  was  not  only  a  poet  and  a  fcholar,  but  the  general  patron  of  poets  and 
men  of  letters,  could  not  mifs  of  more  than  due  celebration.  Addifon,  whofe  judgment  was  pro- 
bably influenced  by  affedlion,  or  gratitude,  began  to  praife  him  early,  and  was  followed  or  ac- 
companied by  almoft  all  the  contemporary  writers  of  verfe,  except  Swift,  his  political  opponent, 
and  Pope;  who  forbore  to  praife  him  during  his  life,  and  after  his  death  fpoke  of  him,,  the  one 
with  flight  cenfure,  and  the  other,  in  the  charadter  of  Bufo,  with  fatirical  feverity. 

Proud  as  Apollo  on  his  forked  hill. 
Sat  full-blown  Bufo,  puff'd  by  every  quill ; 
Ted  with  fcft  dedication  all  day  long, 
linraci  and  he  went  band  in  hand  in  for^. 
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"  All  the  bright  images,"  fays  Steele,  in  addrefiing  to  his  lordihip  the  4th  volume  of  the  Tatler. 
•'  which  the  wits  of  paft  ages  have  left  behind  them  in  their  writings,  the  noblefl  plans  which  the 
greateft  flatefmen  have  laid  down  for  the  aJminiftration  of  affairs,  are  ecjuaily  the  familiar  objecSs 
of  your  knowledge.  But  what  is  peculiar  to  your  lordihip,  above  all  the  illufiribus  perfonages 
that  have  appeared  in  any  age,  is,  that  wit  and  learning  have,  from  your  example,  fallen  into  a 
new  trra.  Your  patronage  has  produced  thofe  arts,  which  before  fhunned  the  commerce  of  the 
world,  into  the  fervice  of  life,  and  it  is  to  you  we  owe  that  the  man  of  wit  has  turned  hlmfelf  to  be  a 
man  of  bufinefs.  Your  own  ftudies  have  been  diverted  from  being  the  brighteft  ornament,  to  the: 
trighteft  ufe  to  mankind  ;  and  the  capacities  that  -(vould  have  rendered  you  the  greateft  poet  of 
your  age,  have,  to  the  advantage  of  Great  Britain,  been  employed  in  pnrfuits  which  have  made 
jou  the  moft  able  and  unbiafied  patriot," 

"  He  refted  not,"  fays  Tickell,  "  in  a  barren  admiration  of  the  p'lite  arts,  wherein  he  him- 
felf  was  fo  great  a  mafter,  but  was  ailed  by  that  humanity  they  naturally  infpire  ;  which  gave  rife 
to  many  excellent  writers,  who  iiave  cafi  a  light  upon  the  age  in  which  he  lived,  and  will  diftin- 
guifh  it  to  pofterity.  It  is  well  known  that  very  few  celebrated  pieces  have  been  publiflied  f^r 
leveral  years,  but  vihdX  were  either  promoted  by  his  encouragement,  or  fupported  by  his  appro- 
bation, or  recompenfcd  by  his  bounty.  The  caufe  of  liberty  will  receive  no  fmall  advantage  in 
future  times,  when  it  fhali  be  obferved  that  the  Earl  df  Halifax  was  one  of  the  patriots  who  were 
fct  the  head  of  it ;  and  that  moft  of  thofe  who  were  eminent  in  the  feveral  parts  of  polite  or  ufeful 
learning,  were,  by  his  influence  and  example,  engaged  in  the  fame  intcreft." 

His  charadler,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  ftiews  the  prejudices  of  our  great  poetical  biographer, 
againft  a  Whig  pation  of  literature,  who  is  enumerated  among  the  moft  eminent  poets,  yet  is 
defpifed.  ' 

"  Many  a  blandilhment  v/as  pradifed  upon  Halifax,  which  he  would  never  have  known  had 
he  had  no  other  attrafiiuns  than  thofe  of  his  poetry,  of  which  a  Ihort  time  has  withered  the  beau- 
ties. It  would  now  be  efteemed  no  honour,  by  a  cnntributer  to  the  monthly  bundles  of  verfes,  to 
te  told,  that,  in  flrajns  either  familiar  cr  folemn,  he  fmgs  like  Montague." 
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On  the  Death  of  his  xnoft  facrcd  Majefty 

KING     CHARLES     II. 


FAREWELL,  great  Charles,  monarch  of  hlcft  re- 
nown, 
The  beft  good  man  that  ever  fill'd  a  throne ; 
Whom  Nature  as  her  higheft  pattern  wrought. 
And  mix'd  both  fexes  virtues  in  one  draught; 
Wifdom  for  councils,  bravery  in  war, 
With  all  the  mild  good-nature  of  the  fair. 
The  woman's  fweetnefs,  temper'd  manly  wit, 
And  loving  pow'r,  did  crown'd  with  meeknefsfit; 
His  awful  perfon  reverence  engag'd. 
With  mild  addrefs  and  tendernefs  affuag'd  : 
Thus  the  almighty  gracious  King  above 
Does  both  command  our  fear,  and  win  our  love. 

With  wonders  born,  by  miracles  preferv'd, 
A  heavenly  hoft  the  infant's  cradle  ferv'd; 
And  men  his  healing  empire's  omen  read, 
When  fun  with  ftars,  and  day  with  night  agreed. 
His  yotith  for  valorous  patience  was  renown'd ; 
Like  David,  perfecuted  firft,  then  crown'd  ; 
Liov'd  in  all  courts,  admir'd  where'er  he  came, 
At  once  our  nation's  glory,  and  its  fliame  : 
They  bJeft  the  ifle  where  fuch  great  fpirits  dwell, 
Abhorr'd  the  men  that  could  fuch  worth  expel. 
To  fpare  our  lives,  he  meekly  did  defeat 
Thofe  Sauls  whom  wand'ring  aifes  made  fo  great ; 
Waiting  till  heav'n's  eledion  fhould  be  fliewn. 
And  the  Almighty  ftiould  his  unftion  own : 

And  own  he  did his  powerful  arm  difplay'd; 

And  Ifrael,  the  belov'd  of  God,  obey'd  ; 
Call'd  by  his  people's  tears,  he  came,  he  eas'd 
The  groaning  nation,  the  black  ftorms  appeas'd. 
Did  greater  blcffings,  than  he  took,  afford ; 
England  itfelf  was  more,  than  he,  reftiT'd. 
Unhappy  Albion,  by  ftrange  ills  opprefs'd, 
In  various  fevers  toli,  could  find  no  reft  ; 
Quite  fpent  and  weary'd,  to  his  arms  flie  fled. 
And  refted  on  his  fhoulders  her  fair  bending  head. 

In  conquefts  mild,  he  came  from  exile  kind; 
No  cUwes,  no  provocations,  chang'd  his  ciindj 


No  malice  fhew'd,  np  hate,  revenge,  or  pride. 
But  rul'd  as  meekly,  as  his  father  dy'd  ; 
Eas'd  us  from  endlefs  wars,  made  difcords  ceafe, 
Reftor'd  to  quiet,  and  maintain'd  in  peace. 
A  mighty  feries  of  new  time  began. 
And  rolling  years  in  joyful  circles  ran. 
Then  wealth  the  city,  bufinefs  fill'd  the  port. 
To  mirth  our  tumults  turn'd,  our  wars  to  fport : 
Then  learning  flourifti'd,  blooming  arts  did  faring, 
And  the  glad  mufcs  prun'd  their  drooping  wing : 
Then  did  our  flying  towers  improvement  know, 
Who  now  command  as  far  as  winds  can  blow  ; 
With  canvafs  wings  round  all  the  globe  tb.ey  fly. 
And,  built  by  Charles's  art,  all  ftorms  defy ; 
To  every  coaft  with  ready  fails  are  hurl'd. 
Fill  us  with  wealth,  and  with  our  fame  the  world; 
From  whofe  diftratSions  fcas  do  us  divide; 
Their  riches  here  in  floating  caftles  ride. 
We  reap  the  fwarthy  Indian's  fweat  and  toil ; 
Their  fruit,  without  the  mifchiefs  of  their  foil. 
Here  in  cool  fnades  their  gold  and  pearls  receive. 
Free  from  the  heat  which  does  their  luftre  give. 
In  PerGan  filks,  eat  eaftern  fpice ;  fecure 
From  burning  fluxes,  and  their  calenture  : 
Under  our  vines,  upon  the  peaceful  fnore. 
We  fee  all  Europe  toft,  hear  tempefts  roar : 
Rapine,  fword,  wars,  and  famine,  rage  abroad. 
While  Charles    their  hoft,    like  Jove  from   Ida, 

aw'd, 
Us  from  our  foes  and  from  ourfelves  did  fliield. 
Our  towns  from  tumults,  and  from  arms  the  field; 
For  when  bold  faiSion  goodnefs  could  difdain, 
Unwillingly  he  us'd  a  ftraiter  rein  : 
In  the  ftill  gentle  voice  he  lov'd  to  fpeak. 
But  could  with  thunder  harden'd  rebels  break. 
Yet  though  they  wak'd  the  laws,  his  tender  mind 
Was  undiliurb'd,  in  wi:ath  feverely  kind  ; 
Tempting  his  power,  and  urging  to  affuaie;        ' 
Thu^  Jyvf  ia  iove  diJ  Scmel--  c'.Mifunie, 
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As  the  flout  oak,  when  round  his  trunk  the  vine 
Does  in  fol't  wreaths  and  nmorous  foldings  twine, 
Jiafy  and  flijjht  appears ;  the  winds  from  far 
Summon  their  noify  forces  to  the  war : 
But  though  fo  gentle  ftems  his  outward  form, 
His  hidden  flreugth  out-braves  the  Inudefl  (lorm  : 
Firmer  he  flands,  and  boldly  keeps  the  field, 
Shewing    (lout    niinds,    when    unprovok'd,    are 

mild, 
So  when  the  good  man  made  the  crowd  prefume, 
He  fhew'd  himfelf,  and  did  the  lung  aiTume  : 
For  goodnefs  in  excefs  may  be  a  fin  ; 
Juftice  niuft  tame,  whom  mercy  cannot  win. 
'Ihus  winter  fixes  the  unfl;i.i<le  fea. 
And  teaches  reillefs  water  conftancy, 
Which  under  the  warm  influence  of  briglit  days. 
The  fickle  motion  of  each  blaft  obeys. 
To  brid.e  fa<5>ioas,  flop  rebellion's  courfe. 
By  eafy  methods,  vanquift  without  force  ; 
Relieve  the  good,  bold  ftuhborn  foes  fubdue, 
Mildncfs  in  wrath,  metknefs  in  anger  fhew 
Were  a/ts  great  Charles's  prudence  only  ki 
To  fright  the  bad,  thus  avJIul  thunder  rolls, 
Wliile  the  bright  bow  fecjp-cs  the  faithful  fouls. 
Such  is  thy  glory,  Charles,  thy  lailii;g  name, 
Brighter  than  our  pr:jud  neighbour's  guilty  fame, 
More  noble  than  the  fpnils  that  battles  yield. 
Or  all  the  empty  triumphs  of  the  field. 
'  ris  lefs  to  conquer,  than  to  make  war  ceafe, 
And  without  fighting,  awe  the  world  to  peace  : 
For  proudefl  triumphs  from  contempt  arife  ; 
'I'he  vanquifli'd  firft  the  conqueror's  arms  defpife  : 
Won  enfigns  are  the  gaudy  marks  of  Icorn  ; 
They  brave  the  victor  firtl,  and  then  adorn. 
But    peaceful  nioiiarthi  reign  like  gods ;    while 

none 
Difpute,  all- love,  bicfs,  reverence  their  throne, 
""ligers  and  bears,  with  all  the  favage  hoft. 
May  boldutis,  firengtli,  and  daring  conquefl  boaft; 
But  the  fweet  pafTn.us  of  a  generous  mind 
Are.  the  prerogaiive  of  human  kind; 
The  godlike  image,  on  our  clay  imprefi, 
'The  darlirg  attribute  which  heaven  loves  bell: 
In  Charles,  fo  good  a  man  and  king,  we  fee 
A  double  image  cf  t!ie  deity. 
Oh  !  had  he  niore  refi.mblea  it !    Oh,  why 
Was  he  not  Idil  mors  like,  and  could  not  die  ? 
Now  do  our  thoughts  alone  enjoy  hi^  name, 
And  faint  ideas  of  cur  bkfiing  frarre  i 
In  Thames,  the  Ocean'^  darling,  England'!:  pride, 
The  plealing  emblem  <.f  his  leign  docs  glide  : 
""I'haniC",  the  fupport  and  glory  of  our  iile. 
Richer  than  'I'agus,  or  iEgyptian  Nile  : 
'J  hough  no  rich  fand  in  him,  no  pcsrls  arc  found, 
Yet  fields  rtjoice,  his  meadows  laugh  around  ; 
Lefs  wealth  nis  bofnm  holds,  lei's  guilty  llorts. 
For  he  exliaufts  himfelf,  t'  enrich  the  fliores. 
Mild  and  lercne  the  peaceful  current  flows, 
hio  angry  foam,  no  rutting  furges  knows ; 
No  drcadin!  wrecks  m  on  his  Uanhs  appear,         ~\ 
His  cryftal  (Iream  unllain'd  by  widows  tear,        C 
ills  channel  llrong  and  eafy,  deep  and  clear.      J 
No  arbiuary  inundations  Iwcep  T 

'J'lie  |d..iighman's  hi  pes  and  hie  into  tlic  deep  ;  > 
His  even  v.aieii  th-;  old  l.niiis  k'.cp.  j 
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But  oh  !  he  ebbs,  the  fmiiing  waves  decay, 
For  ever,  lovely  flream,  for  ever  flay  I 
To  the  black  fea  his  filent  courfe  does  bend, 
Where  the  beft  flreams,  the  longefl  rivers,  end. 
His  fpotlefs  waves  there  undiflinguifh'd  pafs, 
None  fee,  how  clear,  how  bounteous,  fweet,  he 

was. 
No  difference  now,  though  late  fo  much,  is  feen, 
'Twix:  him,  fierce  Rhine,  and  the  impetuous  Seine. 

But,  lo  !  the  joyful  tide  our  hopes  reflores. 
And  dancing  waves  extend  the  wid'oing  fhores. 
James  is  our  Charles  in  all  things  but  in  name  : 
rhus  Thames  is  daily  lofl,  yet  ftill  the  fame. 


ODE 

ON    TUB    MARRIAGE    QV    THE 

FRJNCESS  ANNE  AND  PRINCE 
GEORGE  OF  DENMARK. 


Whilst  black  defigns  (that  direful  work  of  fate) 

Diftra(5l  the  labouring  flate ;    ' 
Whilft  (like  tlie  fea)  around  loud  difcords  roar, 
Breaking  their  fury  on  the  frighted  fliore  ; 
And  England  does  like  brave  Vienna  fland, 
Befieg'd  by  Infidels  on  either  hand  ; 
What  means  this  peaceful  train,  this  pompous  fight? 

What  means  this  royal  beauteous  pair  ? 
This  troop  of  youths  and  virgins  heavenly  fair. 

That  does  at  once  aftonifh  and  delight ; 
Great  Charles,  and  his  illuftrious  brother  here, 
No  bold  alTaffinate  need  fear  ; 
Here  is  no  harmful  weapon  found. 
Nothing  but  Cupid's  darts  and  Beauty  here  can 
wound. 

II. 
How  grateful  does  this  fcene  appear 
lo  us,  who  might  too  juftly  fear 
We  never  Ihould  have  feen  again 
Aught  bright,  but  armour  on  the  plain  I 
Ne'er  in  their  cheerful  garb  t'  have  feen  the  fair. 
While  all,  with  melting  eyes  and  wild  diflievcl'd 
hair,  [flain. 

Had  mourn'd  their  brothers,  fons,  and  hufbands 
Thefc  duiky  ihadows  make  this  fcene  more  bright; 

The  horror  adds  to  the  delight. 
This  glorious  pomp  our  fpirits  cheers;  from  hence 
We  lucky  omens  take,  new  happinefs  commence. 

III. 
Thus  when  the  gathering  clouds  a  florm  prepare 
And  their  black  force  affociate  in  the  air, 
(Endeavouring  to  eclipfe  the  boun;eous  light, 
Wlio,  with  kind  warmth,  and  powerful  rays, 
'Fhem  to  that  envy'd  height 
From  their  mean  native  earth  did  raife) 

A  thoughtful  fadnefs  fits  on  all, 
Expe<£ling  where  the  full-charg'd  clouds  will  fall  ; 
But  if  the  heavenly  bow 
Deck'd  like  a  gaudy  bride  appears. 
And  all  lier  various  lobes  dil'plays, 
painted  by  th'  con.^uc::ing  i";:n  o  triumphant  rayi 
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Tt  mortals  drooping  fpirlts  clieers ; 

Frefli  joy,  new  light,  each  -vifage  wears : 

Again  the  feaman  triifts  the  main, 
The  jocund  fwains  their  coverts  leave  again  ; 

Again,  in  pleafant  warbling  notes, 
The  cheerful  poets  of  the  wood  extend  their  tune- 
ful throats. 

IV. 

Then,  then,  my  mufe,   raife  with  the  lyre   thy 

voice. 
And  with  thy  lays  make  fields  and  woods  rejoice  : 

For,  lo  I  the  heavenly  pledge  appears. 
And  in  bright  charatfters  the  promifc  bears  : 
The  fadious  deluge  fliall  prevail  no  more ; 
In  vain  they  foam,  in  vain  they  rage. 
Buffet  in  vain  the  unmov'd  fbore,  [affuage. 

Her  charms,  and  Charles's  power,  their  fury  fhall 
See  1  fee  !  how  decently  the  bafliful  bride 
Does  bear  her  conqutfl;;  with  how  little  pride 
She  views  that  prince,  the  captive  of  her  charms, 
Who  made  the  nortli  with  fear  to  quake. 
And  did  that  powerful  empire  Qiake  ; 
Before  whofe  arms,  when  great  Guftavus  led, 
The  frighted  Roman  eagies  fled. 

T. 

Whatever  then  was  his  defirc. 
His  cannons  did  command  in  fire  : 
Now  he  himfelf  for  pity  prays. 
His  love  in  timorous  Cghs  he  breathes, 
Wliile  all  his  fpoils,  and  glorious  wreaths 
Of  laurel,  at  her  feet  the  vanquifh'd  warrior  lays. 
Great  prince  I  by  that  fubmifiion  you'll  gain  more 
Than  e'er  your  haughty  courage  won  before  ; 
Here  on  your  knees  a  greater  trophy  gain. 
Than  that  you  brought  from  Lunfderi's  famous 

plain  ; 
Where,  when  your  brother,  fired  with  fuccefs, 
Too  daringly  upon  the  foe  did  prefs. 
And  was  a  captive  made,  then  you  alone 
Did  with  your  fingle  arm  fuppcrt  the  throre  : 
Your  generous  breaft,  with  fury  boiling  o'er. 
Like  lightning  through  their  fcatter'd  troops  you 
flew,  [bore. 

And  from  th'  amazed  foe  the  royal  prize  in  triumph 

VI. 

You  have  your  anceftors  in  this  one  adt  out-done, 
I'hough  their  fuccefsful  arms  did  this  whole  ifle 
o'er-run. 
They,  to  revenge  a  ravifii'd  lady,  came. 
You,  to  enjoy  one  fpotlefs  as  your  fame  : 
Before  them,  as  they  march'd,  the  country  fled, 
And  back  behind  them  threw 
Their  curfes  as  they  flew  ; 
On  the  b'eak  faore,  cxpetfiing  you,  they  fland, 
And  with  glad  fhouts  condu6t  to  land  : 
Through  gaping  crowds  you're  forc'd  to  prefs 
your  way,  [ones  pray 

V.'hile  virgins  figh,  the  young  men  fhout,  and  old 
And  with  this  beauteous  laoy  you  may  gain 

(This  lady,  that  alone 
Of  greater  value  is  than  any  throne) 
Without  that  rapine,  guilt,  and  hate, 
By  a  calm  and  even  fate, 
TLat  empire,   which  they  did  fo  (hort  a  while 
Biaintain. 


ODE 

ON    THE    SAME    OCCASION  *. 
I. 

Hi^c,  hinc,  Camoenx,  cedite  inutile*. 
Nam  cor  potcr.ti  numine  gaudiuai 
AfRavit,  exuitanfque  pe(flus 
Corripuit  nieliore  flamma. 
Talefque  cantus  fundere  geftio, 
Ifmene,  quales  auribus  haiifisras 
lltrifque,  quando  Dithyrambis 
Pindarus  incaluit  folutis. 
Dum  nefcit  aequo  flumine  gaudium 
Prolabi,  et  ar.-^is  limitibus,  vagc 

Nunc  hue  redundans,  nunc  retrcrfum, 
Vorticibus  fiirit  inquietis. 
Adfis,  triumphos  dum  canimus  tuos, 
Adfis,  Cupldo,  illabere  peAori ; 
Dum  perfonanius  te,  decoris 

Carminibus,  bona  Cypris,  adfis. 
Cypron  beatam  fperne  volatilis, 
Hue,  hue  Amnrum  fepta  cohortibus, 
IVIolire  grefru',  ad  Britannos 
Casruleos  age,  Diva,  currus. 

Fallor  ?  an  ex  Iseva  Convexi  parte  fereni 

Diva  vocata  venit  ? 
Ecce  !  citis  ma'gnum  (pendens  in  verbere  prona) 

Tranat  inane  rotis. 
Fronde  comas,  auroque  premit  pulcherrima.  Mar- 

Qualis  adire  folet.  rtera 

Gaudia,  Blanditias,  hi'ari  vulfuque  renidens 

Spargit  ubique  Jocos. 
Lafcivus  pivSas  jaclar.tior  explicat  alas 

Idaliufque  puer. 
Adventu  difperfa  Dex  funt  nubila,  venti 

Nee  fremuere  minis. 
Dum  Nyniphas  una  ante  alias  formofior  omnei, 

Dignaque  cura  De.-s, 
Sic  psana  canit,  ccelum  et  modulamine  complct 

Vox  fociata  lyrx  : 

"  Egregiam  laudem,  Venu?,  et  fpolia  ampla  re- 

fertis 
Tuque,  Puerque  faus;  fi  Virgo  B.-itannica  vifla 
Agiiofcat  numen  (mentem  jam  faucia)  veftrum. 
Si  votis,  fi  fxva  ullis  ir/ucta  moveri, 
Ant  precibus  proeberc  fuas  tradtabilis  aares. 
Ilium  jam  fentit,  quem  non  mil'erata  furorem  eft. 

Fervidus  et  Dania;  Princeps,  cui  pralia  curas, 
(Deteftata  Tibi)  picflis  ct  fplendor  in  armis, 
Qui  nee  militiam  veitram,  nee  cafira,  Cupido, 
Novit,  fed  flammas  et  inania  fpicida  rifit, 
Dum  trepidos  Suecos  ardens  agit  xquore  campi. 
Jam  vcnerem  accipiens  invi4S:o  pctflore  totani, 
Extendit  palmas  ad  numina  laefa  rebelles. 

Jam  non  bella  placent,  et  lituo  lyram 
Prxfert,  atqiie  caput  I  tali  calTidc  feirei 
Urgeri  folitum,  divitis  Itali 

Unguentum  ledolens,  fuz 


From  f!'c  "  Ilymennciis  Catabrisicnfi*. 
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Reclinat  gremio  coniiigis;  immemor 
Siinni,  dumque  ragis  Iqminibus  deam 
Perluftrat,  rofeis  ofcula  quas  labris 
Libavit  fitiens  blbit, 

Deponitque  gravi  militia  latus 
Dcfcffum  in  thalamo  Istus  amabili : 
Hac  niercede  juvant  vulnera,  fic  caput 
Objeciffe  periculis. 

Plaudit,  Dione,  Iseta  Britannia, 
Oiini  cruentum  nee  meminit  mare, 
Fufdfve  cives  indecore,  aut 
Rcgna  Dano  populata  forti ; 

II.TC  dam  renidens  vindicat  omnia 

Pu'chris  ocellis  Anna,  Georgium 

D'ucenfque  captivum  cateiiis, 

Per  thalamum  graditur  triumphans. 

Tuifque  fiirgit  laut'ilnis  HafFnia, 
Volvendo  retro  fecula  prsecinens, 
Cum  Cimber  Anglo  jundtus  nmni 
Bet  irepido  fua  jura  mundo. 

lo  Dione  !   Suecia  jam  canit, 
Pulfos  colonos  dum  neque  fulgidls 
Deterret  armis,  nee  tremendo 
Georgius  indomitus  tumultu. 

Vos,  par  beatnm,  ter,  ter  et  ampliiis, 
Vos  obligaram  ferte  dese  dapem, 
Semperque  amantes  hanc  benignani 
Perpetuo  celebrate  plaufu !"' 

Carolus  AIoNTAGU,  Generofus,et  A.M.  Triii.Cqll. 


THE  MAN  OF  HONOUR. 

/       OCCASIONED  BYAPOSTSCRIPTOF  PENN's  LETTER, 

Not  all  the  tlireats  or  favour  nf  a  crown, 
A  prince's  wliifper,  or  a  tyrant's  frown, 
Can  awe  tbe  fpirit,  or  allure  the  mind, 
Of  him,  who  to  Arid:  honour  is  inclin'd. 
Though  all  the  pomp  and  j  icafnre  that  does  waitT 
Oji  public  places,  and  affairs  vi  flate,  > 

biviuld  fonJly  court  him  to  he  bale  and  great ;    J 
"With  even  paiiioc!,  and  with  fettled  face, 
Me  would  runovc  the  harlot's  falfe  embrace. 

Thou  all  the  dorms  and  tcmpefts  fhould  arife, 
That  chiircli-magicians  in  their  cells  advife, 
AtKl  from  their  fetllcd  bafis  nations  tear, 
He  would  unmov'd  the  mighty  ruin  bear ; 
Secure  in  innocence  conrenin  them  all, 
And  decently  array'd  in  honours  fall. 

For  this  brave  Shrewfbury  and  Lumley's  name 
Slia'l  (land  the  fortmoft  in  the  lift  of  fame  ; 
Who  firfl  with  Ready  minds  the  current  broke. 
Ami  to  the  fuppliant  monarch  boldly  fpoke  ; 
•',  Great  ,bir,  renown''d  for  conftancy,  how  juft 
<'  lldve  \vc  obej'd  the  ciowji,  ;uid ftrv'd  our  tnifl, 
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"  Efpous'd  your  caufe  and  inteteft  in  di(lre&, 
"  Yourfelf  niuft  witnefs,  and  our  foes  confefs! 
"  Permit  us  then  ill  fortune  to  accufe, 
"  That  you  at  laft  unhappy  councils  ufe, 
"  And  afk  the  only  thing  we  muft  refufe. 
"  Our  lives  and  fortunes  freely  we'll  expofe, 
^'  Honour  alone  we  cannot,  muft  nor  lofe  ; 
"  Honour,  that  fpark  of  the  celeftial  fire, 
"  That  above  nature  makes  mankind  afpire ; 
"   Ennobles  the  rude  paffioi;s  of  our  frame 
"   With  thirft  of  glory,  and  dcfire  of  fame ; 
"  The  licheft  treafure  of  a  generous  breaft, 
"  Th^t  gives  the  ftamp  and  ftandard  to  the  reft. 
"  Wit,  ftrength,  and  courage,  are  wild  dangerous 

"  force, 
"  Unlefs  this  foftens  and  diredls  their  courfc  ; 
"  And  would  you  rob  us  of  the  nobleft  part  ? 
"  Accept  a  facrifice  without  a  heart  ? 
"  'Tis  much  beneath  the  greatnefs  of  a  throne, 
"  To  take  the  cafket  when  the  jewel's  gone  ; 
"  Dtbauch  our  principles,  corrupt  our  race, 
"  And  teach  the  nobles  to  be  falfe  and  bafe  ; 
"  What  confidence  can  you  in  them  repofe, 
"  Who,  ere  they  ferve  you,  all  their  value  lofe  ? 
"  Who   once   enflave   their  confcience   to   their 

'<■  luft, 
"  Have  loft  their  reins,  and  can  no  more  be  juft. 

"  Of  honour,  men  at  firft  like  women  nice, 
"  Raife  maiden  fcruples  at  unpratftis'd  vice  ; 
"  Their  modeft  nature  curbs  the  ftruggling  flame, 
"  And  ftifles  what  they  wifti  to  S.&.,  with  Ihame  : 
"  But  once  this  fence  thrown  down,  when  they 

"  perceive 
"  That  they  may  tafte  forbidden  fruit  and  live  ; 
"  They  ftop  not  herp  their  cpurfe,  but  fafcly  in, 
"  Grow  ftrong,  luxuriant,  and  bold  in  (in  ; 
"  True  to  no  principles,  prefs  to;- ward  ftill, 
"  And  only  bound  by  appetite  their  will: 
"  Now  fawn  and  flatter,  while  this  tide  prevails, 
"  But  fhift  with  every  veering  blaft  their  fails. 
"  Markthofe  that  meanly  truckle  to  your  power,  T 
"   They  once  defcrted,  and  chang'd  iides  before,  > 
"   And  would  to  morrow  Mahomet  adore.  j 

"  On  higher  fprings  true  men  of  honour  move, 
"    Free  is  their  ferviee,  and  unbought  their  love  : 
"   \Vhen  danger  callsj  and  honour  leads  the  way, 
"   With  joy  they  follow,  and  with  pride  obey  : 
*'  When  the  rebellious  foe  came  rolling  on, 
"  And  Ihook  with  gathering  multitudes  the  throne, 
*'  Where  were  tbe  minions  then  ?  What  arm,  what 

"  force, 
"  Could  they  oppofe  to  ftop  the  torrent's  courfe? 

"  Then  Pembroke,  then  the  nc  bles  firmly  flood, 
"  Free  of  their  lives,  and  lavidi  of  their  blood; 
'*  But,  when,  your  orders  to  mean  ends  decline, 
"   With  the  fame  conftancy  they  all  lefign." 

Thus  f[iake   the  youth,  who  open'd  firft  the 
way, 
And  was  the  phofph't^js  to  the  dawning  day; 
FoUow'd  by  a  more  glorious  fplendid  hoft. 
Than  any  age,  or  any  realm  can  boaft : 
So  great  their  fame,  fo  numerous  their  train. 
To  name  were  cndlefs,  and  to  praife  in  vain  ; 
But  H'^rl^c't  and  great  Oxford  merit  more; 
B  Id  is  their  flight,  and  more  fub|lnic  th;jr  foar.;. 
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So  high  their  virtue  as  yet  wants  a  name, 
Exceeding  wonder,  and  fur)iafling  fame  : 
Rife,  glorioii'.  church,  ereil  thy  radiant  head  ; 
The  florm  is  pail:,  th'  impending  tempeft  fled  ; 
Had  fate  decreed  thy  ruin  or  dilgrace, 
It  had  not  given  fuch  fnns  fo  brave  a  race  ; 
When  for  deflrudlion  heaven  a  realm  defigns, 
The  lymptoms  firft  appear  in  flavifli  minds. 
Thefe  men  would  prnp  a  finking  nation's  weight, 
Stop  falling  vengeat:ce,  and  reverfe  ev'n  fate. 
Let  otlier  nations  boai>  their  fruitful  fuil, 
Their  fragrant  fpices,  their  rich  wine  and  oil; 
la  breathing  cclours,  and  in  living  paint, 
Let  them  excel ;  their  maflery  we  grant. 
But  to  inftruifl  the  mind,  to  arm  the  foul 
Wit!,  virtue  which  no  dangers  can  control ; 
Exalt  the  thought,  a  fpeedy  courage  lend, 
That  horror  cannot  fliake,  or  pleafure  bend  ; 
Thefe  are  the  Englifh  arts,  thefe  vve  profefs, 
To  be  the  fame  in  mifery  and  fuccefs  ; 
To  teach  oppreffors  law,  alUft  the  good, 
Relieve  the  wretched,  and  fubdue  the  proud. 
Such  are  our  fouls  :   but  what  doth  worth  avail 
When  kings  conimit  to  hungry  pricfts  the  fcale  ? 
All  merit's  light  when  they  dii'pofe  the  weight, 
Who  either  would  embroil  or  rule  the  ftate. 
Defame  thofe  heroes  who  th^ir  yoke  refufe, 
And  blaft  that  honefty  they  cannot  ufe  ; 
The  flrength  and  fafety  of  the  crown  deflroy. 
And  the  king's  power  againfl  himfelf  employ  ; 
Affront  his  friends,  deprive  him  of  the  brave ; 
Bereft  of  thefe,  he  muft  become  their  flave. 
Men,  like  our  money,  come  the  mofl  in  play, 
For  being  bafe,  and  of  a  courfe  allay. 
The  richeft  medals,  and  the  purefl  gold, 
Of  native  value,  and  exadlefl  mould, 
By  worth  coticeai'd,  m  private  clofets  fliine, 
For  vulgar  ufe  too  precious  and  too  fine  ; 
Whilfl  tin  and  copper  with  new  ftamping  bright, 
Coin  of  bafe  metal,  counterfeit  and  light. 
Do  all  the  bufinefs  of  the  nation's  turn, 
Rais'd  in  contempt,  us'd  and  empb-y'd  in  fcorn ; 
So  fhining  virtues  are  for  courts  too  bright, 
Whofe  guilty  actions  fly  tjie  feafching  light  : 
Rich  in  themfelves,  dildaining  to  afpire. 
Great  without  pomp,  they  willingly  retire ; 
Give  place  to  fools,  v/hole  ralh  misjudging  fenfs 
Ii;creafes  the  weak  mealbres  of  their  prince  ; 
They  blindly  and  implicitly  run  on, 
Nor  fee  thofe  dangers  which  the  others  fliun  : 
Who,  flow  to  adi,   each  bufinefs  duly  v.'eigh, 
Advife  v^-ith  freedom,  and  with  care  obey; 
With  wifdonr  fatal  to  their  intereft,  ftrive 
To  make  their  monarch  lov'd,  and  nation  thrive. 
Such  have  noplace  where  priefts  and  women  reign. 
Who  love  fierce  drivers,  and  a  loofer  rein. 


AN  EPISTLE 

TO 

CHARLES  EARL  OF  DORSET, 
Occajtotied  by  his  Majtjly's  •victory  in  Ireland,  169O. 

What  !   fliall  the  king  the  nation's  genius  raife, 
And  make  us  rival  our  great  Edward's  days ; 


Yet  not  one  mufe,  worthy  a  c^.nqueror's  name. 
Attend  his  triumphs,  and  record  his  fame  ? 
Oh,  Dorfet  I  you  alone  this  fault  can  mend, 
Themufts'  darling,  confident,  and  friend; 
The  poets  are  your  charge,  and,  if  unfit. 
You  fhould  be  fin'd  to  furnifli  abler  wit ; 
Oblig'd  to  quit  your  eafe,  and  draw  again. 
To  paint  the  greateft  hero,  the  befl  pen. 

A  hero,  who  thus  early  doth  out-fliine 
The  ancient  honours  of  his  glorious  line  ; 
And,  foaring  more  fiibiimely  to  renown. 
The  memory  of  their  pious  triumphs  drown; 
Whofe  adtions  are  deliver'd  o'er  to  fame. 
As  types  and  figures  of  his  greater  name. 

When  fate  fome  mighty  genius  has  defign'J, 
For  the  relief  and  wonder  of  mankind. 
Nature  takes  time  to  anfwer  the  intent. 
And  climbs,  by  flow  degrees,  the  fteep  afcent  : 
She  toils  and  labours  with  the  grovv'ing  weight. 
And  watches  carefully  tht  fteps  of  fate  ; 
Till  all  the  feeds  of  providence  unite, 
To  fet  the  hero  in  a  happy  light ; 
Then,  in  a  lucky  and  propitious  hour. 
Exerts  her  force,  and  calls  forth  all  her  power. 

In  NaiTau's  race  flie  made  this  long  e fl'ay  : 
Heroes  and  patriots  prepar'd  the  way, 
And  promis'd,  in  thtir  dawn,  this  brighter  day; 
A  public  fpirit  diftingiiifh'd  all  the  line, 
Succeflive  virtues  in  each  branch  did  Ihine, 
Till  this  lafl  glory  rofe,  and  crown'd  the  great 

defign. 
Blefl  be  his  name  !  and  peaceful  lie  his  nrave. 
Who  durft  his  native  foil,  loft  Holland,  fave  '. 
But  William's  genius  takes  a  wider  fcope, 
And  gives  the  injur'd,  in  all  kingdoms,  horie- 
Born  to  fubdue  infulting  tyrants'  rage, 
The  ornament  and  terror  of  the  age  ; 
The  refuge  vi'here  aifliifted  nations  find 
Relief  from  thofe  opprefTors  of  mankind, 
Whom  laws  rcftrain  not,  and  no  oaths  can  bindA 
Him,  their  deliverer  Europe  does  coiifef? 
^11  tongues  extol,  and  ail  religions  blefs; 
The  Po,  the  Danube,  Boetis,  and  the  Rhine, 
United  in  his  ])raife,  thvir  wonder  ioin  ; 
While,  in  the  public  caufe,  he  takes  the  field. 
And  flielter'd  nations  figlit  behind  his  fliield. 
His  foes  themfelves  dare  not  apjMaufe  refufe  :  . 
And  Ihall  fuch  adions  watit  a  faithful  mufe  ? 
Poets  have  this  to  boaft  :   without  their  aid,        "^ 
I'he  freflieft  laurels  nipp'd  by  malice,  fade,        > 
And  virtue  to  oblivion  is  betray'd  :  S 

The  proudefl:  honours  have  a  narrow  date, 
Unlei's  they  vindicate  their  names  from  fate. 

But  who  is  equal  to  fuil:aia  the  part  ? 
Dry  den  has  numbers,  but  he  wants  a  heart; 
Injoin'd  a  penance,  which  is  too  fevere 
For  playing  once  the  fool  to  perfcvere. 
Others,  who  knevvr  the  trade,  have  laid  it  down  : 
And,  looking  round,   I  find  you  fiand  alone. 

How,  Sir,  can  you,  or  any  E'gHih  Mufe, 
Our  country's  fame,  our  monarch's  arms,  refufe  3 

'  ris  not  my  want  of  gratittide,  but  fkill, 
Makes  me  decline  what  I  can  ne'er  fulfil. 
I  cannot  fing  of  ctinquefts  as  I  hrght, 
,  And  my  breach  f«iils  to  fwcll  a  lofty  note. 


I 
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{  know  n}'  coq^pafs,  and  my  mufe's  fize, 
She  Joves  to  fport  and  play,  but  dares  not  rife  ; 
Idly  affefls,  in  this  familiar  way,  ^ 

In  eafy  numbers  loofely  to  convey,  > 

What  mutual  friendfliip  would  at  diftance  fay.  J 

Poets  afi^ume  another  cone  and  voice. 
When  victory's  their  theme,  and  arms  their  choice. 
To  follow  heroes  in  the  chace  of  fame, 
A&s  force  and  heat,  and  fancy  wing'd  with  flame. 
What  words  can  paint  the  royal  warrior's  face  ? 
What  colours  can  the  figure  boldly  raife, 
When,  cover'd  o'er  with  comely  dull  and  fmoke, 
He  pierc'd  the  foe,  and  ihickcft  fquadrons  broke? 
His  bleeding  arm,  flili  panful  with  the  fore, 
Which,  in  his  people's  caufe,  the  pious  father  bore: 
Whom,  cleaving  through  the   troops  a  glorious 

way, 
Not  the  united  force  of  France  andlicH'ctiukl  ftay. 

Oh,  Dorfet !  I  am  rais'd  '.  I'm  all  on  fire  ! 
And,  if  my  (Irength  could  anfwer  my  defire, 
Jn  fpeaking  paint  this  figure  fhould  be  fcen,        ^ 
Like  Jove  his  grandeur,  and  like  Mars  his  mien;  > 
And  gods  defcending  fliould  adorn  the  fcene.      J 

See,  fee  1   upon  the  banks  of  Boyne  he  flands. 
By  his  own  view  adjtifiing  his  commands  : 
Calm  and  ferene  the  armed  coafl  faryeys, 
And,    in    cool    thoughts,    the    different    chances 

weighs  • 
Then,  fir'd  with  fame,  and  eager  of  renown, 
Refolves  to  end  the  v/ar,  and  fix  the  throne. 
iTom  wing  to  wing  the  fquadrons  bending  ftand. 
And  clofe  their  ranks  to  meet  their  king's  com- 
mand ; 
The  drums  and  trumpets  fleep,  the  fprightly  noife 
Of  neighing  fteeds,  and  cannons  louder  voice, 
Sufpended  in  attenrion,  banifu  far 
All  hoftile  founds,  and  hufh  the  di-i  of  war  : 
The  filent  troops  llretch  fprth  an  eager  look, 
Lifiening  with  joy,  While  thus  their  general  f;>oke: 

"  Come,  fellow-fuldiers,  fi)llow  me  once  more, 
*'  Av.d  fix  the  fate  of  Eu»ope  on  that  fhorc ; 
"   Ycur  courage  only  waits  from  me  the  word, 
*'  But  Ent;land's  happinefs  commands  my.  fword  : 
«'   In  her  defence  I  every  part  will  b.ar,  ~) 

"  The  foldier's  dauger,  and  the  prince's  care,    > 
'*  And  envy  any  arm  an  equal  fiiare.  -       J 

"  Set  all  that's  dear  to  men  before  your  fight : 
<*   For  laws,  religion,  liberty,  wc  fight ; 
"  To  lave  your  wives  from  rape,  your  towns  from 
fiamc,  ^     _       [name: 

"  Redeem   your  country  fold,  and  vindicate  her 
"  At  whofe  requell  and  timely  call  1  rofe, 
"    I'o  tempt  my  fate,  and  all  my  hopes  cxpofe; 
"   Sirugo-ltd  with  adverfe  ftoims  and  winter  feas, 
'«  I'hat  in  my  labours  you  might  fiind  your  eafe. 
"  I-et  other  nionarchs  diO'la.e  from  afar, 
"  And  write  the  empty  trjumphs  of  the  war  ; 
"  In  lazy  palaces  fupinely  rufl ; 
«'  My  fword  flialljuftify  niy  people's  truft, 
"   For  which — But  I  your  victory  delay  ; 
"   Come  on;   I  and  my  genius  lead  the  way." 

He  faid,  new  life  and  joy  ran  through  the  hofl, 
And  lenfe  of  danger  in  their  wonder  loll ; 
Precipitate  they  plurge  into  the  flocd, 
Jii  vam  the  vaves,  the  banks,  the  men,  wlthflood: 


The  king  leads  on,  the  king  does  all  inflame. 
The  king — and  carries  millions  in  the  name. 

As  when  the  fwelling  ocean  burfts  his  bounds, 
And     foaming     overwhelms    the    neighbouring 

grounds, 
Tlie  roaring  deluge,  rufhing  headlong  on, 
Sweeps  cities  in  its  courfe,  and  bears  whole  forefU 

down; 
So  on  the  foe  the  firm  battalions  preft, 
And  he,  like  the  tenth  wave,  drove  on  the  reft ; 
Fierce,  gallant,  young,  he  fhot  through  every"! 

placfi,  j 

Urging  their  flight,  and  hurrying  on  the  chace;  > 
He  hung  upon  their  rear,  or  lighten'd  iti  their  j 


face. 


rous 


Stop  '.  fi.op  I  brave  prince  I  allay  that  gt\ 

flame. 
Enough  is  given  to  England,  and  to  fame. 
Remember,  Sir,  you  in  the  centre  ftand, 
Europe's  divided  interefts  you  command. 
All  their  dsfigiis  uniting  in  your  hand :        t 
Down  from  your  throne  defcends  the  golden  chain, 
Which  does  the  fabric  of  our  world  fuflain  ; 
That  once  dilTclv'd  by  any  fatal  ftroke, 
The  fcheme  of  all  our  happinefs  is  broke. 

Stop  1  flop  !  brave  prince !  fleets  may  repair'^ 

again,  f 

And  routed  armies  rally  on  *he  plain  ;  C 

But  ages  are  requir'd  to  raife  fo  great  a  man  !  j 
Hear,  how  the  waves  of  French  ambition  roar,"! 
Difdaining  bounds,  and  break.ing  on  the  fliore,  ( 
Which  you,  ordain'd  to  curb  their  wild  deftruc-  f 

tive  power,  J 

That  ftrength  remov'd  ;  again,  again,  they  flow. 
Lay  Europe  wafte,  nor  law  nor  limits  know. 
Stop  1    ftcp  :    brave  prince — what,    does  yoHf 
.    Mufe,  Sir,  faint  ? 
Proceed,  piirfue  his  conqueft? — faith,  I  can't: 
My  fpirits  fink,  and  will  no  longer  hear  ; 
Rapture  and  fury  carry'd  me  thus  far 

Tranfported  and  amdz'd 

That  rage  o:Tce  fpent,  1  can  no  more  faftain  "^ 
Your  flights,  your  energi':'!,  and  tragic  ftrain,  > 
Bu^  fall  back  to  my  natural  pace  again  ;  J 

la  humble  vcrfe  provokii;g  you  to  rhyme ; 
I  wifh  there  were  more  Darfct's  at  this  time. 
Oh  ;  if  in  France  thi.'  kcro  had  been  born, 
What  glittering  tiuftl  would  his  acTcs  adorn^! 
There  'tis  inmiortal  fimc,  and  high  renown, 
To  fteal  a  country,  and  to  buy  a  town  : 
There  triumphs  are  o'er  kings  and  kingdoms  fold, 
And  captive  virtue  led  in  chains  of  gold. 
If  courage  could,  like  courts,  be  kej't  in  pay. 
What   funis   woul 

might  fay 
That  vidory  follow'd  where  lie  led  tlie  way 
He  all  his  conquefts  would  for  this  refund, 
And  take  th'  equivalent,  a  glorious  wound. 
I'hen,  what  advice,  to  fpread  his  real  fame, 
Would  pal's  between  Vcrfailles  and  Notredame  ? 
'i"hcir  J  lays,  their  fongs,  would  dv\ell  upon  liis 

wound. 
And  operas  repeat  no  other  found  : 
Boyne  would,  fot  ages,  be  the  painter'^  theme, 
The  Gobtlins  lalTo.u:-,  and  the  poets  dicam  : 


ue  led  m  chains  oi  gold. 

,  like  courts,  be  kej't  in  pay,     ~% 

3uld   Louis  give,    that  France  f 

y  C 

low'd  where  he  led  the  way  .'    J 
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Tiie  wounded  arm.  would  furnilh  all  their  rooms, 
And  bleed  for  evtr  fcarlet  in  the  looms  : 
Boileau  with  this -would  plume  his  artful  pen  : 
And  can  your  mufe  be  filent  ?    Think  again. 

Spare  your  advice ;  and  fince  you  have  begun, 
Finifh  your  own  defkgn  ;  the  work  is  cr'one. 

Done  !    nothing's  done  !    nor  the  dead  colours 

laid. 
And  the  moft  glorious  fcenes  ftand  undifplay'd  : 
A  thoufand  generous  anions  clofe  the  rear ; 
A  thousand  virtues,  ftill  behind,  ftand  crowding 

to  appear. 
The  queen  hcrfelf,  the  charming  queen  fliould"! 

grace  ( 

The  noble  piece,  and  in  an  artful  place  C 

Soften  war's  horror  with  her  lovely  face.  j 

Who  can  omit  the  queen's  aufpiciius  fmile. 
The  pride  of  the  fair  fex,  the  goddefs  of  our  ifle  ? 
Who  can  forget,  what  al'  admir'd  of  la;e, 
Hei  fear=  for  him,  her  prudence  for  the  flatc  ? 
Difgvifing   cares,    flie   fmooth'd   her  locks  wit)^. 

grace. 
Doubts  '.n  Uer  heart,  and  pleafure  in  her  face, 
As  da  :iicr  /^'d  approach,  her  fplrits  rofe. 
And  putt   .^  '^Li  the  king,  difmay'd  his  foes. 
Nov^,  ali  ■  .  joy,  (he  gilds  the  cheerful  CDurt ; 
In  eveiy  glaiiCe  (iefcenciing  atigels  fport. 
As  on    he  hills  of  Cynthu?,  or  the  meads 
Of  cool  Eurotas,  whsn  Diana  leads 
The  chorus  of  her  nymphs,  who  there  advance 
A  thoufand  fliining  maids,  and  f.^rm  the  dance ; 
Thn  ftately  goddefs  with  a  graceful  pride, 
Sweet  and  majeftic,  docs  the  figure  guide, 
Treading  in  juft  and  eafy  meafures  round  ; 
The  filver  arrows  0!i  her  fhoulder  found  ; 
She  walks  above  them- ail.     Such  is  the  fcene 
Of  the  bright  circle,  and  the  brighter  queen. 

Thefe  fiibjecfts  do,  my  lord,  your  ficill  command, 
Thefe  none  may  touch  with  an  unhallow'd  hand  r 
Tender  the  ftrokes  muC;  he,  and  nicely  writ,      T 
Difgnis'd  encomiums  njuft  be  hid  in  wir,  %■ 

Which  modefty,  like  theirs,  will  e'er  admit.       J 
Who  made  no  other  fteps  to  fuch  a  throne, 
gut  to  deferve,  and  t»  receive,  the  crown. 


WRITTEN  AT  ALTHROP, 

In   a   blank    Leaf  of    W^aller's    Poems, 

ppoN  SEEING  Vandyke's  picture  o?  the 

OiD    LAOy    SUNDERLAND. 

Vandyke  had  colours,  foftnefs,  fire,  and  art, 
When  the  fair  Sunderland  inilam'd  his  heart. 
Waller  had  numbers,  fancy,  wit,  and  fire ; 
And  Sachariffa  "as  his  fond  defire. 
Why  then  at  Althrop  feem  her  charms  to  faint. 
In  thefe  fweet  numbers  and  that  glowing  paint  ? 
This  happy  feat  a  fairer  midrefs  warms ; 
This  fiiining  offspring  has  eclips'd  her  charms  : 
The  different  beauties  in  one  face  we  find  ; 
Soft  Amoret  with  brighteft  Sachariffa  join'd. 
As  high  as  Nature  reach'd,  their  art  could  fear  ; 
But  flie  ne'er  made  ^  finifli'd  piece  before. 
Vol..  VI. 


VERSES, 


WRITTEN    FOR    THE    TOASTINQ-GLASSES    OF 
THE    KIT-CAT    CLUB,    I7O3. 

Ducbefi  ^  St.  Albans. 

The  line  of  Vere,  fo  long  renown'd  in  arms. 
Concludes  with  luftre  in  St.  Alban's  charms. 
Her  conquering  eyes  have  made  their  race  com-. 

plete ; 
They  loic  in  valour,  and  in  beauty  fet. 

Duchefs  of  Beaufort. 
Offspring  of  a  tuneful  fire, 
Bleft  with  more  than  mortal  fire ; 
Likenefs  of  a  mother's  face, 
Bleft  with  more  than  mortal  grace ; 
YoK  with  double  charms  furprife, 
With  his  wit,  and  wit'n  her  eyes. 

Lady   Mary   Churchill. 

Fairefl:  and  latefl  of  the  beauteous  race, 
Bleft  with  your  parents  wit,  and  her  lifft  bloom- 
ing face ; 
Born  with  (lur  fiberties  in  William's  reign, 
Your  eyes  alone  that  liberty  reftrain. 

Diichefi  of  Richmond. 

Of  two  fair  Richnionds  different  ages  boaft, 
Theiio  was  the  firft,  and  ours  the  brighteft  toaft  j 
Th'  adorers  offerings  prove  who's  moft  divine. 
They  faciific'd  in  water,  we  in  wine. 

LaJy  Sunderland. 

Ail  Nature's  charms  in  Sunderland  appear, 
Bright  as  her  eyes,  and  as  her  reafon  clear': 
Yet  ftill  their  force,  to  men  not  fafcly  known, 
Seems  undifcover'd  to  herfelf  alone. 

Mademoifelle  Spanbeime. 

Admir'd  in  Gernnny,  ador'd  in  France, 
Your  charms  to  brighter  glory  here  advance; 
The  ftubborn  Britons  own  your  beauty's  claim. 
And  with  their  native  toafts  enrol  your  name. 


ON    THE 

COUNTESS  DOWAGER  OF  *'•*. 

Courage,  dear  Moll,  and  drive  away  defpair. 
Mopfa,  who  in  her  youth  was  fcarce  thought  fair, 
In  fpite  of  age,  experience,  and  decays, 
Sets  up  for  charming,  in  her  fading  days; 
Snuffs  her  dim  eyes  to  give  ose  parting  blow 
Have  at  the  heart  of  every  ogling  beau  1 
This  goodly  goofe,  all  feather'd  like  a  jay. 
So  gravely  vain,  and  fo  demurely  gay, 
Laft  night,  t'  adorn  the  court,  did  overload 
Her  bald  buff  forehead  with  a  high  commode  : 
3C 
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Her  fleps  were  manag'd  with  fuch  tender  art, 
As  if  each  board  had  been  a  lover's  heart, 
In  all  her  air,  in  every  glance,  was  feen 
A  mixture  ftrange,  'twixt  fifty  and  fifteen. 
Admiring:  fops  about  her  crowding-  prefs; 
Hampden  himfelf  delivers  their  addrefs. 
Which  ftie,  accepting  with  a  nice  difdain, 
Owns  them  her  fubjedts,  and  begins  to  reign : 
Fair  queen  of  Fopland  is  her  royal  flyle  ; 
Fopland  1  the  greateft  part  of  this  great  ifle  1 
Kature  did  ne'er  fo  equally  divide 
A  female  heart,  'twixt  pieiy  and  pride  : 
Her  wailing-maids  prevent  the  peep  of  day, 
And,  all  in  order,  on  her  toilet  lay 
Prayer-books,    patch-boxes,    fermon    notes,    and 

paict, 
At  once  t'  improve  the  finner  and  the  faint. 
Farewell,  friend  Moll ;  expe6l  no  more  from  me ; 
But  if  you  woiild  a  full  defcription  fee. 
You'll  find  her  fomewhere  in  the  Litany, 
With  pride,  vain-glory,  and  hypocrify. 


VERSES  BY  LORD  HALIFAX, 
JFrom  Dr.  Z.  Grey's  MSS. 

At.l  the  materials  are  the  fame 

Of  beauty  a«d  defire, 

In  a  fair  woman's  goodly  frame 

No  brightnefs  is  without  a  flame. 

No  fiame  without  a  fire. 

Then  tell  me  what  thofe  creatures  are, 

That  would  be  thought  both  chafte  apd  fair  ? 


Go  afk  but  thy  philofophy 
What  gives  her  lips  tlie  balm. 
What  makes  her  breafts  to  heave  fo  high, 
What  fpirit  gives  motion  to  her  eye,        ' 
Or  moiflure  to  her  palm  ? 
Then  tell  me,  &c. 

Ah  Cxiia,  then,  be  not  £.>  nice, 
For  that  betrays  thy  thoughts  and  thee  ; 
There's  not  a  feature  or  a  grace  '  " 

Bedecks  thy  body  or  thy  face, 
But  pimps  within  for  jne. 
Then  tell  me,  &c. 


ORPHEUS 

AND 

SIGNORA  FRANCISCA  MARGARITA. 

Hail,    tuneful  pair !    fay,    by  what  wondrous 
charms,  [arms  i 

One  'fcap'd  from  hell,   and  one  from   Greber's 
When  the  foft  Thracian  touch'd  the  trembling 
firings,  [wings ; 

The   winds  were  hufli'd,    and  curl'd  their  airy 
And  wheti  the  tawny  Tufcan  rais'd  her  ftrain. 
Rook  furls  his  fails,  and  dozes  on  the  main. 
Treaties  mifinifli'd  in  the  office  fleep, 
And  Shovel  yawns  for  orders  on  the  deep. 
Thus  equal  charms  and  equal  conquefts  claim ;    "^ 
To  him  high  woods  and  bending  timber  came,  C 
To  her  fhrub  Hedges  and  tall  Nottingham,        j 
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